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BOOK    FIRST. 


If  the  calm  lake  lay  stUlj 

When  tempests  arose  to  deform ; 
If  the  life  of  the  IU7 

Were  charmed  against  the  storm ; 
Thoa  mightest,  though  human, 

Have  smiled  throngh  the  saddest  of  jetrs, 
Thon  mightest,  though  woman, 

Have  liyed  nnacqnainted  with  tears.— AVON. 

Sleep !  sleep  I  and  with  the  slumber  of 

The  dead  and  the  unborn, 
Forget  thy  life — ^and  love — 
Forget  that  thou  must  wake  forever, 

Forget  the  world's  dull  scorn — 
Forget  lost  health-~and  the  divine 

Feelings  which  died  in  youth's  brief  mom, 
And  forget  me,  for  I  can  never  be  thine.— Shbllst. 
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CHAPTEE   L 

X  HOUB  THAT  HAD  KG  HSABTH— A  SO-CALLXD  XABSIAGB. 

"TTTHEN  Heeto  LynDe  was  married  to  Julius  How-  , 

VY  trd  she  had  scaroelj  waked  ap  from  the  dreamy 
QDcertunty  of  her  vague  yet  imaginative  childhood^  to 
the  perceptions  common  to  young  maidens  of  her  age. 
At  sixteen  she  had  no  wish  for  admiration,  no  yearning 
for  beaux  or  even  for  the  society  of  either  sex,  no  love 
for  dress — nor  had  she  built  for  herself  any  of  those  &iry 
castles  of  delight  in  the  future  to  which  her  &ncy  and 
her  years  entitled  her.  The  reason  of  all  this  deficiency 
is  plain  enough,  when  it  is  made  known  to  the  reader 
that  h^  young  lifo  had  been  shadowed  by  a  constant 
suooeasion  of  domestic  annoyances,  and  that  her  home 
was  a  miserable  one. 

Her  fiither  had  married  a  second  time  in  her  early 
childhood,  and  died  when  she  was  twelve  years  old,  leav- 
ing h^  to  tiie  care,  or  rather  to  the  neglect,  of  a  weak 
md  contentious  step-mother,  surrounded  by  offipring  of 
her  own — a  needy  and  clamorous  brood— ever  warring 

(23) 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


24      HESTEB     HOWABD's    TEMPTATION, 

for  what  they  considered  their  rights^  and  consequently 
wholly  unmindful  of  those  of  others. 

No  meal  ever  passed  over  without  its  bickerings  and 
dissatis&ctions — ^bad  management  was  visible  everywhere 
— servants  caught  the  infection,  guests  shrank  from  and 
avoided  it,  children  took  advantage  of  it — all  but  Hester 
— her  it  blighted,  as  effectually  as  a  constant  fretful  wind 
will  unroot  and  destroy  a  fine  carnation,  which  needs  a 
steady  support  and  temperature  for  its  peculiar  develop- 
ment There  are  natures  to  which  misrule  is  worse  than 
despotism,  if  the  last  be  consistently  carried  out — ^hers 
was  of  these. 

The  home  of  Hester  Lynne  had  been  one  of  affluence 
in  her  fitther's  lifetime  when  his  salary  as  judge,  added  to 
other  means  better  managed  than  now,  had  provided, 
through  his  judicious  dispensation,  amply  for  the  wants 
of  all  of  his  household. 

Of  this  salary,  however,  notliing  had  been  saved,  for 
Judge  Lynne,  in  the  flower  of  his  manhood,  had  scarcely 
thought  of  death  as  an  evil  near  at  hand,  yet  be  left 
enough  for  a  cheerful  competence  for  all  of  his  immediate 
fiimily — at  least  as  long  as  his  wife  and  children  remained 
under  one  roof — ^had  it  been  wisely  managed  or  justly 
divided.  As  it  was,  finery  and  poverty  went  hand  in 
hand  with  irr^ularity  and  ill-temper.  The  remains  of 
a  wax-doll  style  of  beauty  (most  repulsive  of  all  others, 
perhaps,  when  faded)  gave  Mrs.  Lynne  undue  hopes  of 
contracting  a  second  marriage,  and  blinded  her — through 
the  teachings  of  her  vanity — ^to  the  woful  impediments  of 
her  five  ungovernable  children,  her  own  intellectual  defi- 
ciencies, her  slender  estate,  and  the  forty  years  that  had 
already  come  to  her  when  she  doffed  widow^s  weedfi^  and 
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emerged  from  her  mourning  chiysalis  (a  bntterflj  whose 
experience  should  have  tanght  her  better),  to  seek  the 
renewed  sunshine  of  matrimony — a  sunshine  that  never 
shone  upon  h^  wilted  wings. 

Suitors  came  not,  and  disappointment  did  not  increase 
her  small  store  of  amiability,  and  much  of  this  ill-humor 
was  wreaked  on  the  only  forbearing  person  over  whom 
she  held  dominion.  So  a  very  callous  mood  came  at 
last  to  the  assistance  of  Hester  Lynne  (nature  usually 
supplies  its  own  defences,  if  possible,  mentally  as  well  as 
physically),  and  indifference  sikd  apathy  formed  her  shield 
of  safety  against  ill-usage.  She  had,  too,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, an  inherent  love  of  peace,  almost  amounting  to 
weakness,  an  inheritance  of  gentle  breeding  from  both 
parents,  that  sought  shelter  from  altercation  of  every 
kind,  and  raised  her  in  some  sort  above  the  atmosphere 
of  strife  and  vulgar  retaliation. 

This  delicacy  of  organization  taught  her  to  accept  in- 
ferior clothing  and  tuition,  disr^ard  of  har  personal  com- 
fort and  the  position  due  to  her  as  the  eldest  daughter  of 
Judge  Lynne,  and  the  best  bom  of  his  children,  and 
even  positive  rudeness  of  speech  and  manner,  rather 
than  complain  or  fling  back  epithet,  or  disrespectful 
deed,  or  even  give  token  through  retort  of  humilia- 
ti<m  or  bitterness  of  spirit.  Whatever  she  felt,  her  deep 
r^ioence  of  nature  compelled  her  to  retain,  as  did  her 
im>ud  and  patient  humility  to  bear. 

Yet  in  thia  way  was  all  the  joy  of  her  youth  crushed 
out  of  her,  and  all  the  arrogant  triumph,  incident  to  its 
generous  emotions,  curdled  to  premature  chillness  and 
poverty  of  sensation.  With  no  other  resource  than  self 
presented,  she  took  refuge  in  solitude  from  insult  in 
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what  her  step-mother  called  ^'  the  dampsi''  and  perhaps 
this  was  as  good  a  definition  as  any  other  of  her  peculiar 
phase  of  wretchedness,  dumb  and  scarcely  self-conscious, 
as  that  of  an  ill-treated  animal  which  suffers  without 
power  of  analysis  or  adequate  expression. 

When  Julius  Howard  appeared  as  the  suitor  of  Hester 
Lynne — after  walking  home  fix)m  church  with  her  on  a 
few  occasions,  and  meeting  her  at  a  dancing-school  ball, 
where  she  clung  resolutely  to  the  benches  (knowing  her- 
self the  worst-dressed  girl  in  tixe  room,  yet  well  amused 
as  a  spectator),  the  surprise  and  delight  of  her  step- 
mother knew  no  bounds,  and  overflowed  in  such  a  new 
strain  of  flattery  and  even  cajolery  towards  one  so  long 
the  victim  of  her  spite,  that  it  swept  its  object  along  in 
its  current  unwillingly  yet  irresistibly  toward  the  fittal 
shores  of  matrimony. 

Half  frightened,  half  persuaded,  the  young  girl  found 
herself,  afler  the  acquaintance  of  a  few  weeks,  engaged  to 
a  man  of  whom  she  knew  absolutely  nothing,  and  for 
whom  she  cared,  if  possible,  less ;  and  even  from  whom  she 
had  felt  herself,  from  the  first,  steadily  but  surely  re- 
pelled, by  that  instinctive  sense  of  warning  which  serves 
all  helpless  creatures  instead  of  judgment 

Tet  there  was  no  very  good  reason  for  this  unex- 
plained repulsion  as  fiur  as  could  be  casually  observed. 
He  that  sought  her  hand  was  young,  spruce,  well-to-do 
as  a  thriving  sprig  of  the  law,  and  better  looking  than 
she  was  at  that  time,  as  the  word  goes,  fiiir,  florid,  well- 
made,  self-possessed,  and  above  all,  well-dressed,  which 
last  she  certamly  was  not,  though  her  own  good  taste 
taught  her  to  prefer  utter  simplicity  to  such  tawdry 
finery  as  was  sometimes  carelessly  flung  at  her  rather 
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tbsii  bestowed,  or  sn^ested  as  beooming.  This  inborn 
tasfee  it  mm  that  showed  her  some  incongruities  b^ween 
the  garb  and  bearing  of  her  lover,  that  were  lost  on 
doller  perceptions,  and  might  as  well  have  aided  her  in- 
stincts when  thqr  deoickd  against  him.  The  sheen  of  his 
broadcloth  nevar  for  one  moment  daaded  her  true  dis- 
cerning qres,  nor  did  the  presnmptaoos  assurance  of  his 
manner  overwhelm  bar,  as  it  did  most  village  maidens, 
with  a  soiee  of  his  snperioritj. 

He  had  run  the  gamut  of  flirtation  <m  the  hearts  of 
these  fiur  and  fluttered  damsels  before  he  approached 
Hester  Lynne  as  a  suitor,  and  it  might  have  been  her 
very  indifierence  to  his  presence  or  attentions  that  de- 
termined him  to  woo  and  obtain  her  for  his  wife;  for  to 
men  of  his  calibre  carelessness  like  this  is  singularly 
{MDVOcati ve  of  passion.  Or  it  may  have  been  that  in  her 
modesty,  her  meekness,  her  pride^  and  the  sufiering  that 
had  helped  to  mould  her  countenance  and  manners  into 
refinement,  there  was  a  namdess  and  unconscious  attrac- 
tion that  impelled  him  to  her  irresistibly.  Or  it  may 
even  be  supposed — ^but  no !  how  could  he  foresee  what 
even  the  wisest  men  had  never  foreboded,  that  the  few 
wild  lots  and  lands  in  and  about  a  remote  western  vilk^, 
which  by  sheer  wire-working  on  the  part  of  her  step- 
mother, as  one  of  her  &ther's  executors,  had  been  allotted 
to  Hester  Lynne  as  h^  portion  of  the  estate  should  rise 
in  a  few  years  to  such  value  as  to  enrich  her.  It  would 
be  giving  Julius  Howard  more  credit  for  sagacity  tlian 
he  deserved,  to  assign  such  calculations  to  his  narrow  if 
sordid  brain ;  but  that  he  sought  the  hand  of  Hester 
Lynne  with  rare  pertinacity  is  no  less  true  than  that, 
having  obtained  it^  he  made  her  thereafter  wretched. 
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From  the  moment  of  his  declaration  to  that  of  the 
marriage  of  her  step-daughter,  Mrs.  Ljnne  left  no  stone 
unturned  to  forward  the  prooeedings.  Her  haste  to  get 
rid  of  her  unoffending  step-daughter  was  almost  indecent, 
and  the  marriage  followed  the  engagement  with  unwonted, 
and  many  said  unnecessary,  precipitancy. 

Hester  Lynne  had  ever  been  a  silent  reproach  to  her 
step-dame — a  Mordecai  at  her  gate — and  the  idea  of 
having  her  house  and  property  at  last  wholly  to  her  own 
use  and  that  of  her  lawless  children  almost  intoxicated 
that  scheming  brain,  which  had  however  never  yet  been 
sufficiently  prolific  to  imagine  or  contrive  before  any  good 
fortune  for  this  Cinderella  of  her  house. 

Little  enough,  as  has  been  said,  of  either  house  or 
properiy  had  poor  Hester  ever  laid  claim  to  or  received. 
Houseroom  and  heartroom  had  been  both  almost  equally 
denied  her  at  Briarheath  since  her  fitther's  death,  and 
from  the  many  dissensions  that  in^ted  the  larger  apart- 
ment of  her  sisters  she  had  been  &in  to  find  refuge  in 
her  fifteenth  year  (when  by  the  behest  of  her  step-mother 
her  scanty  sdiool  days  were  over)  in  a  low  fireless  nook 
in  the  roof,  miscalled  a  room,  with  a  sloping  ceiling  of 
brown  plaster,  and  only  redeemed  by  its  large  dormer 
window  firom  absolute  repulsiveness  of  aspect 

Nestling  in  this  window,  which  looked  to  the  south 
and  commanded  a  great  reach  of  country,  she  had  been  in 
the  habit  for  years  of  conning  her  school  tasks,  while  be- 
tween times  her  dreaming  eyes  were  cast  out  and  over 
the  expanse  before  them  with  a  sweet  and  undefined  sense 
of  peaceful  power,  that  was  inexpressibly  soothing  to  her 
nature. 

What  small  store  of  books  and  pictures  she  possessed 
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in  her  own  personal  right  she  had  transported  here  years 
before,  and  her  narrow  bed  and  slender  wardrobe  were 
added  to  these,  very  nnostentatiooslj  and  with  but  small 
assistance  from  others,  one  summer's  day  when  the  &mily 
had  gone  forth  in  fall  force  to  invade  a  neighbor,  and 
die,  partly  at  her  own  request,  but  not  the  less  gladly  on 
that  account,  had  been  left  alone  in  charge. 

Some  pickling  or  preserving  task  had  been  deputed  to 
her  on  liiat  occasion,  which  she  quietly  n^lected,  making 
internal  conditions  of  much  future  peace  from  the  time 
gained  by  this  omission,  although  its  consequences  in  the 
shape  of  a  terrific  storm  of  words  she  well  believed  awaited 
her  at  evening,  when  her  deliberate  disr^ard  of  orders 
should  be  known.  ''  Miss  Hester  had  gone  to  bed,"  the 
servant  said,  when  at  dusk  the  fitmily  returned.  ^'  She 
was  tired,"  Bridget  reckoned,  ''going  up  and  down  stairs 
all  day  with  her  things  in  her  arms,  for,  sure  enough,  she 
worked  as  hard  as  a  nager  to  get  through  before  you  all 
came  back,  and  she  did  most  of  the  work  herself,  and 
fidth  she's  sound  asleep  by  this  time  in  her  own  room  in 
the  garret,  good  sess  to  her." 

There  was  something  in  this  resolute  and  unforeseen 
move  (the  first  wilful  step  that  Hester  had  ever  taken) 
that  startled  Mrs.  L}mne,  not  out  of  her  propriety  but 
into  it — something  in  those  words, ''  her  own  room  in  the 
garret,"  repeated  sadly  enough  by  the  old  Lora,  fidthful 
slave  of  Hester's  mother,  and  wholly  devoted  to  the  child 
of  her  first  mistress,  though  rarely  permitted  to  serve  her, 
that  smote  perhaps  harshly  on  what  remnant  of  conscience 
remained  to  her.  Judge  Lynne's  eldest  bom  in  the  gar- 
ret !  the  daughter  of  that  proud  first  wife  of  his,  who 
was  so  dear  to  him  to  the  last  day  of  his  life  I    What 
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would  he  have  said  to  such  an  order  of  things  could  he 
have  foreseen  it^  and  if  it  should  get  out  what  would  the 
world  say  ? 

For  there  was  a  Mrs.  Grundy  even  in  that  small  inland 
town,  before  whom  weaker  women  bowed  down  and 
trembled.  Mean  dressing  might  pass  even  with  that 
sagacious  dame,  as  sheer  simplicity  or  want  of  taste^  or  a 
measure  of  necessity,  but  a  room  in  the  garret,  where 
there  w^re  so  many  others  to  spare,  was  a  bare  and 
significant  &ct^  firom  which  there  was  no  appeal,  no 
shirking. 

So  the  ^'neglect  of  duly''  was  wisely  passed  over  or 
condoned  on  this  occasion,  and  a  feeble  effort  made  to 
compel  Hester  Lynne  to  descend  again  to  the  occupancy 
of  a  couch  in  her  sister's  apartment,  quietly  but  decidedly 
evaded  by  the  r^ugee,  who  for  once  in  her  life  gave  signs 
of  obstinanqr  and  persistence. 

'^  I  suppose  you  want  the  oak  bedchamber  all  to  your- 
self,'' sneered  Mrs.  Lynne ;  ^^  the  only  handsome  spare 
room  I  have;  or  you  would  have  me  put  your  brothers 
in  the  ell,  to  have  them  running  in  and  out  through  the 
back  door  as  they  pleased  at  nights;  and  turn  out  my 
white  girls  and  put  them  in  the  garret,  uid  have  them 
grumbling  uid  leaving  me  in  the  lurch,  to  put  you  in 
possession  of  a  room  to  yourself  I  Or  yon  would  like 
sister  Angeline,  who  pays  her  own  board  and  helps  ub 
aUy  to  squeeze  in  with  Sophia  and  Mdissa,  Caroline  and 
Mattie,  and  the  nurse — to  give  you  her  room  all  to  your- 
self, when  she  has  never  complained  a  minute  about  your 
being  there,  if  you  desired  to  room  with  hw,  although  " — 

^^  The  present  arrangement  is  fiu*  the  most  agreeable  to 
all  parties,  no  doubt,"  interrupted  Hester,  with  unwonted 
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dignity  and  spirit.  ^  Let  it  stand,  I  pray ;  yon  don't 
know  how  comfortable  I  shall  be  when  I  get  thoroaghly 
fixed ;  and  now  I  want  you  to  give  me  the  carpet  and  the 
cnrtiuns  that  med  to  belong  to  the  dressing-room  in  my'' 
— she  hesitated — ^"my  mother's  time.  They  have  kmg 
been  out  of  use;  you  won't  refuse  me,  I  know." 

There  was  an  nnosnal  eagerness  in  the  manner  of  the 
yoang  girl  that  had  its  effect  on  the  weak  as  well  as 
overbearing  woman  she  had  to  deal  with.  Had  this 
oftener  been  manifested  there  can  be  little  doubt  her  in- 
dulgences would  have  been  greater,  for  even  selfish  people 
love  to  grant  small  fiivors  when  earnestly  solicited  and 
gratefhlly  acknowledged.  It  raises  their  self-estimate 
and  makes  them  fimcy  themselves  generous  benefiutors 
and  enjoy  that  ennobling  consciousness  at  little  cost  So 
Hester  bad  her  will,  and  to  the  old  half-worn  scrap  of 
Turkey  carpet,  still  carefiilly  preserved  by  Lora,  and  the 
white  and  crimson  curtains  that  suited  its  hues,  too  short 
for  any  other  window,  Mrs.  Lynne  added  a  curious  little 
ebony  secretary  and  work-table,  all  in  one,  with  a  quaint 
tfte-d'tSU  tea  service  of  red  and  gold  stone  diina,  covered 
with  grotesque  birds  and  flowers  (the  teapot  having  been 
nicely  pieced  together  in  divers  places),  which  had  be- 
longed to  her  predecessor,  and  which  evidently  owed 
their  origin  to  lands  beyond  the  sea,  China  or  Japan  most 
probably. 

She  had  always  shrunk  fix>m  using  these  articles  wiiii 
an  undefined  ieeling  of  their  individuality,  whidi  she 
could  not  separate  from  the  deceased  Mrs.  Lynne,  whose  . 
miniature  on  ivory,  long  hidden  in  this  secretary,  but 
fi>i^tten  now,  passed  unintaitionally  in  this  way  and 
unostentatiously  into  the  hands  of  her  daughter. 
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Hester  had  never  seen  a  picture  of  her  mother  before, 
and  this  little  circumstance  made  her  intensely  happy. 
She  studied  the  small  oval  mirror  upon  her  wall  more 
closely  than  she  had  ever  done,  in  the  hope  of  tracing 
some  resemblance  between  her  own  and  the  sweet  fitce 
accidentally  and  suddenly  revealed  to  her  by  the  touch- 
ing of  a  springy  and  whidi  she  could  not  doubt  to  be 
that  of  the  parent  who  had  died  before  her  remem- 
brance,  though  of  this  fact  she  feared  to  ask  confirmation. 
Tears  afterwards  she  saw  the  similitude  she  then  vainly 
sought  for,  but,  at  the  time  I  write  of,  there  was 
little  to  characterize  her  own  fisu^e  and  form  with  any 
.claim  to  distinctive  beauty.  She  was  slender,  refined- 
looking,  with  dark  blue  eyes,  a  pallid  complexion,  care- 
lessly kept  waving  chestnut  hair,  almost  without  gloss; 
lips  that  closed  softly,  never  firmly,  over  sound,  not  bril- 
liant teeth,  and  sometimes  parted  suddenly  when  she  was 
wrapt  in  thought,  as  if  they  lacked  muscular  force,  and 
trembled  readily  when  she  was  moved,  wearing  at  these 
times  a  singuliurly  sad  and  even  despairing  expression. 
The  lines  that  characterized  her  &ce  and  those  about  her 
nostrils  and  the  comers  of  her  mouth  were  indicative  of 
sensibility  and  delicacy  of  feeling.  These  could  hardly 
be  defined  in  words,  yet  constituted  the  chief  charm  or 
rather  interest  of  her  tender  and  mobile  physiognomy. 
The  shape  of  her  head  and  throat,  hands  and  feet,  were 
strictly  statuesque ;  the  first,  however,  somewhat  too  large 
for  the  Greek  ideal.  Figure,  so  speaking,  she  had  none, 
at  that  immature  age,  nor  did  she  attain  her  entire  height 
until  aftier  her  marriage,  nor  develope  her  full  physical 
resources  for  years  later,  when  health  and  energy  became 
aids  and  abetters  to  increased  loveliness  of  appearance. 
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I  fed  that  I  have  not  saoceeded  at  all  in  bringing 
Hester  Lynne  before  the  mind's  eye  of  the  reader  by  this 
vague  description,  as  I  could  have  wished  to  do,  had  the 
power  be^i  given  me,  as  to  some  others,  of  word  pho- 
tography, as  she  was  in  her  green  and  callow  girlhood, 
while  her  great  powers  lay  snpine,  and  unsuspected  even 
by  herself,  and  her  whole  world  of  thought  and  posses- 
sions was  comprised  in  one  little  attic  room,  where  a  few 
hanging  bookshelves,  a  few  poor  pictures  made  up  her 
gallery  of  art  and  lett^s.  Yet  here  h&r  soul  first  began 
to  put  forth  its  wings. 

There  was  very  little  purpose  about  her  at  that  time, 
however,  and  an  indifferent  observe*  might  have  thought 
bar  the  victim  sometimes  of  sheer  indolence  or  ennui,  or, 
even  worse,  of  mental  frivolity.  She  would  dream  in 
bar  chair  for  moments  that  might  have  been  better  em- 
ployed, it  would  have  seemed,  in  repairing  or  renewing 
her  scant  wardrobe ;  or  poring  over  the  books  that  leaned 
against  the  wall,  and  gathering  fi^h  resources  therefrom, 
many  of  them  in  tattered  raiment,  it  is  true,  yet  wearing 
jewelled  hearts  within.  Then  suddenly  starting  from 
revarie,  she  would  seize  her  pen  and  pour  into  the  bosom 
of  her  only  confidante  such  morsels  of  poetry  or  philoso- 
phy or  a  prayerfol  thought,  as  had  shaped  themselves  in 
her  brain,  while  wrapped  in  silent  self-communing. 
Cries  merely  of  a  chaotic  soul  were  these  paragraphic 
productions,  divided  by  dashes  of  an  impatient  pen,  with- 
out continuance,  connection  or  artistic  skill,  and  often  half 
erased  from  later  convictions ;  cries  of  a  soul  groping  in 
darkness,  wailing  for  the  light,  or  for  a  guiding  hand  to 
lead  it  forth  to-day.  Sounds  merely  like  the  inartic- 
ulate voice  of  a  child  lost  in  a  labyrinth,  having  neither 
2 
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clue  nor  goal,  alternately  hoping  and  despairing ;  yet  still 
impelled^  as  by  some  power  beyond  itself,  ever  irresistibly, 
on,  on,  to  seek  the  outlet  that  must  lead  to  light  All 
this  was  there  heaped  in  strange  and  pathetic  ooniusion 
in  that  great  black  book,  embossed  in  velvet  with  tar- 
nished clasps,  an  album  (once  her  mother's)  containing 
originally  a  few  extracts  fix>m  popular  poems,  in  various 
handwritings;  a  mere  b^inning  of  what  that  fiery  soul 
under  its  mask  of  ice  was  destined  to  furnish  or  fill  out 
rather,  finding  in  such  work  outlet,  comfort,  relief, 
strength ;  all  that  was  elsewhere  denied  to  it;  all  that  it 
required  as  imperatively  fi>r  its  sustenance  as  the  body 
that  contained  it  demanded  its  daily  bread. 

Even  in  her  half  dormant  state  of  mind,  Hester  Lynne 
had  instinctively  recognized  the  necessity,  so  sttong  with 
all  highnstrung  and  reticent  temperamaits,  of  a  refiige 
from  imperfect  companionship  in  the  dignity  of  solitude, 
and  it  was  with  a  true,  if  vaguely  understood  enjoyment 
of  this  privily,  that  she  now  came,  day  after  day,  when 
her  portion  of  toil  for  the  common  weal  was  over,  to  that 
hermitage  of  hers  in  the  roof,  where  in  heat  or  cold  she 
was  still  secure  firom  intrusion,  and  could  surrender  her 
whole  being  to  the  contemplative  and  ideal  life  which 
spoke  80  strongly  within  her,  entreating  to  be  heard. 

Had  the  proper  spirit  appeared  at  this  time,  either  in 
the  form  of  suitor,  friend,  or  religious  teacher,  the  charac- 
ter of  this  emotional  creature,  so  imperfect,  so  blind,  so 
immature,  might  have  been  shaped  and  sphered  at  once 
into  beauty,  and  order,  and  early  perfection.  As  it  was, 
experience  and  necessity  were  to  do  everything  fer  her, 
and  in  their  own  way,  by  slow  and  sure  d^rees,  monitors 
seldom  persuasive,  always  inexorable. 
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Such  was  Hester  Lynne  at  the  time  of  her  marriage 
with  Jnlius  Howard,  and  when  they  stood  at  the  altar — 
he  with  his  bright  blonde  hair  and  &ce  and  eyes,  his  ^ 
shapely  fignre  trimly  arrayed  in  the  height  of  the  mode, 
his  slightly  supercilious  bearing,  so  imposing  to  vulgar 
mindfr— she  with  her  slender,  drooping  form,  dressed  in 
simplest  muslin,  her  shadowy  fiioe,  with  its  deep  &r- 
seeing  eyes,  so  sad  and  strange,  people  thought  who  saw 
her  then ;  her  dark,  unglossy  hair,  if  such  a  word  may  be 
used,  waving,  yet  lustreless,  and  over  which  hung  no 
bridal  veil  flung  by  a  mother's  tender,  hopeful  hand; 
her  parted  lips,  with  their  tremulous,  pathetic  expression, 
never  more  painfully  apparent  than  now — there  were 
not  wanting  many  to  marvel  how  that  brilliant-looking 
man  could  have  fancied  that  sad,  dull  girl,  or  to  draw 
vivid  contrast  between  them,  sorely  to  poor  Hester's 


Had  an  angelic  visitor  been  there  present  in  disguise, 
of  guest  or  spectator  (it  is  a  beautiAil  l^nd,  reader,  that 
tells  us  such  things  have  been,  and  thus  in  all  probability 
may  be  again),  how  different  would  have  been  his  deduc- 
tions from  such  a  comparison  I  How  sad  would  have 
been  his  contemplation  of  the  reality,  with  his  power  to 
strip  away  externals  and  lay  bare  the  future,  when  in 
the  growing  splendor  of  one  spirit,  the  other  should  sit 
dwarfed  and  shrivelled  on  the  ground,  or  slowly  retro- 
grading at  last  in  its  humanity  and  its  gifts  of  grace  and 
godliness,  sink  away,  scowling  and  dark,  into  the  outer 
night  I 

As  it  was,  the  transfigurement  b^an  even  before  they 
left  the  diurch.  The  face  of  Hester  Lynne  kindled  as 
the  marriage  ceremony  proceeded,  and  informed  her  in 
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its  own  majestic  way,  of  the  self-abn^ation,  the  respon- 
sibility, the  paramount  duties  that  lay  before  her.  It  was 
the  grand  service  of  the  Church  of  England,  preferred 
by  Mr.  Howard.  She  had  never  heard  it  before :  she 
never  ignored  later  its  solemn  and  impressive  teachings, 
however  stem  the  after  struggle.  She  forgot  everything 
now  but  her  husband  and  her  Grod.  Her  shyness  for- 
sook her;  the  crowd  passed  out  of  sight;  the  painful  re- 
pulsion that  until  then  had  governed  her  was  removed 
as  by  some  merciful  interposition  of  saint  or  angel  in  her 
behal£  She  clung  closely  to  the  arm  that  supported  her. 
Her  reply  rang  out  clear  and  distinct,  '^I  will,"  in 
answer  to  the  question  of  the  minister.  A  bright  flush 
suffused  her  pale,  sad  cheek,  her  lips  closed  firmly,  tinted 
to  beauty  with  their  rich  emotional  crimson,  her  deep 
eyes  glowed  with  feeling. 

Duty  had  already  transfused  itself  into  a  passion  in 
her  breast,  and  her  path  of  conduct  lay  straight  and 
plain  before  her. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

AN    EXHJB    THAT    BBOKB    NO    TIBS  — NEW    80UBCES    OF 
FELICITY. 

HOWARD  carried  ont  a  long  cherished  intention 
of  removing  to  California,  not  many  months  after 
his  marrii^e.  He  had  inherited  not  long  before  a  small 
patrimony  whidi  he  thought  might  be  advantageously 
invested  in  that  land  of  enterprise  and  gold ;  besides,  his 
pix>fession  was  held  to  be  a  profitable  one,  where  litiga- 
ti<m  was  ripe  over  nnsettled  claims  and  title-deeds.  He 
carried  with  him  a  batch  of  introductory  letters,  rather 
ovOT-etrained  and  stereotyped  it  is  true,  but  none  the 
less  useful  as  an  entering  wedge  in  a  community  not 
over-burdened  with  good  taste,  or  scruples  of  any  kind, 
at  that  period.  He  felt  that  in  all  the  advantages  he 
possessed — ^health  and  good  looks  not  the  least  among 
them — tiiat  he  grasped  the  clue  of  a  prombing  career. 
Many  brilliant  pictures  of  future  aggrandizement  flashed 
across  his  brain,  and  were  transferred  to  the  ear  of 
Hester,  as  certainties,  that  time  must  develope. 

She  listened  meekly,  and  half  credulously  in  the  begin- 
ning ;  but  before  two  years  had  passed,  her  estimate  of 
his  powers  was  fixed  unalterably,  and  a  dawning  distrust 
of  his  principles  far  harder  to  be  borne  was  mingled 
therewith.  However,  that  first  year  in  California  was 
after  all  a  period  of  comparative  happiness  to  Hester 
Lynne.  It  saw  her  settled  in  her  own  quiet  home,  and 
closed  upon  the  birth  of  her  baby  boy,  with  whose  ex- 
istence her  own  being  took  in  likewise  a  new  birth,  and 
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assumed  fresh  spirit,  hope  and  energy.  Old  Lora  had 
followed  her  fortunes — a  tried  and  faithful  friend — who 
shared  all  her  joys  and  anxieties  about  her  infitnt,  and 
assisted  her  in  many  household  tasks,  lightened  as  these 
were  still  further  by  the  presence  of  a  sturdy  Alsatian 
servant  girl,  called  Pardette — a*  maid  of  all-work — who 
soon  grew  singularly  devoted  to  her  new  mistressi  like 
herself  an  exile  in  a  strange  country.  ^  >. 

There  was  a  large  waste  garden  about  the  small  house 
that  Julius  Howard  had  purchased  in  one  of  the  suburbs 
of  San  Francisco  (partly  with  a  view  to  future  specula- 
tion), hedged  in  with  tangled  roses,  and  filled  with  young 
trees  and  shrubbery  in  a  state  of  wild  yet  not  unpiotur- 
esque  confusion.  Some  n^lected  strawberry  beds  were 
there,  and  raspberries  and  currants,  bearing  sparsely, 
grew  rank  and  wild  above  the  long,  tall  grass.  A 
decayed  summer-house,  overgrown  with  honeysuckle 
vines  and  white  roses,  attested  the  former  presence  of 
some  hand  of  taste  and  refinement,  and  indeed  the  whole 
garden  evidenced  the  horticultural  proclivities  of  its  first 
possessor — an  Englishman,  who  had  lived  and  died  alone 
(the  last  suddenly),  leaving  a  few  debts  behind  him,  and 
uo  other  ostensible  means  of  paying  them  than  this  prop- 
erty presented.  Thus  it  was  sold  cheaply,  or  rather 
sacrificed  to  his  creditors,  and  Julius  Howard  became  its 
fortunate  possessor,  and  in  the  flush  of  his  joy  at  the 
success  of  some  petty  speculation,  or  from  some  whim  of 
the  moment,  forgetting  his  earliest  intention  of  holding 
it  for  sale  again,  he  settled  it  irrevocably  a  &w  months 
later  on  his  wife  and  her  in&nt  son,  Gilbert  ''You 
see,''  he  said,  in  extenuation  of  this  folly, ''  I  might  die, 
Hester,  or  get  killed  in  this  rougb  country,  and  then  you. 
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who  are  each  a  poor,  helpless  body,  might  be  left  home- 
less BXid  a  paoper;  but  now  jou  will  have  a  shelto  at 


She  thanked  him  with  real  feeling :  it  was  the  first 
oonsiderate  act  of  any  kind  he  had  ever  performed  for 
her,  and  on  this  account  algne  she  prized  it.  A  few 
weeks  afterwards  he  came  home  angry,  disappointed, 
in  a  dnmb  rage  with  her  and  every  one  else,  because  he 
had  put  his  property  out  of  his  own  hands,  and  now 
must  wait  until  she  came  of  age  to  change  the  titles  I 
Kearly  four  years  must  elapse  before  he  could  l^;ally 
repossess  it !  It  never  occuired  to  him  that  she  might 
refuse  tp  resign  her  claims  and  those  of  her  child,  on 
the  only  estate  they  possessed  that  was  at  all  available^ 
evexi  at  the  expiration  of  this  time.  He  would  readily 
have  assumed  the  responsibility  as  legal  guardian  of 
dispensing  with  the  infimt's  claims;  but  hers  were 
imperative  and  fixed  in  law  for  the  present  at  least, 
and  he  was  obliged  to  decline  the  advance  that  had 
been  oSsrei  him  already  on  his  purchase  and  wait  on 
the  future. 

Thus  Hester  was  secure  of  a  home  for  the  time  being, 
and  the  feeling  of  permanence  was  very  peace-giving  to 
her  nature,  so  averse  to  change,  so  shy  of  strangers,  so 
contented  in  a  nutshell,  so  wholly  wrapped  in  the  per- 
formance of  her  duties^  and  the  necessities  of  her  own 
existence. 

I  use  thb  t^*m  advisedly.  Her  being  had  in  its  very 
organization  many  more  necessities  of  internal  commune 
than  belong  to  natures  more  coarsely  strung.  To  her 
time  for  thought  and  books  was  a  necessity,  as  stringent 
as  external  excitement  is  for  many  women  differently 
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bred  and  ooostituted.  The  old  garden  was  a  delightful 
and  in  the  clement  season  unfailing  resource,  with  its 
patches  pf  green  turf,  its  little  open  spaces  where,  with 
Pardette's  assistance,  she  planted  a  few  lettuces  and  peas, 
and  annual  flowers,  and  watched  them  grow  and  develope 
with  an  innocent  earnest  joy  that  sages  might  have 
envied,  and  surely  would  not  have  denied.  This  was  her 
chief  relaxation.  She  loved  to  pick  her  dainty  way 
among  its  tangled  bushes  wet  with  recent  rain,  and  smell 
the  fresh  mould  and  the  subtle  odor  of  the  budding  leaf 
and  blossom.  It  was  like  a  hint  of  Paradise  by 
inhalation. 

Birds  were  fed  in  the  old  summer-house  to  encourage 
them  .  to  come  there  and  make  musical  its  solitude. 
Thither  she  loved  to  transport  her  work  (for  she  was  now 
an  assiduous  needle-woman — motive  supplying  aliment 
for  industry,  never  felt  before),  and  with  Lora  and  her 
idolized  infant — hers  was  an  unreasonable  maternity  it 
must  be  acknowledged — she  spent  her  happiest  moments 
thus  and  there,  living  with  the  utmost  simplicity  and 
frugality,  for  her  husband  partook  of  a  hotel  dinner,  and 
came  home  rarely  with  any  appetite  for  simple  bread 
and  tea  and  fruits.  She  had  few  household  cares  of  any 
weight  or  importance,  and  acquired  no  habits  of  luxury 
or  self-indulgence,  if  we  except  always  the  dreamer^s 
privilege  to  lose  a  few  useful  moments  now  and  then 
in  reverie. 

Still  the  habit  prevailed  (for  what  other  rational  com- 
panionship was  hers?)  of  writing  down  each  day  some- 
thing in  the  black  volume  or  its  successor,  out  of  her 
own  heart  and  life — truth  always,  and  for  self  alone; 
and  in  this  way  she  supplied  vaguely  the  place  of  society 
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of  whidi  she  saw  and  knew  nothing,  never  stopping  to 
question  why  this  was,  or  whether  hers  was  loss  or  gain, 
in  such  forfeiture  of  social  compact 

The  return  of  Mr.  Howard  in  the  evening  or  late  at 
night,  whichever  it  might  be,  was  the  chief  excitement 
to  her  of  the  twenty-four  hours,  and  in  truth  rarely  a 
pleasant  one.  Whether  he  would  come  back  bright, 
sunny,  joyous,  filled  with  boasts  of  successful  speculation, 
or  schemes  of  aggrandizement,  tossing  his  child  in  his 
arms,  to  her  own  and  the  infiint's  alarm,  and  his  exces- 
sive amusement ;  or  angiy,  gloomy,  depressed,  in  a  stifled 
rage  often,  with  low  muttered  curses  hissed  from  between 
his  set  teeth,  and  the  vicious  odor  of  anient  spirits 
permeating  his  whole  person,  she  never  knew  until  she 
saw  him  arrive.  But  this  furnished  food  for  conjecture 
through  the  long  evening  hours,  and  damped  the  quiet 
joy  that  else  had  filled  her  diildlike  spirits  almost  to 
exuberance. 

In  the  second  year  another  child  was  bom  —  a 
daughter,  her  mother's  image — ^and  another  idol  was  set 
up  in  the  temple  of  her  heart,  or  the  Arabian  desert 
rather  thereof,  to  be  blindly  adored ;  for  maternity  has 
difierent  phases  like  every  other  passion  of  humanity, 
and  in  her  nature  it  was  all-powerful,  sensuous  as  love, 
and  as  engrossing  as  religion,  both  of  which  were  want- 
ing so  fitr  to  her,  the  creature  of  emotion,  unconscious  of 
her  own  needs,  her  own  deficiencies,  and  yet  instinctively 
working  out  her  own  destiny.  And  now  that  shaping 
of  her  face  and  form  began,  which  I  have  before  alluded 
to,  into  new  beauty  and  a  prouder  mould,  and  as  her 
latent  character  developed,  and  her  intellect  expanded 
with  the  slow  perfection  common  to  all  noble  things. 
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she^  who  had  been  almost  plain  in  her  unformed  girlhood^ 
and  vaguely  employed  in  a  sort  of  shadowy  wrestling 
with  her  own  sensations^  woke  up  to  life,  loveliness  and 
energy,  health  and  power,  both  of  mind  and  body,  in 
this  magical  maternal  metempsychosis. 

A  young  man,  an  amateur  artist  as  well  as  physician, 
passing  one  day  the  little  garden  gate  of  her  home  in 
the  remote  suburbs  in  which  she  lived,  saw  her  standing 
beside  it,  holding  her  six  months'  infant  high  above  her 
head,  with  her  &ce  cast  back,  while  she  laughed  aloud 
sweetly  and  merrily  at  its  puzzled  expression  and  soothed 
its  fears  with  all  a  mother's  tenderness,  then  in  the  next 
moment  clasped  it  passionately  to  her  breast. 

He  never  forgot  the  image  of  this  strange,  beautiful 
woman  and  her  lovely  children,  one  of  whom  stood 
clinging  to  the  skirt  of  her  white  dress  while  she  caressed 
the  other ;  the  first,  a  boy,  the  very  type  of  English 
beauty. 

^'What  a  sweet  picture  that  scene  would  make!"  he 
caught  himself  saying;  ''and  the  old  n^o  woman  with 
her  picturesque  head-dress,  and  the  cottage  in  the  back- 
ground. I  wish  I  could  ask  the  privilege  of  sketching 
it,  but,  of  course,  that  is  not  to  be  thought  of  when 
strangers  are  in  question." 

So  saying  he  went  his  way  to  visit  the  poor  French- 
woman across  the  street,  who  had  not  slept  for  many 
nights  with  her  wearisome  neuralgia,  and  to  whom  his 
presence  had  already  brought  such  great  relief,  more 
than  once.  It  was  a  mysterious  thing,  even  to  himself, 
this  power  he  possessed  of  ''  laying  on  of  hands,"  and 
soothing  away  the  pains  that  flesh  is  heir  to.  He  had 
discovered  its  presence  when  a  little  child,  through  his 
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ministry  to  bis  sick  mother,  but  in  later  years  it  bad 
been  esteemed  charlatanism  by  bis  professional  brethren, 
and  bad  hindered  his  saccess  as  a  practitioner. 

Still  be  believed  medicine  to  be  bis  true  vocation, 
whatever  obstacles  incredulity  might  put  in  bis  path,  or 
whatever  superior  seductions  art  might  hold  out  for  him. 
He  would  persevere,  so  believing,  and  do  good  even  if 
be  could  not  achieve  success,  and  so  carry  out  the  in- 
taition  of  his  Creator.  Would  there  were  more  of  the 
same  mind — more  instinctive  workers. 

Hester  Howard  was  nearly  twenty  years  old  at  the 
time  when  an  accident  threw  in  her  way  a  person  who 
wielded  great  power  over  her  destiny,  and  was  indeed 
the  chief  cause  of  the  development  of  many  sensations 
and  aspirations  that  had  so  &r  lain  dormant  or  at  least 
with  folded  wings  in  her  breast. 

A  barouche,  driven  by  an  awkward  Grerman  at  full 
speed  over  the  precipitous  street  that  bounded  a  cor- 
ner of  her  garden,  was  upset  near  the  cottage  of  Julius 
Howard,  one  autumn  day,  and  its  only  occupant  thrown 
out  and  badly  hurt.  With  the  assistance  of  Pardette 
and  Lora,  the  German  being  occupied  in  restraining 
his  plunging  horses  and  reinstating  his  vehicle,  Hester 
bore  in  the  stout,  middle-aged  person,  evidently  lady- 
like, however,  whose  fiunting  condition  enlisted  all  their 
womanly  sympathies  in  her  behalf,  and  when  she  came 
to  her  senses,  the  injured  lady  found  herself  lying  in  a 
cool,  shaded  apartment,  on  a  wide  comfortable  bed,  with 
white  draperies  about  it,  while  two  very  dissimilar  female 
faces  bent  eagerly  above  her,  watching  for  the  first  signs 
of  returning  consciousness.  They  were  those  of  Lora 
and  Hester  Howard. 
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"See,  Doctor  Clarke,  she  revives,"  said  the  sweet 
voioe  that  greeted  her  back  to  life.  "Come  to  her,  come 
in  haste." 

And  thus  summoned.  Doctor  Clarke  approached  from 
the  comer  of  the  so&  on  which  he  sat  ensconced, 
waiting,  with  the  patience  of  an  experienced  physician, 
for  reaction  to  occur,  after  having  done  his  part  with  the 
lancet. 

"She  will  live,  will  she  not?"  spoken  in  low  tones,  so 
exquisitely  emotional  and  sympathetic  that  they  vibrated 
long  on  the  ear  of  the  sufferer — a  revelation  to  one  who 
had  studied  such  signs  a  lifetime,  and  not  without  a 
purpose. 

"Oh,  yes,  certainly.  I  never  doubted  that  for  one 
moment ;  but  you  women  are  so  impatient,  so  incredu- 
lous— ^all  alike,  high  or  low.  Madam,  are  you  better  ? 
are  you  in  pain?"  rising  and  advancing  towards  the 
patient. 

"  Better,  but  still  in  pain.     My  arm,  doctor." 

"  Sensible  woman,  she  knows  at  least  where  her  pain 
lies,  which  few  of  them  do,"  muttered  the  doctor,  as  he 
gently  raised  the  complaining  member.  "Broken.  I 
thought  so.  Let  me  examine  this  fractured  bone — not 
much  harm  done,  I  hope.     Can  you  bear  that,  madam?" 

"Oh,  anything,  anything  for  relief." 

"That's  rightj  that's  right.  Take  a  lesson,  Mrs. 
Howard ;  you're  a  great  coward,  you  know,  about  pain. 
Now  can  you  assist  me  to  set  this  lady's  arm  ?  it  ought 
to  be  done  at  once,  before  any  swelling  takes  place." 

"I  will  try,"  said  Hester,  turning  ashy  pale;  "direct 
me,  doctor.  Pardette,  the  cologne  water,"  reaching  out 
her  hand* 
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"  Pardette,  no  such  thing !  Here  wet  your  Iipe  with 
this  French  brandy/'  extending  his  flask,  ^^  take  a  good 
mouthful ;  now,  madani,  a  little  for  you ;  there  you  will 
both  be  as  strong  as  lions,  now.  A  few  minutes  and  all 
will  be  done ;  then  patience,  and  the  cure  is  perfect.'' 

Hest^  helped  the  doctor  set  the  arm  of  her  accidental 
guest,  and  manifested  a  self-command  that  elicited  a 
compliment  even  firom  his  unwilling  lips,  ''few  men 
could  have  done  as  well,"  he  said, ''  without  experience." 
The  lady  bore  the  operation  with  unshrinking  firmness. 

The  doctor  called  her  "a  soldier" — a  common  but 
very  equivocal  medical  compliment  intended  for  en- 
couragement to  females — ^then  enjoining  perfect  quiet, 
he  went  his  way,  leaving  her  the  occupant  of  Hester's 
bed  for  the  time  being  with  no  alternative  left  to  either 
party. 

It  was,  perhaps,  fortunate  that  Mr.  Howard  was 
absent  on  a  collecting  trip,  or  he  might  have  demon- 
strated some  dissatisfaction  at  this  summary  ejectment 
from  his  own  chamber  of  his  person,  by  one  who  had 
no  claims  on  his  hospitality,  such  as  men  like  him  ac- 
knowledge, at  least.  So  Hester  had  her  sick  stranger 
all  to  herself  for  some  days,  and  ministered  to  her  needs 
to  her  own  satisfaction,  without  rebuke  or  complaint 
from  the  master. 

The  grasping  Grerman  who  drove  the  hack  had  in- 
sisted on  waiting  at  the  gate  until  the  arm-setting  was 
over,  for  his  fare.  His  national  patience  had  sustained 
him  together  with  his  pipe,  until  Pardette  mischievously 
insinuated  that  the  lady  might  never  recover,  as  she  still 
lay  in  an  insensible  condition;  when,  greatly  to  her 
surprise,  he  struck  his  head  against  the  fence  in  a  sudden 
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paroxysm  of  despair  which  she  supposed  to  be  an  evi- 
dence of  remorse  or  sympathy,  at  least,  until  she  heard 
his  ejaculations. 

"  Mein  Gott !  who  ish  to  pay  der  fare,  if  der  voman 
dyshe?'* 

When  Hester,  at  last,  gaining  knowledge  of  his  appre- 
hensions, paid  and  dismissed  him,  it  was  with  the  under- 
standing that  he  was  to  take  an  order  to  the  hotel-keeper 
for  ceiiain  portions  of  the  luggage  of  Mrs.  Carisbrook, 
the  rest  to  be  cared  for  until  her  convalescence  should 
permit  her  to  return  and  claim  it  personally;  and  Hester 
added  a  brief  description  of  the  accident  with  her  own 
address,  so  as  to  allay  anxiety,  should  such  exist  on  the 
part  of  inquiring  friends.  "When  she  told  Mrs,  Caris- 
brook oMhe  precaution  she  had  taken,  that  lady  smiled 
at  the  work  of  supei'erogation,  since  there  was  not  a  soul 
in  California  she  declared,  except  her  son  in  Sacramento, 
to  whom  she  was  going,  who  knew  of  her  existence,  far 
less  cared  for  it.  Still  she  approved  the  forethought  of 
her  hostess,  and  had  herself  given  the  specification 
about  the  luggage  she  needed  in  her  invalid  condition', 
and  this,  consisting  simply  of  bag  and  basket,  was 
speedily  transported  to  the  little  guest  chamber,  never 
before  occupied,  which  Hester  Howard  had  fiflied  with 
carefol  hands  in  one  wing  of  the  cottage,  next  to  her 
small  drawing-room. 

Thither  before  Mr.  Howard's  return  her  guest  was 
carefully  removed ;  but  a  broken  bone  is  not  the  same 
thing  at  fifty-five  as  at  fifteen,  and  two  months  passed 
away  before  Mrs.  Carisbrook  was  able  to  think  of  re- 
suming her  journey.  By  that  time  the  rainy  season 
had  set  in,  the  roads  were  impassable,  and  it  was  settled 
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between  the  stranger  and  the  married  pair  that  she  was 
to  be  their  lodger  for  the  rest  of  the  winter  (handsome 
presents  to  the  children  having  already  satisfied  Mr. 
Howard's  cupidity  as  to  the  expense  of  her  previous 
sojonm,  although  the  spirit  in  which  they  were  given 
made  them  alone  acoeptable,  or  even  reconcilable  to 
Hester),  and  a  deposit  made  in  the  bank  through  his 
own  hands  having  giv^i  him  assurance  of  her  capacity 
to  pay  for  her  future  accommodations. 

In  the  meantime  Mrs.  Carisbrook's  son  had  heard 
firom  and  written  to  her  many  times.  His  engagementF, 
daily  and  positive,  prevented  his  doing  more.  He  was 
well  satisfied  to  know  h^  so  well  situated,  he  said,  and 
would  come  for  her  whenever  the  roads  were  passable. 
He  was  reaping  golden  harvests  she  would  be  glad  to 
learn,  his  wife  and  children  well  and  assisting  him  as 
fiur  as  possible,  still  he  needed  more  than  this  before  lie 
could  be  satisfied  himself  that  he  was  doing  his  patrons 
justice,  etc. 

After  reading  this  letter  aloud  to  Hester,  Mrs.  Caris- 
brook  looked  at  her  puzzled  face  and  smiled. 

''Have  you  any  Indian  blood  in  your  veins,  my 
dear?''  she  asked. 

"  Not  that  I  know  of,"  answered  Hester,  with  a  sur- 
prised air.    ''Do  I  look  like  it?" 

"  No ;  but  you  are  absolutely  the  only  woman  I  ever 
met  witJb  who  did  not  gratify  her  curiosity  when  she 
could,  at  any  cost  to  others.  Now  confess  that  you  have 
been  wanting  to  know  for  some  time  past  what  my  son's 
profession  could  be,  about  which  I  have  purposely 
mystified  you!" 

Hester   colored,   laughed,  and    acknowledged    Mrs. 
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Carisbrook's  penetration,  which  indeed  she  had  seldom 
found  at  &alt.  ^^And  now  you  are  going  to  tell  me,  I 
know/'  she  added,  '^all  about  him  and  yourself  too;  for 
no  one  in  my  life  has  ever  half  so  much  interested  me, 
and  interest  supercedes  or  sanctifies  curiosity/' 

"  Perhaps  you  will  not  like  me  as  well  afterwards/' 
said  Mrs.  Carisbrook,  shaking  her  head  merrily,  ^'  but 
I  must  hazard  that  for  the  sake  of  the  truth  that  is  in 
me.  Well,  then,  my  son  is  the  mani^r  of  the  Sacra- 
mento Theatre,  himself  an  actor,  as  is  his  wife,  and  as 
was  his  mother  before  him." 

''  You  surprise  me ;  you  are  so  different  from  any  esti- 
mate I  have  ever  formed  of  actresses.  Yet  I  confess  my 
experience  has  been  small,  as  I  have  never  even  seen  one 
before,  either  on  or  off  the  stage." 

"  Then  you  have  seen  very  little  of  the  world,  my  dear 
child,"  retorted  Mrs.  Carisbrook,  "  very  little,  and  to 
small  purpose,"  and  she  shook  her  head  gravely  this  time. 

'*  Nothing  at  all/'  rejoined  Hester,  accepting  the  asser- 
tion literally.  "My  life  has  been  singularly  solitary, 
from  first  to  last.  I  am  a  woman  without  acquaintances, 
as  you  must  have  seen,  since  you  came  to  us ;  what  is 
more,  desiring  none,  outside  of  these  dear  walls,  which 
enclose  all  the  world  to  me." 

"  You  embrace  me  then  in  your  little  world,"  said  her 
friend,  stretching  out  her  arms  with  her  characteristio 
vivacity  of  gesture,  and  before  she  knew  what  she  was 
doing,  Hester  found  herself  clasped  and  clasping,  as  she 
had  never  before  felt  was  a  stranger's  right 

"  This  is  what  Shakespeare  called  suiting  the  action  to 
the  word/'  Mrs.  Carisbrook  exclaimed  merrily,  while  a 
tear  trembled  in  her  small  bright  blue  eye.    "  I  am  truly 
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happy,  now  that  I  am  sure  no  prejudice  will  ever  divide  us. 
I  have  always  been  a  little  afraid  of  this  moment  of  reve- 
lation since  I  learned  to  love  yon  so  tenderly,  for  some 
how  or  other,  Hester  Howard,  you  have  bewitched  me.'' 

'^  I  never  knew  what  companionship  was  until  I  knew 
yon,"  said  Hester,  impulsively.  Then  checking  herself, 
she  added  timidly,  "  My  husband,  you  know,  is  neces- 
sarily much  away  from  me ;  besides,  men  and  women 
never  assimilate,  I  suppose,  as  tliose  of  the  same  sex  do." 

Mrs.  Carisbrook  surveyed  her  with  involuntary 
compassion,  for  she  who  had  been  twice  married  to  con- 
genial husbands  knew,  in  their  fulness,  the  superiority 
and  perfection  of  true  companionship  between  those  of 
opposite  sexes,  into  which  enters  neither  rivalry  nor 
jealousy,  and  where  contrasts  make  common  cause,  if 
moulded  by  affection. 

Yet  she  said  nothing  of  this ;  she  respected  Hester  yet 
more  for  her  ignorance  of  the  existence  of  a  communion 
which  she  had  never  known;  for  even  the  common  fiiend- 
ship  of  man  and  woman,  with  all  its  charms  for  the  intel- 
lectual, is  dangerous  to  the  young  and  inexperienced,  and 
it  was  best  she  felt  as  it  waSy  best  that  this  attractive 
creature,  so  unfitly  mated,  should  remain  unconscious  of 
the  narrowness  of  her  lot,  and  the  existence  of  men  of  a 
different  class  irom  her  husband. 

Mrs.  Carisbrook  was  a  noble  and  pure  woman — if  an 
actress — ^and  slander  had  been  shaken  from  her  skirts 
like  a  serpent,  whenever  it  had  tried  to  attach  itself  there. 
She  had  walked  unblemished  through  life,  doing  her 
duty  perfectly  as  daughter,  wife,  mother,  friend,  and 
claimed  the  respect  of  every  community  in  which  she 
appeared. 
8 
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Her  experience  was  necessarily  great  of  hnman  nature; 
but  she  was  clear-sighted,  not  suspicious,  and  as  no  evil 
thing  could  blind  her  to  a  belief  in  its  sanctity,  so  noth- 
ing pure  and  true  ever  received  from  her  discrimination 
the  stamp  of  evil. 

She  looked  with  eyes  of  disinterested  admiration  down 
into  the  clear  if  reserved  nature  of  Hester  Howard,  as  a 
hunter  of  the  hills  might  do  into  a  transparent  stream 
among  the  rocks,  long  hidden  from  human  eyes  by  the 
trailing  hemlock  boughs  which  he  first  puts  aside  to  dis- 
cover its  crystal  depths. 

Intellect,  too,  was  there,  she  knew  from  the  beginning : 
the  very  poise  of  the  head,  the  expression  of  the  4eep 
fountain-like  eye,  the  dignity  of  the  step,  the  expressive- 
ness of  every  line  of  the  face,  the  sweet  and  meaning 
smile,  all  revealed  the  presence  of  a  thoughtful  and  pow- 
erful spirit,  hiding  away  in  silence,  finding  no  response 
from  any  of  its  surroundings. 

Mrs.  Carisbrook,  with  her  strong,  clear  sense,  her  va- 
ried attainments,  her  taste,  her  tact,  her  knowledge  of  the 
world,  her  talent,  so  peculiarly  befitting  her  to  sound  the 
depths  of  other  natures,  seemed  chosen  by  Providence  to 
elicit  the  close-kept  fires  of  the  flint  of  Hester's  nature, 
which  only  wanted  the  contact  of  the  vivifying  steel  to 
warm  to  flame.  And  it  was  wonderful  how  rapidly  this 
development  went  on.  Six  months  of  that  suggestive 
society  did  more  for  Hester  Howard  than  long  years  of 
a  common  round  of  visiting  could  have  done,  with  its 
dull  commonplaces  and  conventionalities.  Her  manner, 
naturally  refined,  acquired  more  confidence  and  grew 
genial,  exposed  to  such  pleasant  influences.  She  culti- 
vated her  long-neglected  music,  witli  Mrs.  Carisbrook's 
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aid.  Books  were  added  to  her  small  choice  library  by 
Mrs.  Carisbrook's  suggestion.  Mr.  Howard  insensibly 
treated  his  wife  with  more  respect  in  the  presence  of  this 
stranger  within  his  gates,  whose  good  opinion,  with  or 
without  good  reason,  he  was  desiroos  to  obtain,  and 
whose  manner  assigned  him  his  limits  so  perfectly  yet 
pleasantly,  that  he  never  dared  intrude  his  aggressive 
nature  bqrond  those  allotted  precincts,  and  so  grew  unwill- 
ingly civil  to  all  around,  when  in  her  charmed  presence. 

Tet  the  womau  who  exerted  this  power  over  both  hus- 
band and  wife,  a  power  so  salutary  to  both,  was  long 
past  middle  age,  as  we  esteem  it  in  our  country.  She 
was  short  of  stature,  robust,  quick  in  all  her  movements, 
her  skin  was  ruddy  and  weatherbeaten,  her  features  im- 
perfect, her  mouth,  still  garnished  with  fine  teeth,  wide, 
frank,  and  smiling,  her  hair  very  lightly  hued  with  gray, 
worn  beneath  a  simple  but  becoming  cap;  her  whole 
appearance  benign  and  lady-like.  She  was  an  English- 
woman, full  of  energy  and  life,  impatient  of  every- 
thing mawkish  and  morbid,  yet  a  lover  and  respecter 
of  true  sentiment  wherever  found — a  rare  and  noble 
character. 

She  loved  her  country,  her  religion,  Shakespeare  most 
of  all  things,  afler  her  own  children ;  but  she  had  room 
for  much  more  in  her  expansive  nature,  and  she  received 
Hester  Howard  into  the  unfilled  recesses  of  her  fresh, 
true,  wholesome  heart  with  sincerest  admiration,  pity, 
affection  and  gratitude. 

So  this  friendship  had  stable  foundations,  and  was  not 
built  to  rock  lightly,  whatever  blasts  might  blow,  as 
shall  be  seen. 

I  had  forgotten  to  say  that  Mrs.  Carisbrook  was  a 
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Widow,  having  lost  many  children,  only  one  of  whom 
survived — her  son,  the  manager  of  the  Sacramento  Thea- 
tre, the  eldest-born  of  her  first  marriage. 

She  had  for  many  years  ceased  to  take  any  part  in 
theatrical  representations;  was  in  independent  circum- 
stances, if  not  rich,  which  after  all  is  a  word  of  very 
comparative  meaning ;  yet  her  vocation,  for  such  she  had 
considered  it,  still  lay  near  to  her  heart,  and  nothing  fired 
her  blood  more  than  to  hear  the  drama  decried,  or  to 
witness  its  low  ebb  in  many  places,  and  through  many 
of  its  representatives. 

She  considered  the  writing  of  a  good  play  the  greatest 
of  human  achievements.  Bulwer's  dramas  placed  him 
in  her  estimation  far  higher  than  his  novels,  and  next 
to  the  playwright  came  with  her  the  player,  if  gifted, 
earnest,  and  successful. 

These  were  prejudices  that  must  be  forgiven  in  our 
enumeration  of  her  many  good  qualities,  and  did  not 
unfit  her  to  decide  justly  and  accurately  on  most  subjects 
connected  with  letters,  morals,  or  manners. 

It  was  not  until  the  end  of  March  that  the  roads  were 
sufficiently  re-established  to  permit  Mrs.  Carisbrook  to 
depart  Mr.  Morton,  her  son,  a  gentlemanly  man  of 
thirty-five,  came  for  her  as  he  had  promised  to  do,  re- 
maining a  few  days  in  San  Francisco  on  business  of  his 
own,  while  his  mother  made  her  final  preparations  to 
leave  her  hosts.  They  had  been  reading  aloud  together, 
Hester  Howard  and  her  friend,  some  of  Shakespeare's 
finest  plays,  during  that  long,  cold,  happy  winter  that 
bound  them  so  closely  together ;  and  one  evening  that 
Mr.  Morton  passed  with  them,  Mrs.  Carisbrook  proposed 
that  they  should  take  up  "  Tempest,"  and  let  Mr.  Mor- 
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ton  see  the  result  of  their  winter  studies.  Her  real  object 
"WBS  to  show  him  how  perfectly  Hester  entered  into  the 
spirit  of  Miranda,  and  how  subtle  and  complete  was  her 
understanding  of  the  master. 

This  play,  above  all  others,  was  a  passion  with  Hester 
Howard.  She  revelled  in  its  wild,  half  savage  grace, 
shaped  to  sudi  exquisite  refinement  by  the  moulding 
hand  of  genius,  nor  indeed  could  a  fitter  type  of  that 
peculiar  creation,  the  lady  of  the  island,  have  been  found, 
had  one  searched  the  world  in  quest  of  it.  The  shyness, 
the  confidence,  the  grace,  the  inexperience,  the  modesty, 
the  spirit,  the  passion  wherewith  Shakespeare  gifted 
Miranda  were  all  there,  enshrined  in  the  form  of  the 
obscure  and  lonely  Hester. 

The  manager  was  enchanted.  Hester's  personation 
brought  down  the  house  (her  husband  was  absent,  as  usual 
of  evenings),  and  her  small  audience  applauded  her  suc- 
cess— the  one  with  all  the  partiality  of  affection,  the  other 
with  the  clear  cool  estimate  of  his  order. 

"A  great  actress  was  lost  in  you,  Mrs.  Howard,'*  said 
Mr.  Morton ;  "just  such  an  actress  as  could  coin  gold  for 
me  and  herself  just  now  in  California — ay,  throughout 
the  world.  Think  of  me  should  adversity  ever  overtake 
you,  and  should  you  desire  to  aid  your  femily  by  your 
own  exertions.'* 

"I  should  never  achieve  success  in  that  way,  Mr. 
Morton,  I  am  sure,"  she  replied  with  simplicity.  "  I  am 
too  shy ;  stage-fright  would  paralyze  me;  I  should  die  of 
shame  to  be  stared  at  by  a  thousand  pair  of  eyes.'' 

**  You  would  not  feel  the  many  as  you  would  the  few," 
he  said,  "  It  is  the  vain,  not  the  modest,  that  fear  the 
many-headed  monster;  besides  you  would  be  very  much 
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in  earnest  were  you  on  the  stage,  as  I  saw  to-night,  and 
consequently  self-absorbed,  therefore  not  self-conscious. 
Now  were  you  going  up  to  join  a  church,  or  to  be  mar- 
ried, or  to  take  an  oath  of  a  solemn  nature  in  a  court  of 
justice,  do  you  think  you  would  mind  the  observation 
of  the  crowd  at  all,  deeply  absorbed  as  you  would  feel  in 
your  own  proceeding?'' 

"  I  am  sure  I  should  not,"  and  she  remembered  how 
all  extraneous  things  had  indeed  sunk  out  of  sight  on  her 
own  marriage  day. 

'^  Well,  this  would  be  the  same  sensation  to  you,  this 
of  going  on  the  stage,  for  first  you  would  grasp  a  great 
motive  in  your  wish  to  leave  others  and  yourself;  and 
secondly  it  is  your  vocation." 

"Oh,  no,  Mr.  Morton,  not  mine :  my  vocation  is  there," 
and  she  pointed  to  the  sofa  on  which  her  children  had 
fijlen  asleep,  waiting  for  Lora  to  come  fetch  them. 

"Cornelia  redivivus,"  he  said,  smiling;  nor  was  the 
subject  resumed  between  them. 

*'  I  never  was  a  great  actress,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs. 
Carisbrook  after  he  had  gone,  "  for  two  reasons ;  one  was 
I  wanted  grace  and  beauty  even  in  my  girlhood,  was 
simply  good-looking  and  in  a  common  style;  another,  I 
was  too  practical,  and  could  not  throw  enough  individu- 
ality into  romantic  creations,  but  I  do  know  how  to  make 
a  fine  actress  when  I  have  the  right  material  at  ray  hand, 
and  you,  Hester,  might  stand  with  Miss  O'Neal,  as  I  re- 
member her  in  my  childhood,  and  not  acknowledge  her 
your  superior. 

"  I  remarked  your  voice  even  when  I  lay  in  agony  on 
your  bed  on  that  first  reviving  to  a  sense  of  pain ;  its  sweet- 
ness^ its  inflexions,  its  compass,  soothed  my  irritated 
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nerves  as  music  might  have  done.  Yoor  movements, 
joor  poise,  your  retioenoey  yoor  secluded  habit  of  life, 
strange  and  paradoxical  as  this  last  may  seem,  all  befit 
jou  to  be  a  great  actress  and  stir  men  to  the  inner  life. 
The  very  feet  that  you  are  natural,  not  artificial,  a  real 
breathing  woman  sudi  as  Shakespeare  typed,  would  make 
the  stage  your  fittest  scene  of  action,  for  there  you  would 
dare  to  be  natural  as  in  the  world  you  could  never  be, 
and  give  forth  the  soul  of  fire  that  lies  under  a  crust  of 
domestic  conventionalities  now,  and  that,  I  trust,  may 
never,  in  real  life,  be  thoroughly  aroused." 

^  Dear  friend,  almost  thou  persuadest  me,''  said  Hes- 
ter, laughing,  and  grasping  the  kiudly  hands  extended 
towards  her,  '^  for,  oh !  to  be  with  you  alone  would  be 
temptation  enough  to  pursue  this  walk  of  life,  if  all  else 
were  fevorable.  How  shall  I  give  you  up?  How  live 
without  you?  What  will  my  life  be  worth  when  you 
are  gone?"  and  she  flung  herself  in  an  agony  of  tears  in 
her  fiiend's  arms.  Mrs.  Oirisbrook  had  never  seen  her 
so  moved,  and  they  wept  together  in  silent  sympathy. 
It  was  a  sorrowful  parting ;  but  their  next  meeting  was 
infinitely  more  so,  quiet  as  it  was. 

There  was  a  sudden  throwing  off  of  the  mask  on  the 
part  of  Julius  Howard,  after  Mrs.  Carisbrook's  departure. 
He  no  longer  disguised  his  drunkenness  and  debauchery, 
nor  preserved  a  semblance  of  ifcpect  towards  his  wretched 
wife,  which  for  some  purpose  (a  disappointed  one,  per- 
haps, since  Mrs.  Carisbrook  refused  to  place  her  means 
or  an;^  portion  of  it  in  his  hands  for  safe  investment)  he 
had  assumed  during  her  stay  beneath  his  roof. 

It  was  indeed  as  if  the  guardian  angel  of  the  house 
had  taken  flight,  nor  could  the  frequency  of  kind  letters 
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in  any  degree  compensate  for  the  presence  of  this  useful, 
amiable,  active,  and  restraining  spirit. 

The  children,  the  servants,  bemoaned  her  departure. 
Hester  Howard  sank  into  comparative  listlessness.  Her 
pillar  of  strength  was  struck  away,  and  her  morbid 
nature  prevailed  again  as  in  her  hopeless  girlhood. 

It  was  as  if  she  cowered  already  before  the  heavy  blow 
that  menaced  her  &om  a&r. 


CHAPTER    III. 

THE    SKELETON    IN    THE    CLOSET  —  SORDID    SCHEMES    DE- 
FEATED—BONDS BROKEN  BY  A  BLOW. 

SIX  months  passed  away — six  dark  depressing  months 
to  Hester  Howard,  for  they  witnessed  the  rapid 
ruin  of  such  happiness  as  had  been  granted  to  her,  im- 
perfect enough  at  its  best.  Her  husband  discarded 
decency  now,  as  I  have  said,  in  his  open  profligacy,  and 
when  an  unprincipled  woman  followed  him  one  night  to 
his  own  house  and  shook  her  clenched  hand  at  him  from 
the  gate,  proclaiming  alolid  their  mutual  shame  and  his 
unmanly  cowardice,  he  dared  not  disclaim  her  charges. 

Creditors  hounded  him  to  his  bed-room,  and  broke  in 
upon  the  privacy  of  Hester's  sanctum,  clamorously  de- 
manding to  be  paid. 

The  watch,  the  piano  he  had  given  her  soon  after  their 
arrival  in  San  Francisco,  his  only  gifts  of  value,  were  sold 
to  buy  bread.  Pardette's  wages  remained  unpaid,  yet 
still  the  faithful  creature  clung  to  them.  "She  could 
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wait/'  she  said,  "better  days  would  corae;  monsieur  was 
embarrassed  uow ;  all  would  yet  go  well/'  Thus  she  con- 
soled herself  and  Hester,  working  harder  than  ever,  tak- 
ing in  strange  washing  secretly  so  as  to  go  to  market  on 
the  proceeds,  and  laughing  merrily  when  her  mistress  re- 
marked the  unusually  long  string  of  shirts  hung  out  to 
dry.  "Ah,  madame,  one  must  work  a  little  for  one's 
friends  sometimes :  it  will  not  be  long." 

Overcome  by  the  sudden  flash  of  the  truth,  Hester 
turned  away,  humiliated  to  tears,  and  yet  grateful, 
touched  to  the  soul,  as  she  was,  by  such  disinterestedness 
as  she  had  scarcely  dreamed  of  in  her  philosophy  outside 
of  self,  and  with  a  higher  estimate  of  humanity  than  she 
had  known  before,  from  that  hour. 

Youth  and  maternity,  however,  snatched  even  from 
these  shadows  of  misfortune  their  own  sunny  glimpses  of 
enjoyment,  when  the  troubled  presence  of  Julius  Howard 
was  temjK)rarily  lifted  away.  His  breakfast  over  with 
its  fastidious  requisitions,  and  his  absence  for  the  day 
proclaimed  by  the  harshly  slammed  door  or  final  oath, 
and  the  disappearance  of  hat  and  umbrella  from  the  rack 
in  the  vestibule,  transient  peace  would  settle  down  over 
the  little  household.  The  mother  and  children  would 
quietly  partake  of  and  share  the  finigal  meal  that 
Lora  brought  to  them.  The, cottage  would  be  set  in 
order,  blinds  and  curtains  disposed  for  pleasant  summer 
or  winter  light,  the  work-basket,  or  book,  or  writing 
materials  brought  forward  for  use  or  employment,  or  the 
mother  would  go  forth  into  the  tangled  shadowed  gar- 
den in  its  season  of  verdure,  to  enjoy  nature  with  her 
babes  and  watch,  with  delight,  their  glad  and  graceful 
movements  as  they  glanced  in  and  out  among  the  shrub- 
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bery,  the  little  broMm  head  ever  following  the  curly 
golden  locks,  as  if  instinct  already  guided  feminine 
allegiance  to  the  strong  arm  and  the  wilful  brain  of  the 
embryo  man. 

She  knew,  too,  how  to  train  them  to  be  good  as  they 
were  happy,  this  gentle  mother.  They  were  taught  to 
respect  the  maternity  of  the  brooding  ground-sparrow  on 
her  nest  among  the  tangled  grass,  to  understand  that 
bees  were  God's  workers  that  must  not  be  hindered  in 
their  flight,  and  that  it  hurt  the  butterfly  to  seize  and 
hold  it  by  its  painted  wings,  even  if  freed  the  next 
moment  from  the  grasp  of  eager  and  impulsive  hands, 
however  small.  She  showed  them  how  to  poise  tenderly 
the  pretty  spotted  lady-bug  on  their  dainty  fingers,  while 
she  repeated  those  cabalistic  rhymes  all  little  children 
love,  and  they  waited  expectantly  for  the  moment,  when 
at  their  bidding  the  insect  should  spread  her  wings  and 
seek  her  distant  home,  her  house  on  fire,  her  scattered 
family. 

She  had  never  read  the  works  of  the  Abbe  Bartholemy, 
nor  of  Jean  Paul  Richter,  yet  she  pursued  unconsciously 
and  instinctively  the  teachings  of  both. 

She  fostered  the  seeds  of  love  and  mercy  in  the  hearts 
of  her  children,  persuaded  that  in  such  growth  all  ill 
weeds  would  be  extirpated,  and  she  made  them  Brahmins 
in  their  reverence  for  life  in  the  feeblest  of  God's  crea- 
tions. 

She  encouraged  them  to  feed  the  cow  that  Pardette  had 
tethered  after  the  fashion  of  her  own  land  in  the  central 
grasspiot,  with  tufts  of  clover  blossom  and  long  nutritious 
grasses,  gathered  from  fence  comers  and  accidental  blotches 
of  verdure,  not  that  much  good  to  the  animal  was  really 
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effected  in  tbis  way^  but  that  it  made  tbem  grateful  to 
the  creature,  which  gave  them  more  than  half  their 
nourishment  and  taught  them  to  be  considerate. 

Xo  b^gar  ever  stopped  at  the  gate  to  whom  a  crust 
and  a  mite  were  not  sent  through  those  little  hands. 
She  made  them  speak  graciously  to  their  attendants,  to 
eadi  other ;  they  were  not  suffered  to  indulge  their  tem- 
pers at  the  expense  of  the  comfort  of  their  fellow-crea- 
tures— tempers  never  exasperated,  it  is  true,  but  shielded 
away  by  all  possible  contrivances  from  unnecessary  irrita- 
tion or  even  recognition. 

Young  as  they  were,  she  taught  them  prayer,  which 
bad  never  been  a  habit  of  her  own  life  because  of  early 
omission ;  and  she  who  had  felt  neglect,  and  harshness, 
and  the  want  of  religious  instruction  as  curses,  resolved 
that,  as  £ir  as  in  her  lay,  these  evils  should  not  be  trans- 
mitted to  her  own  offspring. 

Thus  she  trained  them  in  their  humanities  from  the 
beginning,  and  so  it  fared,  that  sweeter  nor  happier  chil- 
dren never  climbed  a  mother's  knee  or  filled  her  heart 
and  soul  with  love  and  life,  and  hope  and  purest  joy. 
Some  compensation  here,  it  would  seem,  for  much  that 
was  bitter  and  hard  to  bear,  some  comfort  for  a  spirit 
sore  oppressed!  Balmy  lips  to  kiss  away  wild  tears, 
pranks  to  provoke  smiles  even  on  the  lips  of  sadness, 
love  and  life  to  bring  momentary  flushes  to  the  check  of 
otherwise  hopeless  despondency. 

"  They  are  so  precioas,"  she  wrote  once  to  Mrs.  Caris- 
brook,  "  that  I  am  afraid  I  shall  not  be  permitted  to 
keep  them ;  and  sometimes  in  the  moments  of  my  keen- 
est enjoyment  of  their  loveliness  this  thought  dashes  me, 
so  that  I  put  them  away  and  cover  my  £xce  with  my 
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hands  and  imagine  the  dark,  bleak,  howh'ng  wilderness 
life  would  be  to  me  without  them.  But  this  is  ingrati- 
tude— I  feel  it  at  the  next  moment  and  so  snatch  them  to 
my  arms  again,  and  kiss  them  wildly,  and  thank  Grod 
dumbly  for  his  many  mercies.  I  believe  that  maternity 
w,  as  you  once  declared,  my  master-passion." 

My  story  lingers,  its  progress  saddens  me.  I  cannot 
bear  to  touch  the  culmination  of  its  anguish,  truth  in 
one  sense  to  me,  though  never  realized ;  fiction,  let  us 
hope,  to  most  of  those  that  will  read  it. 

I  pause  at  the  picture  of  a  September  evening,  a 
young  mother  at  her  cottage  door,  her  children  at  her 
feet,  vines  clinging  to  the  trellis  work  of  the  little  porch 
and  framing  in  the  whole  picture.  The  day  had  been 
dry,  and  hot,  and  hazy;  the  sun  was  setting  now,  red  and 
lurid  as  a  globe  of  fire  suspended  on  the  horizon; 
yellow  leaves  were  drifting  from  the  locust  trees  that 
shadowed  the  low  gate  but  a  span  removed  from  the 
porch,  for  the  grounds,  such  as  they  were,  lay  behind 
and  at  the  sides  of  the  lowly  white  dwelling,  and  a  strip 
of  grass  and  pavement  were  all  that  divided  it  from  the 
wide  unpaved  street,  if  such  might  indeed  be  called  the 
passway  running  between  vacant  lots,  with  here  and 
there  a  scattered  house  on  its  edge,  like  a  sentry  on  the 
line. 

Old  Lora  comes  in  haste  to  call  the  children  to  their 
supper,  for  the  master  appears,  and  it  is  a  tacit  under- 
standing between  mistress  and  servant  that  they  are  to 
be  removed  at  his  approach,  until  their  father's  true  con- 
dition be  determined,  and  so,  further  pain  and  degrada- 
tion saved  to  all. 

The  gate  slams  heavily,  burdened  with  ball  and  chain. 
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and  a  man  enters,  walking  somewhat  irregularly,  and 
throws  himself  on  the  step  beside  the  pale  woman,  who 
sits  stolidly,  after  a  slight  greeting,  looking  oat  on  space. 
It  had  been  a  long  time  since  any  marks  of  affection  had 
passed  between  that  wife  and  husband.  He  knew  that 
in  return  for  all  his  unresented  brutality  of  speech  and 
deed  she  barely  tolerated  him,  and  under  such  circum- 
stances even  this  was  much.  Endurance  is  the  born 
virtue  of  necessity! 

"  Have  you  any  cool  water,  Hester  ?''  he  asked. 

She  rose  and  brought  him  a  glass.  He  drained  it  at 
a  draught,  smacking  his  lips  afterwards. 

"I  was  d— d  dry,  you  see,"  tossing  his  hat  on  the 
floor.  "  Wipe  my  forehead,  will  you  ?  get  the  cologne, 
a  fan,  my  linen  coat  There  now,  Richard's  himself 
again,"  and  as  he  made  this  trite  quotation  he  smiled  and 
glanced  towards  her,  who  in  the  eyes  of  man,  not  God, 
was  his  wife. 

She  had  quietly  obeyed  all  his  directions,  promptly, 
yet  silently,  seating  herself  a  little  apart  from  him,  and 
signing  to  Lora  that  the  children  might  come  if  they 
desired  to  do  so.  He  was  not  very  drunk  to-night,  and 
they  filled  the  terrible  chasm  between  them.  Anything 
but  a  iite-d'tete  now !  Any  refuge  from  falsehood  and 
abuse:  one  or  the  other  is  sure  to  come  without  restraint. 
He  marked  and  recognized  the  signal. 

*'  No,  let  the  brats  go,"  he  said,  harshly,  "  bed  is  the 
l>est  place  for  them  to-night.  I  want  to  talk  with  you, 
Hester,  with  you  alone.  I  have  no  other  time  for  this 
than  evening,  my  business  detains  me  all  day.  You 
never  seem  to  consider  this  at  all,"  querulously. 

She  looked  at  him  with  wondering  eyes.     It  did  not 
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seem  business  to  her  to  haunt  a  billiard  saloon^  or  lounge 
in  a  tavern  porch^  as  she  knew  he  did  from  morning 
until  night;  but  what  do  women  know  about  such 
matters  ?  This  might  have  been  his  mode  of  achieving 
his  golden  ends^  long  boasted  of,  long  unattained^  and 
which  now  seemed  farther  off  than  ever  to  her  mind. 
Yet  she  only  said, 

"  If  you  have  anything  to  say  to  me  I  shall  be  glad 
to  hear  it,  Mr.  Howard.  I  am  sorry  to  have  displeased 
you/^ 

"Do  you  know,  Hester,^'  he  said,  maliciously,  "that 
I  think  you  are  a  very  much  changed  woman,  d — d 
changed,  since  that  old  Carisbrook  madam  stayed  here? 
I  declare  you  are  quite  grand  and  theatrical — ^you  that 
used  to  be  so  simple  and  waxlike  in  one's  fingers/^ 

"You,  too,  are  changed,  Julius,"  she  retorted,  "or 
rather — "  she  hesitated. 

"Rather  what,  Madam  Diplomacy?"  said  her  hus- 
band, fiercely ;  adding  in  a  moment,  sneeringly,  "Julius 
forsooth !  You  are  quite  familiar  and  patronizing  all  at 
once.  It  has  been  long  since  you  gave  me  my  name 
before." 

"  You  forbade  me,  you  remember,  to  employ  it,  al- 
leging that  it  detracted  from  your  dignity  before  Mrs. 
Carisbrook.  I  have  simply  obeyed  you,  but  I  forget 
sometimes." 

"  I  hate  a  woman  that  is  cream  to  her  fingers'  ends," 
he  said,  slamming  his  fist  down  on  the  chair  beside  him. 
"  Why  don't  you  get  mad  and  over  it  like  other  folks 
of  your  sex  ?    There's  Jack  Carroll's  wife — " 

"  Don't  speak  of  her  to  me,"  and  she  laid  the  tips  of 
her  fingers  lightly  on  his  arm;  they  trembled  with  ex- 
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citement,  calm  as  she  appeared.  *^  You  know  what  you 
told  me  yourself  about  her  months  ago;  she  is  neither 
wife  nor  woman,"  she  murmured. 

"  By  G — y  madam,  it  delights  you  to  snub  my  ac- 
quaintances; when  I  brought  Captain  Bynam  to  see 
you—" 

She  spoke  decidedly  now,  interrupting  him. 

"I  simply  refused  to  see  him,  that  was  all.  One 
glance  fi^m  my  window  convinced  me  that  the  man  was 
drunk ;  y<m  might  not  have  perceived  this,  Julius,  as  I 
did." 

''Everybody's  drunk  in  your  estimation,  that  don't 
sip  tea  and  dote  on  babies.  You'll  say  next  that  I  am 
drunk  to-night" 

"Not  very — no — ^I  almost  wish  you  were:  I  could 
excuse  your  rudeness  better." 

''And  I  repeat,  madam,  that  you  art  changed  since 
old  cat  Carisbrook  took  you  in  hands,  and  you  retorted," 
rubbing  his  head.  "What?  Oh!  I  remember,  now," 
mimicking  her  calm  manner;  "' you,  too,  are  changed, 
Julius,  or  rather ' — ^now  again  I  demand,"  speaking  in  a 
voice  of  thunder,  "  rather  what,  madam  ?" 

"  Or  rather  I  have  found  you  out  since  then.  Grood- 
night,  Mr.  Howard,"  and  she  rose. 

"No,  by  G — ,  you  don't  go  till  I  have  done  with  you. 
Sneaking  off,  eh,  to  bed  like  a  sick  cat  to  her  kittens ! 
I  came  home  early  on  purpose  to  talk  with  you,  and 
talk  I  will.  Found  me  out,  indeed!"  he  muttered, 
laughing  low;  "that's  rich,  quite  a  hit.  But  come, 
Hester,"  he  continued,  suddenly  changing  his  tone, 
"  we've  carried  this  matter  far  enough,  old  girl,"  and  ho 
drew  her  to  a  seat  beside  him,  by  throwing  his  arm 
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around  her  waist.  "  You  know  I  like  you  better  than 
all  the  rest,  no  matter  what  I  do;  and  I'm  going  to  turn 
over  a  new  leaf,  I  am,  indeed,  and  play  the  devoted 
husband  from  this  time  out;  for  it  is  all  flummery  this  sort 
of  dissipation  that  is  the  fashion  here.  But^you  see  every 
man  has  to  sow  his  wild  oats  some  time  or  other,  sooner 
or  later,  and  mine  were  a  little  late,  that  was  all." 

"And  what  a  harvest  they  have  already  borne  you, 
Julius!" 

He  did  not  check  her  this  time  for  the  use  of  his  given 
name,  and  she  passively  endured  the  kiss  he  chose  to 
deposit  on  her  cheek,  for  in  her  heart  love  and  respect 
were  dead,. and  duty,  so  potent  in  her  nature,  alone 
remained  to  sustain  their  relation. 

"  Hester,"  he  said,  after  a  long  pause,  "  I  am  going 
to  try  to  do  better.  Let  us  pay  our  debts,  leave  San 
Francisco,  and  b^in  life  anew.  You  shall  be  proud  of 
your  husband  yet." 

She  made  no  immediate  response. 

Oh,  bitterness  of  incredulity !  Does  fresh  flame  light 
dead  ashes?  Can  confidence,  once  lost,  be  restored? 
Does  the  renewal  of  feeling  depend  upon  human  will  ? 
If  so,  who  would  not  count  delusion  as  his  or  her  truest 
friend,  making  at  least  the  inevitable  draught  we  drink 
in  uncongenial  companionship  less  unpalatable,  less 
unwelcome  by  such  disguise  ? 

"  It  is  a  good  resolution,"  she  said.  "  Julius,  keep  it ; 
then  I  will  go  with  you." 

"  Would  you  let  me  go  forth  alone  to  the  conflict  ?  " 
he  asked,  in  a  sentimental  commonplace  tone;  turning 
her  averted  face  towards  him  with  one  hand,  while  he 
still  confined  her  wabt  with  the  other.    "Would  you 
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forsake  your  husband^  and  consign  him  solus  to  contend 
with  new  scenes  and  fresh  temptations  ?  No !  This  was 
not  what  I  bargained  for  when  I  married  you^  Hester ; 
we  are  one  flesh,  and  must  cleave  through  life  together/' 

He  could  not  have  suggested  a  necessity  more  distaste- 
ful to  her  at  that  moment.  She  shuddered  slightly.  He 
felt  it,  and  relaxed  his  hold. 

*'  I  believe  you  are  tired  of  me,"  he  said,  darkly — 
^' disgusted  r' 

She  did  not  notice  the  remark,  but  went  on  calmly  to 
state  what  was  passing  through  her  mind. 

**  I  have  thought  of  taking  a  little  school  lately,''  she 
said.  "  Now  that  my  own  boy  is  nearly  old  enough  to 
be  taught,  and  owning  the  house  I  live  in  as  I  do,  I 
could  support  myself  I  am  sure  very  comfortably,  and 
the  children,  while  you  are  marking  out  a  new  path.  I 
am  not  willing  to  give  up  my  home  until  you  have 
another  provided ;  beside,  renters  destroy  property,  and 
this  you  know  is  entailed." 

"But  what  does  that  amount  to,  Hester?"  he  wheed- 
led. "By-the-by,  my  resentful  little  wife  was  twenty- 
one  years  old  to-day,  and  her  husband  remembered  her 
birthday.     He  did  indeed !  " 

"For  the  first  time  then,  Julius,"  she  laughed  and 
shook  her  head,  her  good  humor  returning  with  his. 
"  Don't  you  remember  how  I  scolded  you  two  years  ago 
for  never  having  brought  me  a  birthday  gift,  or  congrat- 
ulation even ;  yet,  last  time  it  was  the  same  n^lect,  and 
now,  what  put  you  in  mind  of  it,  Julius  ?  " 

**  I  don't  know ;  your  hauteur  to  nie  lately  I  suppose, 
which  lias  almost  killed  me,  though  I  was  too  proud 
before  to  tell  you  so." 
4 
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"  Too  proud ! — too  vain !  *'  she  murmured. 

His  quick  ear  caught  the  sound. 

"  "Well,  have  it  your  own  way ;  but  the  proof  of  the 
pudding  you  know,  etc.  Now,  here  is  my  testimonial 
of  remembrance/' 

And  he  drew  forth  from  a  case  a  brilliant  ring  of  no 
great  intrinsic  value,  an  opal  set  with  diamonds,  the 
stones  all  small. 

"  See,  here's  your  name  and  age  engraved  inside.  Now 
doubt  me  again,  will  you?"  and  he  touched  her  chin 
lightly  and  kissed  her  brow,  looking  at  her  admiringly. 

"  Thank  you,"  she  said,  putting  it  on  her  finger.  "  It 
is  very  pretty,  and  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  remembering 
my  birthday,  which  was  never  kept  before  since  my 
father's  death."  She  mused  over  it,  bending  low  to  hide 
her  tears. 

"  It  will  do  to  buy  us  bread  with  when  we  are  starv- 
ing again,"  she  thought  to  herself;  remembering  the  fate 
of  the  watch  and  the  piano,  the  very  remembrance  of  the 
last  sacrifice  an  ever  ready  sting.  But  she  said  nothing 
of  the  kind  to  him,  merely  standing  in  silence  more 
puzzled  now  than  pleased,  for  her  keen  insight  into  his 
character  told  her  that  something  new  and  strange,  per- 
haps wrong,  was  at  hand,  and  already  she  more  than 
half  surmised  the  truth. 

"A  purse  of  gold  besides  for  your  winter's  wardrobe, 
and  the  children's,"  he  added,  laying  a  somewhat  weighty 
net-bag  beside  her..  "Now  who  shall  say  your  husband 
is  not  a  good  provider,  not  proud  of  his  handsome  wife 
and  bonny  bairns  ?  "     And  again  he  kissed  her. 

The  whole  proceeding  startled  and  mystified  her. 

"We  will  go  into  the  house  now,"  he  said.     "I 
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see  Lora  has  lit  Ae  lamp  in  the  dining-room:  we 
must  finish  our  business  there,"  and  he  drew  her  after 
him. 

A  table  and  light  were  in  the  centre  of  the  apartment 
(tliat  lying  directly  behind  the  small  square  hall  or  ves- 
tibule of  entrance),  both  visible  from  the  front  door,  and 
approaching  the  table  now,  Mr.  Howard  deposited  there- 
on a  small  bundle  of  papers  which  he  drew  from  his 
pocket,  and  reaching  down  an  inkstand  from  the  mantel- 
shelf, observed  calmly: 

"  Come,  Hester — come,  my  love! "  (a  new  word  in  his 
vocabulary.)  "  I  want  you  to  sign  this  deed.  I  have 
sold  our  house,  and  you  hold  the  earnest  money  in  your 
hands." 

"But  G'dhcH;  Mr.  Howard!" 

^*  Oh,  that  matter  is  easily  disposed  of.  I  will  run  all 
the  risks  of  his  displeasure — I,  that  am  his  natural 
guardian;  besides,  it  will  be  a  long  time  before  his 
majority.  \Viio  knows  what  may  occur?  He  may  die 
between  now  and  then." 

"  Die !  Oh,  Julius,  how  can  you  bear  to  speak  that 
word  of  him  ?"  and  she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands. 
"  Die ! "  she  said,  looking  up  suddenly.  "  Grod  would 
not  permit  such  a  thing."  The  inauspicious  word  seemed 
to  have  struck  some  deep  chord  in  her  nature,  for  she 
stood  lost  in  thought,  sighing  and  shaking  her  head)  with 
her  hands  clasped  tightly  over  her  breast.  "He  must 
not  permit  it,"  she  murmured,  after  a  time. 

"I  hope  not — I  hope  not,"  he  said,  hastily;  "but, 
there,  you  are  off  the  handle  again.  You  see  I  have  a 
first-rate  offer  for  this  place,  more  than  twice  the  money 
I  paid  for  it,  ten  thousand  dollars  down.    You  have  five 
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hundred  of  it  there  in  your  purse,  and  the  rest  will  pay 
every  debt  I  owe,  and  set  me  up  handsomely  somewhere 
else.  San  Francisco  is  too  expensive  a  place  for  us  to 
sojourn  in/' 

"Expensive?  I  have  never  found  it  so,"  she  remon- 
strated mildly. 

"  What !  with  flour  at  fifteen  dollars  a  barrel  ?  you  are 
ignorant  of  prices,  Hester.^' 

"  Yes,  but  it  lasts  so  long  as  we  use  it,  and  Pardette 
raises  all  our  poultry,  we  have  our  own  eggs  and  what 
vegetables  we  use,  and  our  cow  gives  us  milk  and  butter ; 
surely  we  spend  but  little !  As  to  clothing — "  and  she 
paused. 

"  You  forget  my  part  of  the  necessities,  madam,^'  he 
interrupted  impatiently.  "  They  are  greater  than  I  can 
afford.     Appearances  must  be  maintained." 

"You,  Julius,  with  your  habits,  would  find  any  com- 
munity expensive,"  she  rejoined,  and  her  cheek  flushed 
at  some  reflections  thus  suggested,  not  very  creditable  to 
him  as  a  husband  or  pleasant  to  her  as  a  wife. 

"Have  I  not  said  I  meant  to  change  all  that?"  he 
asked  with  asperity. 

"Ay,  you  said  so,"  she  replied,  in  a  low,  steady  voice, 
looking  down  determinedly. 

"  Come,  Hester,  sign ;  what  is  the  use  of  argument?  My 
word. is  out  for  the  sale  of  the  property,  and  you  know  a 
wife's  duty  under  such  circumstances,"  and  he  thrust  the 
pen  into  her  hand,  first  dipping  it  in  the  inkstand. 

"  I  also  know  a  mother's,"  she  said,  quietly.  "  I  shall 
not  sign  this  deed,  Mr,  Howard,"  and  she  laid  down  the 
pen.  He  paused  in  his  occupation — that  of  smoothing 
the  paper  before  her,  and  pointing  out  the  exact  place 
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where  her  signature  should  be  aflfixed — ^and  gazed  upon 
her  with  a  face  convulsed  with  surprise  and  anger. 

"You  do  not  mean  to  refuse  me/*  he  ground  from 
between  his  set  teeth. 

"  I  cannot  do  violence  to  my  conscience,  Mr.  Howard. 
I  must  decline  to  sign  this  paper  that  gives  Gilbert's 
heritage  away.     We  have  no  right  to  do  so,  tliis  I  feel." 

She  trembled  a  little,  for  she  dreaded  a  scene  more 
than  most  people  do,  and  yet  being  resolved  on  her 
course,  had  every  reason  to  apprehend  one. 

"  I  give  you  five  minutes  more  to  decide  in,''  he  said, 
huskily,  "and  at  the  end  of  that  time — "  he  hesitated, 
interrupted  himself,  and  began  to  walk  the  room,  while 
she  surveyed  him  with  a  cold,  stern  smile.  The  implied 
menace  brought  back  her  courage. 

"Have  you  come  to  your  senses?"  he  asked  suddenly, 
pausing  before  her,  afler  the  lapse  of  a  few  moments, 
"are  you  ready?  Come,  take  your  pen  like  a  true 
woman  and  do  your  husband's  will." 

"Not  in  this  case,"  she  said,  holding  up  her  right 
hand,  and  looking  him  full  in  the  eyes.  "  Not  in  this 
case,  Julius  Howard,  so  help  me  God ! " 

"  But  I  will  compel  you,"  and  he  rushed  towards  her 
frantically.  She  put  the  width  of  the  oval  table  between 
them ;  he  reached  across  it,  upset  the  lamp  as  he  did  so, 
and  before  she  had  time  to  avoid  the  blow,  struck  her 
furiously  full  in  the  face  with  his  clenched  hand. 

The  blood  followed  his  fist,  flowing  freely  from  nose 
and  lips ;  she  staunched  it  with  her  handkerchief,  stag- 
gered a  moment,  then  with  a  great  effort  came  to  her 
feet,  clung  to  a  chair  for  an  instant,  then  taking  advan- 
tage of  the  gloom,  lefl  the  room,  was  gone  to  her  chil- 
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dren's  chamber  and  safely  locked  in  with  them,  before 
the  infatuated  wretch  recovered  sufficiently  from  his 
frenzy  to  put  forth  his  hand  again,  this  time  to  grope 
after  her  in  darkness,  and  if  found  grasp  her  and  drag 
her  to  a  seat. 

An  hour  later  found  him  buried  in  his  great  cushioned 
chair  weeping  like  a  child,  tears  of  maudlin  rage  and  re- 
gret, at  the  consequences  of  his  impolitic  and  ungoverned 
passion,  in  his  own  bed-room. 

"  She  will  never  forgive  me,  never !  I  know  her  well. 
She  hates  me  anyhow,  I  believe ;  as  to  signing,  that  is  all 
out  of  the  question  now,  and  the  gold  will  have  to  go 
back  where  it  came  from,  and  the  ring — no,  let  her  keep 
that— it  came  easy  by  cards — if  she  will,  for  a  make- 
peace. But  what  claws  she  is  putting  forth,  to  be  sure, 
out  of  that  velvet  paw  of  hers !  What  a  demon  I  have 
to  deal  with  !  Great  God !  can't  a  man  be  master  of  his 
own  house,  his  own  property?  Have  I  lost  all  my 
original  spirit  in  this  saturnalia  I  have  been  keeping  in 
the  pandemonium  of  the  world  ?  San  Francisco— hell — 
the  names  are  synonymous,  I  believe."  After  a  long 
pause,  and  a  sentimental  use  of  his  handkerchief,  on 
which  he  has  poured  all  the  eau  de  cologne  from  his 
wife's  toilet  bottle,  long  treasured  for  emergencies. 
"  Stop,  she  is  penitent  after  all !  I  think  I  hear  her 
sobbing;  no,  it  is  only  the  rising  storm,  I  believe.  I 
will  go  to  the  door  and  knock ;  no,  I  had  better  not,  I 
fancy ;  let  her  sleep  it  off.  I  never  tried  this  experiment 
before."  With  a  faint  hysterical  laugh,  meant  to  be  self- 
encouraging.  "It  is  the  very  thing  probably.  The 
very  thing  for  the  emergency.  Hit  the  right  nail  on  the 
head  this  time,  Julius  Howard,  old  fellow.     Women  and 
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spaniels,  sajs  the  proverb.  Faagh,  what  a  fool  I  am  I 
Don't  I  know — dovCt  I  know  that  I  have  lost  her  for" 
everf^^  Another  borst  of  ba£9ed  rage  in  the  shape  of 
tears,  with  the  hands  wreathed  in  the  taffy-colored  hair, 
redolent  with  barbaric  odors  (a  poor  pan,  his  own,  one 
that  he  made  frequently).  '^  How  the  storm  howls !  It 
IS  dreadful  to  be  all  alone  in  this  room !  white  every- 
where, like  those  they  dress  for  funerals*  Stillness  like 
death  within  there.  I  believe  I  will  waken  Pardette, 
f.  and  ask  her  to  sit  up  with  me.  Ho!  who  knocks?'' 
starting  wildly  from  his  chair.  "  Pshaw,  it  is  only  the 
blast  against  the  window :  hear  the  rain  how  it  pours. 
What  if  I  should  find  her  dead  in  the  morning  ?  Dead 
by  her  own  hand — she,  the  only  human  being  I  ever 
loved  in  my  whole  life.  There  is  no  knowing  what 
might  come  over  her,  she  is  so  strange,  so  different  from 
all  odiers ;  so  great,  so  lovely,  so  true,  so  much  too  good 
for  me  or  any  other  man  I  ever  knew.  What  woiUd 
Doctor  Clarke  say  if  he  knew  of  it?  But  I  know  she 
will  never  whisper  it  to  him,  deuced  old  fogy.  Mrs. 
Oarisbrook,  perhaps,  that  English  cat  Well,  I  don't 
care,  I  don't  care:  she  had  no  right  to  oppose  me;  she 
vowed  at  the  altar  to  obey,  honor,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing.  Flam !  there  goes  the  candle.  Darkness !  and 
the  lamp  broken  to  pieces,  and  the  oil  all  spilt,  by  that 
accursed  random  blow  of  mine  across  the  table — what 
possessed  me  ?  Twelve  o'clock,  and  the  whole  night  before 
me.  What  a  flash  of  lightning  I  that  thunder-peal  shakes 
the  house.  No  man  was  ever  more  wretched;  no  matches 
at  hand,  and  not  a  drop  to  be  hadJ^  Close  we  the  solilo- 
quy here,  not  more^illy  than  sad. 

The  subject  of  the  sale  was  not  renewed,  nor  was  the 
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blow  ever  alluded  to  again,  though  it  separated  them  as 
effectually,  that  uncongenial  man  and  his  wife,  as  if  seas 
lay  between  them.  Hester  did  not  keep  her  room  in 
consequence  of  it,  but  did  keep  the  ring  that  had  come 
into  her  possession,  the  very  contrary  of  which  would 
have  been  the  case  had  she  felt  either  affection  or  respect 
for  the  person  who  had  outraged  her. 

Strangers  could  have  seen  no  difference  in  her  manner 
to  her  husband  thereafter :  he  saw  little  himself.  She 
studied  his  creature  comforts,  his  welfare  as  of  old,  served 
him  in  health,  waited  on  him  in  sickness,  consulted  his 
tastes,  made  ready  for  his  coming,  submitted  to  his 
humors ;  but  still  he  knew  very  well  that  the  pedestal 
he  flattered  himself  to  have  once  held  in  her  heart  was 
empty.  Indeed  it  dawned  upon  him  in  the  course  of  his 
ruminations  that  his  petty  statuette  had  been  rocking 
there  some  time  before  its  final  overthrow. 

He  never  hazarded  anything  so  decided  again  in  the 
way  of  despotism  as  personal  chastisement,  but  he  had 
his  own  way  of  inflicting  tortures  worthy  of  a  Japanese, 
his  greatest  mortification  being  that  his  victim  grew  more 
and  more  insensible  each  day  to  such  persecutions  as  he 
dared  to  wage,  and  baffled  him  by  her  immovable  repose. 

It  is  a  satisfactory  thing  to  see  one  of  the  weak  tyrants 
of  the  earth  fall  under  the  power  of  one  of  those  mild,  for- 
bearing spirits,  who  rise  up  at  last  in  plenitude  of 
majesty  and  put  a  calm  foot  upon  his  reptile  stings ;  and 
whether  this  be  in  the  case  of  man  or  woman,  it  is  equally 
refreshing  to  the  just  mind. 

I  for  one  am  so  devoted  to  practical  justice  of  this 
order,  that  I  would,  if  I  had  the  time  and  power,  go 
forth  crusading  over  the  whole  face  of  the  globe,  in  order 
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to  settle  in  every  family  the  sceptre  in  the  right  hand,  be 
it  male  or  female,  nay,  were  it  in  that  of  the  youngest 
child  in  the  house;  my  motto  l)eing — 

"  Let  the  just  rule  over  the  unjust."  Arcadian  maxim 
long  discarded. 

Don't  you  see,  dear  reader,  what  a  perfect  world  this 
would  be,  were  this  simple  law  only  carried  out? 

Some  strange  reverses  would  occur,  no  doubt,  some 
strange  results  follow,  but  the  end  would  be  universal 
happiness,  and  this  is  the  great  end. 

All  this  time  a  fiery  sword  is  hanging  over  Hester 
Howard's  head  ready  to  &11,  the  hair  almost  severed  in 
twain  that  suspends  it  in  mid  air,  and  she  in  stem,  calm 
unconsciousness  sits  beneath,  looking  forward  from  her 
sad  estate  with  eyes  of  earnest  expectancy,  to  hopes  that 
shall  never  blossom,  to  joys  that  shall  never  be  restored. 
Pity  her  I 


CHAPTER    IV. 

DEATH  ANB  HIS  BROTHER  SLEEP— THE  STRANGER  ON  THE 
SILL— BEREAVEMENT  AND  DESPAIR. 

OCTOBER  passed,  golden,  bracing  gorgeous;  No- 
vember darkened  down  upon  the  land,  and  with  it 
came  storms  and  pestilence.  A  malignant  fever  was 
stalking  through  the  city,  in  the  thickly  settled  portions 
of  which  whole  streets  were  decimated  of  children  chiefly, 
and  the  voice  of  lamentation,  Rachel  refusing  to  be  com- 
forted, was  heard  from  many  homesteads.  But  apart 
and  away  from  all  immediate  knowledge  of  death  or  in- 
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dividual  interest  in  its  victims,  crushed  and  dismayed,  too, 
by  the  rapid  strides  of  poverty  and  its  incessant  pressure, 
which  restricted  even  her  frugal  table,  the  light  of  her 
cheerful  lamp,  the  presence  of  early  fires,  which  she  had 
always  enjoyed  almost  with  sensual  delight,  or  the  slight- 
est addition  to  her  already  attenuate  wardrobe,  she  of 
whom  I  write  was  shielded  from  anxiety  that  might 
otherwise  have  corroded  her  spirit,  and  found  the  evils 
of  the  day  indeed  sufficient. 

About  this  time  she  was  gladdened  by  a  letter  from 
Mrs.  Carisbrook,  asking  the  privilege  of  becoming  her 
lodger  again  through  the  approaching  inclement  season. 
Her  son  had  leased  and  would  open  the  new  theatre  in 
San  Francisco,  and  lodge  with  his  wife  and  children  for 
a  time  in  a  hotel.  She  much  preferred  the  -seclusion  of 
Hester's  home  and  her  dear  society  to  any  inducement 
California  taverns  or  the  society  of  strangers  could  ofier, 
and  until  Mr.  Morton  determined  whether  or  not  he 
would  settle  in  San  Francisco  and  possess  a  home  of 
his  own,  she  wished  to  remain  with  Hester. 

The  offer  was  gladly  closed  with,  which  promised  bread 
at  least,  and  fuel  and  clothing  for  all ;  and  Hester  went 
to  work  with  renewed  energy  to  prepare  Mrs.  Caris- 
brook's  chamber.  When  all  was  done  she  stood  and 
surveyed  it  and  the  results  of  her  own  industry,  like  a 
pleased  child.  It  was  a  very  pretty  place  to  her  simple 
fancy,  that  small  square  room  with  its  little  southern  bay 
window  festooned  with  running  roses,  which  hung  out 
their  brilliant  scarlet  balls,  at  this  season,  among  leaves 
still  green  and  plentiful,  kept  fresh  by  the  recent  autumn 
rains,  and  it  was  furnished  within  with  exquisite  neatness 
and  simplicity. 
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The  cottage  furniture  of  white  and  gold  had  been  very 
carefully  kept,  and  corresponded  well  with  the  window 
blinds  and  the  velvet  carpet  (a  white  ground  over  which 
rosebuds  seemed  to  have  been  thickly  strewn),  the  only 
article  of  luxury  in  the  house,  and  which  had  been  in- 
tended for  the  parlor  in  the  b^inning,  until  found  to  be 
a  scant  pattern,  and  so  consigned  to  the  guest-chamber. 
Slight  lace  curtains  were  disposed  around  the  bed  and 
across  the  window,  in  the  recess  of  which  stood  a  marble- 
topped  table  covered  with  choice  books.  The  chairs  and 
sofas,  originally  cane,  were  cushioned  now  with  blue  silk 
made  by  her  own  hands  from  the  remnants  of  a  certain 
blue  brocade  dress  which  had  been  stained  irretrievably 
in  many  places  by  the  sea-water  in  coming  round  to 
California  from  Norfolk,  and  which  had  formed  a  princi- 
pal feature  in  her  inconsistent  trousseau.  There  were 
domestic  footstools  to  match,  and  a  work-basket  of  the 
same  fabric  raised  on  a  wicker  stand,  which  by  devices, 
known  best  to  ingenious  needlewomen  and  housewifely 
upholsterers,  had  all  been  contrived  out  of  that  same 
ample  blue  brocade  gown,  so  as  to  conceal  or  cut  out  the 
ugly  yellow  stains  that  so  disfigured  it.  To  do  all  this 
for  Mrs.  Carisbrook's  sake  was  a  labor  of  love,  and  the 
children  aided,  rather  than  retarded,  her  by  their  cheer- 
ful presence  and  sympathy ;  handing  a  pin  here,  a  spool 
there,  holding  the  threaded  needle  until  it  should  be 
wanted,  with  grave  importance,  or  the  tacks  and  hammer 
which  made  the  whole  &st  and  firm,  and  then  rejbicing 
generally  in  gamesome  fashion  when  all  was  completed. 
Hester  found  herself  absorbed  in  Shakespeare  again 
at  Mrs.  Carisbrook's  approach.  "  I  will  master  the  part 
of  Portia,"  she  said  to  herself — a  favorite  one  of  hers. 
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"  Yes,  every  word  of  it  before  she  comes,  it  will  please 
her  so  greatly,  and  she  shall  teach  me  to  fill  it  out  with 
her  experience,  but  I  do  believe  I  could  play  this  part 
even  better  now  than  that  of  Miranda.  I  think  I  could 
imagine  myself  Portia  as  I  never  could  Miranda,  and 
become  transfigured,  and  conceive  Shakespeare's  idea  so 
perfectly  that,  holding  such  a  clue,  I  could  not  go  wrong. 
But  Mrs.  Carisbrook  is  the  best  judge.  She  will  see 
wtether  I  have  succeeded  and  tell  me  frankly.  Perhaps 
I  may  still  be  compelled  to  put  forth  what  powers  I  have 
for  the  sake  of  these  dear  ones ;  yes,  even  for  yours,  poor 
benighted  Julius,  cruelly  as  you  have  used  me.  O 
Grod,  give  me  strength  and  will  to  do  thy  work,  whatever 
that  may  be.'' 

It  was  a  nightly  thing  now  for  Howard  to  come  home 
drunk,  and  go  reeling  and  cursing  to  his  bed,  in  which 
he  took  his  breakfast  at  noon  next  day — the  only  meal 
deserving  such  name  prepared  in  his  house  during  the 
whole  twenty-four  hours.  Having  devoured  this  frugal 
food,  often  so  painfully  obtained,  and  so  carefully  set 
aside,  he  would  rise,  dress  himself  in  a  leisurely  man- 
ner, assume  an  injured  air  while  dressing  (his  clothes 
had  been  numerous,  and  were  still  handsome,  kept  as 
they  were  by  careful  hands  in  constant  and  thorough 
repair),  then  with  a  word  or  two  to  Hester  or  the  chil- 
dren— generally  spoken  in  a  half  grumbling  tone — he 
would  lounge  through  the  hall,  and  seizing  his  hat  and 
stick,  and  lighting  his  cigar,  set  forth  carelessly  on  his 
way  to  his  office. 

An  imaginary  destination  was  this  office — shared  by 
three  or  four  other  doubtful  lawyers,  although  the  name 
of  the  original  occupant  still  figured  largely  on  the  door- 
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cheek,  a  warning  rather  than  attraction  to  all  who 
wanted  business  promptly  and  thoroughly  attended  to. 
A  celebrated  gambling-house  was  the  true  lounging  place 
of  Julius  Howard;  and  in  return  for  certain  services,  he 
carried  thence  at  the  end  of  each  week  the  scanty  means 
which  served  to  support  his  fiimily,  most  of  which  he 
absorbed  in  his  own  person.  But  this  occupation  was 
only  suspected  by  most  persons,  and  his  bullying  and 
supercilious  manner  obtained  for  him  some  show  of  def- 
erence from  those  who  frequented  its  halls.  He  had 
brought  fair  credentials  when  he  came  to  Eldorado,  and 
he  still  built  upon  these  and  the  repute  of  his  family,  of 
which,  indeed,  if  it  had  ever  been  an  influential  one, 
only  a  name  survived. 

Howard  was  a  good  name  in  Maryland,  whence  he 
pretended  to  have  sprung,  and  perhaps  did  spring.  This 
is  certain,  however,  that  even  Hester  never  knew  his 
exact  origin,  or  where  his  childhood  was  past,  or  saw  or 
heard  of  any  relative  of  his.  When,  however,  a  note 
had  to  be  addressed  to  him  on  business  or  for  social  pur- 
poses, he  managed  to  receive  it  if  lefl  at  the  office  among 
his  chums,  who  ate,  slept,  and  cooked  there  (having  no 
other  domicile,  or  means  to  obtain  boarding  elsewhere), 
and  clubbed  their  dimes  so  as  to  keep  body  and  soul  (or 
what  passed  for  the  latter)  together,  with  thriftless 
thrift! 

One  day  Pardette  came  panting  to  this  office,  whose 
location  she  scarcely  knew  before,  and  not  finding  Mr. 
Howard,  began  in  an  incoherent  and  broken  way  to  beg 
the  young  gentlemen  (one  of  whom  was  lounging  in  front 
of  a  filthy  coal-stove,  spitting  spitefully  at  the  embers ; 
another  tying  on  his  cravat  with  a  jaunty  air  before  a 
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cracked  mirror  suspended  on  the  wall)  to  go  for  her 
master,  who  was  much  wanted  at  home.  "  Oh,  very 
badly,  indeed ! "  she  added,  and  tears  rained  down  her 
poor  weather-beaten  face  so  little  shielded  by  her  tight- 
fitting  Alsatian  cap, 

"  Why,  what's  the  matter,  young  woman  ?"  said  Lan 
Clinton,  turning  stiffly  from  the  glass;  "and  by  all 
that's  holy,  what  case  of  distress  can  Jule  Howard 
administer  to?" 

'*  Oh,  sir,  de  poor  children  are  so  ill,  and  my  mistress 
half  distracted,  and  de  fadder  away,  and  no  one  to  help 
us  at  all  but  old  black  Ijora,  half  crazy  herself  I  mus 
tink,  for  she  lies  on  de  floor  moaning  all  dc  time,  and 
Doctor  Clarke,  with  many  sick,  only  able  to  come  now 
and  den.  It  was  dis  good  fren  himself  who  sent  me  for 
Mr.  Howard,  saying  he  must  come  home  on  de  moment. 
We  have  not  seen  de  master  since  yester  morning," 

"A  wife  and  children  1  Why,  I  never  heard  mention 
made  of  them  before,"  said  Will  Connelly,  rising  from 
his  position  and  turning  his  back  to  the  stove  with  his 
hands  behind  him,  and  his  coat-tails  flying  out  on  each 
side  like  lappets.  He  was  a  short,  thickset  young  man, 
with  a  shaggy  head  of  dark  hair,  a  broad,  handsome,  de- 
termined face,  ruddy  cheek,  and  a  kindly  eye;  his  mouth 
half  hidden  by  an  ill-kept  moustache,  but  his  curved 
chin  beardless  and  characteristic. 

"Oh,  yes,  sir;  a  wife  and  two  of  de  sweetest  children, 
de  angels  in  heaven  are  not  more  innocent  dan  dey,  nor 
more  pretty ;  but  dere  is  little  hope,"  and  she  hid  her  fiice 
in  her  apron  and  wept  aloud. 

"  Do  take  her  away,  Connelly,"  said  Clinton,  fastidi- 
ously settling  the  knot  of  his  cravat.     "  You  like  that 
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sort  of  thiog ;  I  donH.  You  are  in  for  scenic  effect,  I 
go  for  repose.  Where  can  the  Ethiopian  have  deposited 
the  hand-basin  and  the  water-jug?  Oh,  I  remember, 
now.  Dexter  fractured  them  last  night  on  his  late 
return,  under  the  influence  of — aw! — lager  beer;  not 
very  dexterous,  it  must  be  confessed.  Hah — ha — good ! 
must  remember  that.  Howard  will  enjoy  it.  It  is  a  pun 
very  much  in  his  style,''  drawing  out  the  last  word  very 
ludicrously.  "Just  as  I  thought!  there  jogs  Connelly 
with  the  little  peasant  Ugly  creatures  all  these  foreigners 
are.  No  interest  there  that  I  can  see.  Gone  to  hunt  up 
Howard,  I  suppose,  who  would  much  rather  be  left  alone, 
and  not  hunted  up ;  women  are  such — borea — '^  with  an- 
other drawl,  dividing  the  word  into  two  syllables,  with  a 
hitch  in  the  middle  so  as  to  give  it  a  reptile  significance. 
"So are  children  !  I  always  thought  there  should  be  some 
other  way  of  growing  men  and  women— old-fashioned 
idea!  Creator  behind  the  times,  evidently  old  fogy- 
ish.  I  suppose  we  must  put  up  with  it  though  just  as 
it  stands,  he  has  it  his  own  way — ^vi  et  armis.  Ah! 
Polydore,  you  there?  Just  step  out,  my  good  fellow, 
and  borrow  Judge  Pierson's  hand-basin  for  me  to-day. 
I  am  short  of  dimes,  or  should  inform  myself  with  one 
of  my  own,  and — ^aw — hunt  up  the  towel,  Polydore.  I 
verily  believe  it  has  made  unto  itself  flaxen  wings  and 
flown  to  the  realm  of  departed  towels;  its  inclinations 
were  ever  holy,  thou  knowest." 

Is  it  not  lamentable  that  such  a  creature  as  this  should 
be  considered  agreeable,  or  even  tolerated  by  his  fellow- 
men?  And  yet  the  nonsense  of  Lan  Clinton  was 
listened  to  by  men  of  sense  with  delight,  who  could 
scarce  abide  the  sound  of  each  other's  voices.    But  while 
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we  are  lending  ear  to  his  vagaries  Connelly  has  found 
Howard,  and  Pardette  has  gone  swiftly  home  to  do  her 
best  in  assuaging  physical  and  mental  wretchedness, 
such  as  neither  leech  nor  minister  could  heal. 

As  she  entered  the  darkened  chamber  of  delirium, 
Gilbert,  in  his  baby  fashion,  was  asking  for  his  little 
duck  that  had  been  crushed  under  the  pump  a  week 
before,  and  feeding  it  with  imaginary  crumbs  on  the 
counterpane,  while  his  brilliant  eyes  glared  wildly  and 
unconsciously  around.  Blanche  lay  quite  still  in  a  deep 
torpor  which  endured  to  the  end ;  her  eyelids  and  lips 
half  apart,  the  last  blackened  and  swollen  so  as  to  dis- 
figure her  almost  beyond  recognition.  They  were 
perishing  with  the  terrible  black  tongue,  the  malady 
that  had  seized  them  both  only  a  few  days  before,  now 
ravaging  San  Francisco,  and  from  which  at  that  place 
and  season  so  few  recovered. 

By  the  side  of  the  bed  knelt  the  mother,  her  elbows 
wedged  in  the  mattress,  her  feoe  supported  by  her  hands, 
upheld  rather,  so  tbat  she  could  look,  and  look,  and 
gloat,  nor  falter  to  the  last,  on  those  beloved  faces ;  her 
hair  pushed  wildly  back,  her  eyes  so  dilated  that  the 
pupils  almost  filled  the  iris,  her  nostrils  drawn  and  tense, 
her  lips  dropping  vacantly  apart,  her  whole  expression 
one  of  agonized  idiocy.  Lora  crouched  beside  her, 
brought  to  her  senses  at  last  by  the  sight  of  this  greater 
anguish,  for  until  hope  was  gone  there  had  been  no 
manifestations  of  suffering  on  Hester's  part,  and  she  had 
moved  actively  and  firmly  about  her  children  in  the 
discharge  of  her  duty,  until  she  knew  tlie  truth,  and 
with  it  her  own  despair. 

She  had  dragged  this  unwilling  truth  from  Doctor 
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Clarke^  who  had  aided  her  throughout  with  all  his  care 
and  skill ;  nor  were  these  small.  All  that  man  could 
do  he  had  done  to  save  these  children,  for  their  mother's 
sake,  a  friend  to  whom  he  was  singularly  attached ;  and 
now  he  looked  upon  her  condition  with  a  pity  he  had 
never  felt  for  the  dying,  for  he  was  a  believer  in  the 
great  truths  of  Christianity,  and  thought  it  no  insupport- 
able hardship  to  see  the  mortal  put  on  the  immortal. 

But  this  blighted  vitality !  This  life  in  death  I  It 
was  something  very  terrible  to  him  who  had  witnessed 
many  bereavements,  but  none  like  this  before.  He  fore- 
boded for  her  highly  wrought  brain  and  fine  organiza- 
tion &r  more  than  had  she  been  of  a  common  order, 
the  most  fearful  meed  life  has  in  store  save  blindness, 
mdardty.  He  was  wrong  there  I  Such  fine  instruments 
recover  their  sweet  tones  after  harsh  touches,  when  those 
of  a  coarser  make  would  remain  jarred,  jangled,  and 
discordant  forever. 

Why  prolong  this  agony?  The  children  died  that 
night,  within  a  few  hours  of  each  other.  The  father, 
sobered  by  the  blow,  hung  weeping  dutifully  above 
them.  The  servants  were  inconsolable,  the  mother — she 
alone — cold  and  tearless. 

The  old  doctor  was  right  after  all,  perhaps ;  her  stony 
silence  was  so  unnatural ;  there  she  sat  smiling  to  her- 
self, sometimes  whispering  their  names,  "Gilbert,  Blanche, 
angels!'*  Only  when  the  coffins  were  carried  away 
there  was  a  wild  shriek,  a  &11,  like  Parasina's,  and  she 
knew  no  more  for  days.  This  mood  passed  into  a 
sustained  paroxysm  of  passionate  despair ;  so  wild,  so 
dreadful,  that  it  surpassed  sympathy,  and  converted 
those  who  would  fain  have  shared  a  grief  such  aa  they 
5  "    *    "■ 
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could  conceive  of,  or  console,  into  mere  passive  specta- 
tors of  a  great  tragedy,  beyond  their  powers  to  embrace, 
or  comprehend,  or  control. 

What  could  Pardette  and  Lora  do  for  a  sorrow  like 
this?  What  could  Doctor  Clarke?  What  could  poor, 
selfish,  commonplace,  maudlin  Mr,  Howard  achieve? 

With  an  unnatural  fierceness  she  drove  them  all  from 
her  presence,  as  the  storm  drives  the  leaves  before  it. 
She  wanted  to  be  left  alone  with  the  destroyer,  she  said ; 
to  see  him  face  to  face ;  to  grapple  with  him  in  darkness 
and  solitude ;  to  dare  him  to  do  his  worst. 

"It  was  very  dreadful,  very  blasphemous,"  Doctor 
Clarke  thought,  "on  her  part.  It  w^as  charitable  to 
think  that  she  was  mad ;  but  if  so,  it  was  a  most 
peculiar  phase  of  madness.  There  was  Shakespeare's 
Opheh'a,  though ;  and  everybody  knows  lie  knew  what 
he  was  writing  about.  How  she  talked,  to  be  sure !  one  of 
the  most  modest  and  discreet  girls  in  Denmark  before  she 
went  crazy ;  and  now  this  woman,  this  pattern  of  sobriety, 
submission,  practical  religion,  gentle,  uncomplaining  duti- 
fulness,  to  carry  on  in  this  outrageous  style ;  to  upbraid 
her  Maker,  almOvSt  as  Job's  wife  advised  him  to  do.  It 
was  something  to  make  a  man's  hair  stand  on  end,  or 
(bathos !)  write  a  paper  about  for  the  London  LancdJ' 

"Will  she  be  better  soon,  doctor?"  asked  poor,  whim- 
pering Mr.  Howard,  who  felt  as  if  a  chimney  had  fallen 
down  and  battered  him  about  the  ears  with  its  scattering 
brickbats,  quite  daifed  and  uncomfortable,  and  anxious 
to  get  back  once  more,  out  of  the  way  of  such  trouble, 
to  the  office, 

"  Soon,  if  ever,"  answered  the  doctor,  briefly. 

"  What  do  you  api)rehend  ?"  he  whined ;  and  he  drew 
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out  his  handkerchief,  to  be  in  readiness  for  any  reply 
Doctor  Clarke  should  make,     "Tell  me,  doctor?" 

"Death  or  madness,  what  else?  the  first  preferable, 
of  course,^'  said  the  doctor,  roughly.  "  Either,"  he 
thought  to  himself,  "  to  a  continuation  of  life  with  you." 

And  he  wheeled  off,  disgusted.  But  his  duty  lay 
plain  before^  him.  Whether  it  was  better  for  its  own 
advantage  to  lose  or  gain  this  life  was  not  his  affair  at 
alL  His  business  lay  in  a  nutshell ;  and  this  was  to 
save  it  by  any  means  possible ;  and  he  bent  his  whole 
powers  to  the  undertaking.  Sleep  was  what  he  wanted 
to  produce :  self-forgetfulness,  relaxation  of  nerve  and 
brain ;  a  recuperating  interval  for  mind  and  body  both. 
That  alone  c^ld  arrest  the  fine-strung  machine  on  its 
downward  road  to  ruin.  Food  she  would  not,  could 
not  take,  nor  did  he  much  care  for  this;  reaction  of 
stomach  as  well  as  brain  would  take  place,  he  knew,  if 
only  those  dilated  eyes  could  be  closed  in  the  sweet  re- 
fireshment  of  slumber;  if  only  that  breaking  heart  could 
rest  unconscious  with  its  bitter  burden,  a  few  hours 
under  the  serene  shelter  of  the  dome  of  sleep,  what 
the  palm  tree  in  the  desert  is  to  the  sun-dazed  traveller. 

Five  days  went  past  without  one  moment  of  such  ob- 
livion or  relief,  and  now  the  sands  of  life  were  running 
low.  The  finely  wrought  springs  of  the  brain  had,  it  is 
true,  so  far  stood  the  pressure  well.  Insanity  seemed  as 
far  off  now  as  in  the  beginning  of  her  trial ;  despair 
seemed  systematized  if  suicidal ;  but  the  body  was  giving 
way.  The  heart  was  rebelling  against  its  overworked 
condition,  the  pulse  going  down  despite  such  liquid 
stimulants  as  her  stomach  received  in  small  portions  as  a 
part  of  her  necessary  treatment  (the  stricture  of  her  throat 
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preventing  and  rejecting  other  aliment).  Opiates,  as 
fer  as  he  had  dared  to  administer  them  (and  he  had  al- 
ready exceeded  the  common  laws  of  physic  on  this  head), 
had  only  exercised  a  baneful  effect,  by  exciting  and 
weakening  his  patient,  both  at  once.  Sleep  was  the  de- 
sideratum, and  this  they  had  never  even  suggested  to  her 
system. 

Under  these  circumstances  he  bethought  him  of  a 
man,  of  whom  he  had  heard  more  than  once.  A  sort  of 
ministering  angel  among  the  poorer  classes,  he  seemed  to 
be  dealing  out  remedies  to  them  without  reward,  which, 
probably  through  their  own  simple  iaith,  acted  like  magic 
in  many  instances,  but  \rBS  chiefly  notable  for  healing  pain 
through  the  laying  on  of  hands  and  magnetic  passes,  and 
was  still  esteemed  a  charlatan  by  most  physicians. 

Yet  he  was  the  graduate  of  an  Italian  college  and  had 
his  certificates  to  prove  this,  a  college  famous  for  its 
occult  knowledge  in  the  art  of  medicine  and  the  mystery 
that  enveloped  many  of  its  proceedings.  A  sort  of 
romance  hung  round  this  man,  which  was  not  lessened 
by  his  manner  and  bearing,  or  the  proud  humility  with 
which  he  bore  the  mark  of  caste  wherewith  other  medical 
men  had  chosen  to  brand  him,  for  he  never  hesitated  to 
come  to  their  bidding  when  his  peculiar  services  were 
required,  and  when  the  triumph  of  quackery  was  pre- 
ferred to  the  loss  of  a  patient  by  orthodox  means. 

Yet,  for  services  so  rendered,  he  asked  and  received 
no  remuneration,  and  ignored  the  claims  of  the  physician 
who  had  so  summoned  him  as  a  patron  from  the  time  of 
his  entrance  into  a  sick-chamber,  and  as  an  acquaintance 
thereafter. 

There  was  no  consulting  with  this  man,  who  acted  out 
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his  instincts  and  did  not  lose  time  in  sophistic  reasoning 
nor  in  argument.  He  saw^  or  thought  he  saw  at  a 
glance,  what  was  needed,  and  to  this  need  he  ministered 
often  with  marvellous  effect,  so  that  between  him  and 
some  of  his  poorer  patients  collusion  had  been  allied  as 
the  readiest  means  of  accounting  for  what  baffled  in- 
vestigation. 

He  lived  modestly,  yet  respectably,  without  ostensible 
means,  spoke  several  languages,  had  a  low,  sweet  voice, 
and  rare  conversational  powers.  He  was  an  enthusiast 
in  art,  though  on  tliis  subject  he  rarely  trusted  himself  to 
speak ;  was  somewhat,  not  much,  above  the  middle-sized, 
well  made,  a  graceful  man  in  all  his  movements,  with 
hands  of  peculiar  expressiveness  and  character,  yet  free 
from  trick  of  gesture. 

His  eyes  were  clear,  gray,  and  steadfast,  well  shadowed 
with  dark  brows  and  lashes;  his  face  regular  and  calm, 
even  to  a  defect,  so  as  sometimes  to  look  fixed  and  marble- 
like ;  his  features  were  finely  moulded,  the  mouth  and 
chin  especially;  he  had  a  clear  colorless  complexion 
which  confirmed  his  statuesque  appearance.  His  hair 
was  chestnut  in  color,  clustering  in  masses  and  reposing 
on  his  brow,  yet  strongly  indicative  of  vitality ;  he  wore 
no  beard,  and  the  whole  individuality  of  his  face  was 
thus  preserved.  The  pose  of  his  head  was  singularly 
fine.  His  age  might  have  been  twenty-eight  or  thirty, 
at  the  time  I  write  of,  scarcely  more.  He  was  careful  in 
bis  attire,  yet  plain.     Such  was  Doctor  Mordaunt. 

Mr.  Howard  had  given  a  ready  assent  to  his  being 
called  in,  as  proposed  by  Doctor  Clarke.  "Anything  for  a 
cure,"  he  said,  "  even  if  it  be  mumbo-jumbo.  I  wonder 
if  it's  the  same  man  that  sells  love  powders?" 
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"  No,  Do/^  said  Doctor  Clarke,  impatiently.  "  There 
is  such  a  thing  as  magnetism  in  nature,  we  all  know,  and 
sometimes  she  piles  on  the  agony  rather  high  in  one  par- 
ticular organization,  and  then  the  law  of  compensation 
b^ins,  and  this  organization  is  compelled  to  throw  off 
the  superfluous  fluid  into  some  other  receptacle  deficient 
therein.  This  is  the  philosophy  of  the  matter,  I  believe. 
This  man  is  a  sort  of  galvanic  battery  with  a  will  and 
a  purpose  to  direct  electricity  by,  that  is  all.  I  employ 
him  as  I  would  do  a  machine.  If  he  had  a  handle  I 
would  grind  him.  You  see  I  have  not  this  gift  myself, 
and  I  have  no  right  on  that  account  to  deny  the  exist- 
ence of  it  in  others,  any  more  than  an  ear  for  music,  or  a 
taste  for  poetry,  or  a  talent  for  cookery,  or  anything  else 
I  am  deficient  in.  Why  knitting  a  stocking,  which  every 
Dutchwoman  can  do,  is  just  as  mysterious  to  me  as  this 
man's  magnetism.  However,  it  may  be  all  humbug 
after  all ;  I  have  never  witnessed  any  of  his  experiments, 
but  a  drowning  wretch  will  catch  at  straws,  and  I  confess 
I  am  at  my  wits'  end  about  this  case."  A  confession  that 
none  but  a  true  man  and  good  physician  had  dared  to 
hazard. 

That  evening  Doctor  Mordaunt  came.  He  found  Hester 
Howard  lying  on  her  bed  rigidly,  as  though  her  frame 
had  been  braced  with  iron,  with  dilated  eyes  and  nostrils, 
clenched  hands  and  teeth,  and  feet  pointed  downwards 
and  tense,  repressing,  as  it  seemed,  some  fearful  internal 
struggle,  and  with  an  expression  of  face,  defiant,  restless, 
fierce,  wholly  foreign  from  that  signet  which  nature  had 
impressed  upon  it. 

He  left  her  at  midnight,  after  the  patient  and  un- 
divided efforts  of  many  hours  to  overcome  her  condition, 
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in  the  hauds  of  Doctor  Clarke,  breathing  like  an  infitnt, 
softly,  regularly,  inaudibly,  her  pulse  almost  natural, 
her  form  relaxed,  lying  in  the  careless,  graceful  pose  of 
profound  slumber;  her  eyes  closed,  sealed  almost,  it 
might  be  said,  the  long,  dark  lashes  sweeping  closely 
down  above  the  cheek ;  her  hands,  waxen  and  perfect, 
dropping  on  the  coverlet  like  those  of  a  weary  child ; 
her  dark  hair  spread  about  her  like  a  veil — in  a  sleep 
which  simulated  death,  so  profound  was  it. 

"Grod  giveth  his  beloved  sleep!''  was  never  more 
sublimely  illustrated;  and,  perhaps,  giveth  he  also  to 
others  of  his  beloved  the  power  to  occasion  sleep.  Who 
shall  know?  It  is  a  tangled  and  unsettled  question 
yet,  that  of  the  Elect.  It  means  something,  neveilheless. 
And  we  feel  that  men  are  not  all  gifted  alike,  nor  bom 
to  walk  equally,  American  constitution  notwithstanding! 

Emerson  understands  this  better  than  any  man,  but 
he  revolves  in  wheels  and  circles,  like  other  planets,  in 
his  orbit.  Wait  long  enough  silently  and  he  shall  come 
to  your  side  of  the  question,  though  he  pass  you  by  the 
next  minute,  and  though  you  begin — Antipodes!  Yet 
he  is  the  only  oracle  of  modern  times  that  seems  inspired 
to  speak  out  what  truth  is  in  him,  be  it  different  each  day. 

"  How  long  would  you  have  her  sleep.  Doctor  Clarke?'' 
asked  the  young,  exhausted  man,  who  rose  from  his 
knees  by  the  bedside,  and  reached  out  his  hand  eagerly 
for  a  draught  of  cold,  clear  water,  draining  it  like  one 
who  had  come  from  a  long  journey,  not  like  a  thirsty 
soul  devoured  with  brandy  flames,  as  Julius  Howard 
had  done  on  a  memorable  occasion  not  very  long  before. 

^  Twelve  hours,  if  I  could  choose,"  replied  the  physi- 
cian ;  '^  but  man,  man,  what  are  you  to  measiure  out 
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sleep  by  the  clock?"  and  he  laid  both  hands  firraly  on 
the  young  man's  shoulders  and  shook  him  slightly. 
"  What  are  you  to  say  to  the  turbulent  waves  of  a  stormy 
soul  like  this,  'Peace,  be  still,'  and  stay  with  your 
will  the  work  of  death  1  Answer  me,  are  you  good  or 
evil?  and  what  powers  do  you  serve?'' 

Tears  streamed  down  Doctor  Clarke's  &ce  as  he  spoke 
thus,  for  he  recognized  the  greatness  and  the  utility  of 
the  work  that  had  been  done,  as  something  half  divine ; 
he  that  had  talked  so  wisely  of  the  animated  galvanic 
machine  a  while  ago. 

Tears  also,  responsive  tears,  sprang  to  the  eyes  of  the 
younger  and  slighter  man,  but  came  no  farther.  He 
was  repaid  for  much  suffering  by  this  manly  recognition 
of  his  gift  as  a  great  agent  in  morals  as  well  as  physics. 
"  You  are  the  first  man  of  your  order,"  he  said,  recover- 
ing himself,  "that  ever  spoke  such  words  to  me.  I 
thank  you.  I  trust  that  I  am  doing  God^a  work.  I 
strive  but  do  not  know.  I  grope  very  blindly,  if  truth 
be  told.  My  sight  is  veiled  by  instinct,  which  belongs 
not  to  the  highest  order  of  animal  life,  as  physiologists 
tell  us.  I  believe,  however,  I  am  neither  worse  nor 
better  than  most  men;  and  now,  good-night  I,  too, 
need  repose,  but  to-morrow,  at  noon,  I  hope  to  be  here 
again :  if  not  I  shall  cause  her  to  awaken." 

Greatly  impressed  and  mystified.  Doctor  Clarke  re- 
mained standing  in  the  same  position,  in  the  middle  of 
the  floor,  after  Doctor  Mordaunt  had  departed,  for  many 
minutes;  then  throwing  himself  in  a  deep  chair,  he 
prepared  to  trace  the  experiment  to  the  end. 

"  Twelve  hours  of  such  slumber  and  she  is  saved,"  he 
murmured.    "O  God!  if  it  be  possible  let  the  cup 
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pass  from  her !  Old  as  I  aro^  and  many  as  are  my  chil- 
dren, I  would  give  my  whole  worldly  possessions  freely 
to  save  that  young  life.  I  have  put  forth  all  my  powers 
to  such  an  end ;  all  the  skill,  all  the  science  of  a  lifetime, 
Bjid  failed.  A  strolling  quack  comes  along — for  so  they 
call  him  in  our  profession — and  puts  us  all  to  shame  I 
He  catches  hold  of  some  invisible  cord,  and  jerks  the 
whole  nervous  system  into  place  again.  He  summons 
sleep — ^the  most  unbidable  of  all  servants,  especially 
where  women  are  concerned — and  it  comes  to  him  like  a 
sycophant  fawning  at  his  feet. 

"Now,  this  is  sheer  envy!  Let  me  recognize  my 
Maker  through  all  his  gifls,  through  all  his  instruments. 
If  she  sleeps  until  noon  to-morrow,  I  shall  bless  Doctor 
Mordauut  to  my  dying  day,  and  believe  him  to  be  one 
of  the  Lord's  anointed.^' 

And  she  did  sleep  until  noon  next  day,  when  Doctor 
Mordaunt  came  again  and  she  awoke.  A  strange  face 
was  bending  over  her,  as  she  unclosed  her  eyes.  Doctor 
Clarke  came  forward  with  his  hands  tightly  clasped  to- 
gether ;  what  if  the  brain  had  given  way  after  all,  and 
this  stupor  had  but  foreboded  idiocy  ?  It  was  a  moment 
of  intense  anxiety  to  him. 

"  You  know  me,  my  dear  madam,'^  he  faltered  forth. 
"  I  ihink  you  know  me.'' 

She  only  smiled  for  all  reply,  but  her  clear  and  speak- 
ing eyes  turned  inquiringly  to  the  face  of  Mordaunt. 

"This  gentleman  is  aiding  me  in  my  attention  to 
you,"  said  Doctor  Clarke,  wonderfully  relieved,  and  he 
laid  his  hand  frankly  on  the  young  man's  shoulder. 
**  We  owe  him  much." 

"  Thank  him  for  me  then,"  she  said,  very  fiuntly. 
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And  now  Lora  came  forward  with  the  bowl  of  arrow- 
root kept  in  readiness  for  this  occasion,  and  Hester 
partook  of  nutriment,  so  long  a  stranger  to  her  lips, 
gratefully. 

"  It  is  very  reviving,^'  she  murmured.  "  I  have  been 
very  ill,  I  suppose.  Stop,  was  it  a  dream,  or  is  some- 
body dead  ?  O  God !  my  children ! ''  and  with  a  wild 
shriek  she  started  up  in  bed,  again  the  sport  of  agony, 
mercifully  forgotten  for  a  moment,  and  again  the  tran- 
quillizing hands  of  the  stranger  performed  their  magical 
task,  and  brought  calmness  out  of  distraction.  Thus  for 
ten  days  she  was  kept  alternately  lulled  and  nourished, 
until  nature  had  time  to  repair  the  ravages  made  by  a 
sudden  shock  to  the  most  subtle  and  delicate  of  all  known 
machinery,  the  nervous  system. 

As  he  bent  over  her  in  those  long  patient  watches, 
Doctor  Mordaunt  could  not  help  drawing  the  contrast 
frequently  between  the  girlish  mother  he  had  seen  stand- 
ing at  her  cottage-gate,  elate  with  maternal  felicity  and 
pride,  and  the  bruised  and  bereaved  creature  extended 
like  a  broken  reed  before  him.  He  could  not  understand, 
strive  as  he  might,  the  justice  of  the  decree  that  tore  the 
young  shoots  away  so  roughly  from  the  parent  tree,  leav- 
ing it  bleeding  and  bare.  He  only  felt  that  the  Maker 
and  Father  of  all  had  his  own  inscrutable  and  just  reas- 
ons fer  all  his  providences,  and  that  not  to  believe  this 
was  weakness  as  well  as  wickedness  and  self-despair. 

He  could  only  pray  that  light  might  still  be  brought 
out  of  darkness,  and  that  the  Spirit  of  God  should  de- 
scend upon  the  bitter  waters  of  this  desolate  heart  and 
brood  dove-like  thereon  for  evermore. 

I  will  not  linger  further  on  the  details  of  this  illness. 
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if  such  it  might  be  called.  At  the  end  of  a  fortnight  Eric 
Mordaunt  was  gone,  explaining  briefly,  in  a  letter  that 
he  left  for  Doctor  Clarke,  that  a  summons  from  a  dying 
relative  called  him  suddenly  away,  and  that  he  had  no 
option  but  to  take  the  firat  ship  to  New  York  just 
spreading  its  sails,  or  to  wait  many  days  for  the  steam- 
packet  or  chance  of  another.  He  bade  Hester  Howard 
no  formal  farewell,  but  when  she  awoke  out  of  the  mag- 
netic sleep  in  which  he  had  left  her  lying,  she  found  a 
curious  cameo  ring  on  her  finger  with  the  name  of  " Eric" 
aigraven  on  the  inside.  He  had  come  in,  Lora  said, 
very  hurriedly  about  dusk  and  just  looked  at  his  sleep- 
ing patient,  and  then  putting  this  ring  on  one  of  her 
hands  kissed  both  of  them  hastily  and  turned  away. 
^'  She  will  awaken,  as  usual,  at  midnight,  Lora,''  he  said ; 
^'  tell  her  to  be  strong  in  hope  and  place  her  trust  in  Him 
whose  face  is  on  that  ring.  I  think  that  she  is  healed, 
as  &r  as  I  can  heal  her  malady ;  the  rest  is  with  Grod  and 
her  Saviour." 

"  I  never  can  forget  his  words,"  said  Lora,  "  they  came 
out  so  clear  and  true-like.  Does  you  know.  Miss  Hes- 
ter, I  tink  dat  man  is  a  minister  in  disguisement — no  doc- 
tor at  all.  Dey  never  talks  dat  feelin'  way,  and  'sides  dat 
he  don't  give  no  drugs.  I  reckon  it's  de  sperit  of  de  Lord 
workin'  in  him  dat  does  it  all.  Doctor  Clarke  looked 
like  he  was  afeard  of  dat  man." 

*'  No,  no,  Lora,  he  loves  and  reveres  him." 
The  ring  was  an  exquisite  onyx  antique,  on  which 
was  engraven  that  peculiar  profile  fiice  of  the  Saviour,  so 
sweet  and  so  impassioned,  copied  from  the  celebrated 
emerald  of  Tiberius  Caesar,  and  thought  by  many  to  be 
the  only  authentic  portrait.  Hester  had  seen  this  out- 
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lined  head  once  before,  with  its  eager  and  inspired  look, 
leaning  forward  (her  mind  suggested  this)  as  if  above  a 
multitude,  the  long  locks  flowing  behind  over  the  droop- 
ing shoulders,  the  lips  slightly  parted  as  if  words  were 
even  then  breaking  from  between  them,  the  deep  eye 
fixed  on  space;  had  seen  and  craved  a  miniature  painting 
on  ivory  of  this  head,  in  the  possession  of  a  friend,  more 
than  any  other  of  the  numerous  and  beautiful  pictures 
that  adorned  his  house,  and  now  it  had  come  to  her  as  it 
were  voluntarily,  this  much  wished  portraiture. 

This  little  circumstance  aflected  her  deeply.  It  seemed 
almost  a  sign  of  divine  recognition  and  pardon  for  re- 
bellion. Yet  she  could  not,  candidly  and  with  a  sense  of 
justice,  feel  that  it  drew  her  any  nearer  to  God,  Her 
mind  refused  to  delude  itself  into  the  belief  that  she  was 
fitted  for  religion,  merely  because  she  needed  it  as  a  stay 
and  staff  for  her  burden  of  woe,  or  a  refuge  from  disap- 
pointment and  desolation.  Her  prayers  were  merely 
cries  of  a  despairing  heart,  sent  up  briefly,  dumbly,  re- 
proachfully often;  not  the  serene  acknowledgment  of 
God's  wisdom  and  her  own  unworthiness.  She  felt  that 
her  deserts  exceeded  His  benefits,  that  she  was  worthy  of 
a  better  share  of  life's  blessings  than  were  accorded  to 
her.  That  He  was  strong  and  she  was  weak,  therefore 
at  His  mercy ;  but  she  could  not  love  the  hand  that  chas- 
tened her,  could  not  take  submission  to  her  heart  as  a 
friend,  and  therefore  she  was  still  far  away  from  the  Al- 
mighty Father.  Yet  she  never  knew  the  darkest  part 
of  rebellious  agony  :  she  never  doubted  His  existence ; 
therein  lay  hope.  Those  that  blow  out  the  light  are 
they  alone  that  grope  in  the  dark  forever.  While  there  is 
still  a  glimmering  of  flame  to  warm  to  life,  the  perfection 
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of  fiuth  may  be  not  very  distant  It  is  better  then  to 
consider  God  an  oppressor,  than  to  believe  that  there  is 
no  Grod. 

Oh,  being  most  to  be  compassionated  of  all  his  com- 
prehensive hand  hath  fashioned,  more  isolated  than  tlie 
wretch  to  whom  solitary  confinement  in  the  stone  walls 
of  a  dungeon  has  been  decreed  as  a  lifelong  punishment, 
more  desolate  than  Niobe,  poorer  than  the  pauper  who 
sits  blind  in  the  sun  stretching  forth  an  introverted  palm 
for  alms  to  the  passenger,  weaker  than  the  month-old 
baby  that  lies  on  its  mother's  lap  in  the  sweet  confidence 
of  dependence,  knowing  not  of  the  present  and  fearing 
not  for  the  future,  darkened  and  perverted  Atheist,  be- 
yond all  beings  wearing  human  aspect  should  the 
heart  of  thy  brother  mortal  yearn  over  thee  most  pity- 
ingly, for  thine  is  the  only  unmitigated  misfortune. 

No,  Hester  Howard  could  never  be  this  anomaly,  a 
creature  rejecting  its  Creator,  whatever  might  betide. 
Yet  she  felt  that  his  hand  had  withered  her,  even  as  the 
sun  of  August  withers  the  tender  grass.  His  glory,  his 
power  she  disputed  not,  but  through  these  her  vitality 
had  perished. 

Thus  was  her  spirit  warped.  She  had  no  heart  where- 
with to  praise  him.  She  left  this  for  his  happy  favored 
ones.  Into  the  outside  darkness  he  had  cast  her,  and  there 
she  would  remain. 

In  her  childhood  and  early  youth  she  had  attended  the 
Presbyterian  church,  and  its  stem  teachings,  so  often  re- 
pelled by  her  earnest  spirit,  if  rightly  understood,  as  un- 
just to  the  Father  of  all,  placing  him  in  the  light  of  a 
partial  and  biased  parent,  recurred  to  her  now  as  truths. 

She  was  not  one  of  the  elect,  that  was  plain,  nor  could 
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any  prayer  or  effort  of  hers  change  the  inscrutable  edict 
of  fate.  It  was  all  right,  no  doubt,  that  the  Juggernaut 
car  should  crush  those  that  lay  in  the  road,  even  if  they 
were  too  weak  and  helpless  to  crawl  out  of  its  way, 
some  great  necessity  governing  the  whole ;  but  as  to  spe- 
cial providence  providing  for  the  fall  of  the  sparrow,  and 
the  hair  of  a  mau^s  head,  that  the  Bible  tells  of,  it  was  a 
sheer  myth  not  worthy  a  child's  attention. 

General  benevolence  there  was,  to  a  certain  point ;  de- 
sign, too :  no  one  could  open  their  eyes  without  seeing  that; 
but  as  to  individual  mercy,  it  was  the  supremest  of 
mockeries.  Away  with  it  from  that  hour,  when  cry,  and 
prayer,  and  broken-hearted  contrition  availed  not  to 
snatch  her  children  from  the  jaws  of  the  monster  death. 

"  Insatiate  archer,  could  not  one  suffice?'' 


CHAPTER    V. 

AN  EXECUTION  STAYED— TIME  THE  COMFORTER— FBIENDS 
IN  COUNSEL. 

IT  was  early  in  December  when  Mrs.  Carisbrook 
arrived  in  San  Francisco,  having  been  for  some 
weeks  in  ignorance  of  Hester  Howjud's  proceedings. 
An  interval  of  silence  had  followed  the  last  letter  she 
had  written  on  the  part  of  her  .usually  punctual  corre- 
spondent, which  had  caused  her  no  little  uneasiness,  and 
when,  afler  leaving  her  son  and  his  family  at  the  hotel,  and 
even  taking  a  hasty  breakfast  with  them  to  save  trouble 
elsewhere,  she  drove  up  to  the  gate  of  Mr.  Howard's 
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cottage,  it  was  with  considerable  surprise  and  a  movement 
of  irrepressible  irritation,  that  she  witnessed  the  prepara- 
tions for  a  speedy  removal  that  were  evidently  going  on. 
A  furnitare  wagon  in  the  street  was  already  half  filled 
with  movables  from  the  hall,  to  which  more  were  being 
added  by  two  stout  porters,  while  a  decently  dressed  man 
stood  by  superintending  the  transportation  of  the  several 
articles  of  furniture,  and  their  arrangement  in  the  wagon, 
with  a  view  to  their  greater  safety.  He  came  forward  as 
Mrs.  Carisbrook  descended  fix)m  the  hack,  on  which 
she  had  brought  some  light  luggage,  which  she  ordered 
to  be  retained  in  its  place  until  she  should  investigate 
matters.  Her  self-respect  was  somewhat  touched  that 
no  communication  of  such  intention  should  have  been 
forwarded  to  her,  an  expected  guest  and  lodger,  already  a 
few  days  behind  the  period  appointed  for  her  arrival,  so 
that  want  of  time  could  scarcely  be  alleged  as  an  excuse 
for  such  a  lack  of  courtesy  or  consideration. 

"  Is  Mr.  Howard  going  to  remove  ?  '^  she  asked  of  the 
respectable-looking  man,  who,  seeing  the  height  of  the 
carriage-step  from  the  ground,  politely  assisted  its  sub- 
stantial inmate  to  descend. 

"  Not  that  I  know  of,  madam,*'  he  said,  and  hesitated. 

She  saw  that  there  was  more  to  come. 

"What,  then,  does  this  removal  of  furniture  mean?'' 
she  asked,  eagerly. 

"  It  is  to  satisfy  an  execution,"  he  replied,  in  a  low 
voice.  "Perhaps  Mrs.  Howard  would  rather  not  see 
visitors  just  now.  We  are  going  to  take  everything 
except  her  bedroom  furniture.  She  is  too  poorly  to  spare 
that  yet,  her  doctor  says.  That  is  the  reason  why  the 
sheriff  does  not  sell  the  effects  at  the  house." 
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"111?  a  sheriff's  sale?'^  were  the  hasty  words  she 
uttered.  Then  waiting  to  hear  do  more,  she  walked 
^  rapidly  through  the  open  gate  to  the  front  door,  where 
she  met  Pardette.  After  a  moment's  conference  with 
her,  she  came  back  promptly  to  the  superintendent  of  the 
removal.  "  This  is  your  first  load,  the  girl  says.  Pray 
can  you  tell  me  at  whose  suit  this  execution  is  levied, 
and  for  what  amount  ?  " 

He  could  not  give  her  the  desired  information,  but 
referred  her  to  the  sheriff. 

"  Will  you  go  with  me,  then  ? "  she  asked,  "  to  the 
sheriff 's  office,  and  give  your  men  orders  to  proceed  no 
further  until  our  return,  which  will  be  as  speedy  as 
possible." 

"  He  would  do  that  with  pleasure,"  he  said,  and  in  a 
few  moments  more  they  were  on  their  way  to  seek  the 
official  in  his  den.  Thirty  minutes  sufficed  to  settle  the 
whole  affair.  It  was  an  unsettled  tailor's  debt  for  five 
hundred  dollars,  the  execution  on  account  of  which 
covered  the  whole  amount  of  furniture  in  the  household 
of  Mr.  Howard,  which  had  cost  originally  about  twice 
that  sum.  Mrs.  Carisbrook  paid  the  debt  in  gold,  and  be- 
came the  possessor  of  the  furniture,  which  she  held  as 
Mrs.  Howard's  trustee,  for  her  sole  use  and  benefit. 
"And  now,^'  she  said,  to  herself,  as  she  turned  her  fiice 
cottage-wards  again,  "  the  poor,  wounded  dove  has  rest 
for  the  sole  of  her  feet  at  least,  in  her  own  quiet  nest, 
where  it  is  best  for  her  to  be,  until,  in  His  own  good  time, 
God  mercifully  restores  her  broken  wings." 

A  strange  light  stole  into  her  strong  and  deeply-lined 
face,  the  man  thought,  who  sat  opposite  to  her,  with- 
out analyzing  its  source,  as  this  satis&ction  settled  down 
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upon  her  heart.  Without  ever  having  seen  her  more  than 
once  or  twice,  he  had  felt  very  much  for  Mrs.  Howard 
himself,  as  he  remembered  with  what  fresh  and  un- 
feigned delight  she  had  selected  and  bought  this  fur- 
niture, now  to  be  sacrificed,  from  his  own  cabinet 
repository,  and  how  innocent  and  lovely  she  had  appeared 
to  him  at  that  period.  Doctor  Clarke  was  his  family 
physician  as  well  as  hers,  and  had,  from  motives  of 
humanity,  requested  him  to  superintend  the  removal  of 
the  cabinet  articles,  so  as  to  avoid  all  unnecessary  noise, 
"  or  injury  to  the  wood- work,  or  his  patients "  (strange 
category),  and  Mr.  Moore  had  cheerfully  undertaken  the 
office.  "  I  shan't  charge  her  a  cent  for  transportation. 
Doctor  Clarke,^'  he  said.  "  Through  Grod's  providence, 
my  children  got  well,  hers  died  in  the  same  skilful  hands, 
and  I  will  do  what  I  can  to  comfort  her  for  the  sake  of 
sympathy  and  compensation — God's  great  principle.  My 
wife  shall  go  to  her  if  it  will  do  any  good — " 

"  Not  a  particle,"  interrupted  Doctor  Clarke.  "  Had 
your  children  died  too,  the^case  might  have  been  differ- 
ent. Now  the  contrast  between  your  wife's  good  and  her 
evil  fortune  could  only  exasperate  her  grief.  The  furni- 
ture of  her  own  chamber  she  ahall  keep,  if  I  have  to  buy 
it  in,  but  I  can  afford  to  do  no  more  at  this  time;  besides, 
it  is  for  that  dog's  tailor's  bill,"  he  muttered  between 
his  set  teeth.  "  If  it  were  for  any  matter  that  had  bene- 
fited her,  the  case  might  be  different,  and  I  would  strain 
every  nerve ! " 

Perhajis  this  slight  circumstance  may  give  a  clue  to  the 

leading  difference  between  the  benevolence  of  man  and 

woman.     Mrs.  Carisbrook  ignored  Julius  Howard  in  her 

transaction,  ihe  result  for  Hester's  benefit  being  her  sole 

6 
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object;  Doctor  Clarke  could  not  overlook  the  idea  of  the 
future  facilities  he  was  giving  or  would  give  an  accom- 
plished swindler,  if  he  paid  his  debts.  Mr.  Moore  consid- 
ered Mrs.  Carisbrook  a  far  greater  woman  than  Queen 
Victoria  from  that  hour  that  saw  her  the  purchaser  of  Hes- 
ter's effects.  It  was  beautiful  to  see  the  care  and  quietness 
with  which  he  caused  every  article  to  be  reinstated  in  its 
former  place,  and  the  way  in  which  he  put  aside  his  men 
about  carrying  Mrs.  Carisbrook's  light  trunk  to  her  cham- 
ber. "Mind  your  own  business,'^  he  said,  "I  will  attend 
to  this.  There  is  something  in  this  trunk  that  requires  to 
be  carefully  handled,^'  muttering  to  himself — "God  bless 
the  woman,  she  is  an  angel.''  Then  looking  round 
the  little  room  in  which  he  deposited  it,  his  artistic 
cabinet-making  eye  could  not  but  admire  its  arrange- 
ments, and  approve  the  luxurious  air  of  its  domestic 
upholstery;  yet  there  were  a  few  deficiencies,  and  he 
would  make  these  up  himself  "  for  the  sake  of  those  two 
noble  women."  A  little  marble  and  rosewood  candle- 
stand  he  had  in  his  warehouse,  his  own  peculiar  delight, 
upheld  by  a  caryatid,  for  whom  no  one  would  give 
him  his  demanded  price,  and  two  oval-framed  pictures, 
colored  engravings  from  Aaery  Scheffer's  paintings  of 
Night  and  Morning,  that  would  just  fill  up  the  two  re- 
cesses above  the  little  sofas,  and  which  no  one  in  San 
Francisco  had  taste  enough  to  purchase. 

These  he  would  send  for  at  once  and  place  and  hang 
himself,  just  to  show  that  a  man  could  feel  sympathy  for 
misfortune  and  for  generosity  both;  "but  as  to  Howard," 
he  ejaculated  mentally  (reader,  forgive  me  for  repeating 
this  solecism,  for  I  have  always  detested  the  Hibemianism, 
"  mental  ejaculations,"  but  somehow  it  slipped  out),  "  I 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


HESTER   Howard's   temptation.     99 

would  not  give  him  the  rappings  of  my  finger  to  save  him 
from  the  penitentiary  or  Seal  island.  He's  no  fit  mate 
for  her  anyway;  a  wicked,  drunken  spendthrift,  who 
oould  and  wouldn't  make  a  living,  a  wretched  drone  in 
the  hive,  that  deserves  death." 

Men  find  their  level  everywhere,  and  so,  in  spite  of 
popular  tradition  to  the  contrary,  do  women,  live  they 
ever  so  obscurely.  Little  enough  did  poor  Hester  How- 
ard think  that  her  very  misfortunes  were  raising  her  up 
friends,  and  still  less,  perhaps,  in  the  frame  of  mind  that 
possessed  her  then,  would  she  have  cared  for  it  had  she 
known  the  truth. 

Before  passing  into  the  darkened  chamber  in  which 
she  still  lay,  though  a  month  had  elapsed  from  the  time 
of  her  bereavement,  Mrs.  Carisbrook  had  another  and 
this  time  lengthy  conference  with  Pardette,  whose  truth 
and  fidelity  she  was  well  convinced  of,  and  from  whom 
she  learned  all  the  details  of  Hester's  late  misfortunes. 

Lora  scarcely  ever  left  the  chamber  of  her  mistress, 
whose  very  shadow  she  seemed  to  be  in  this  time  of  trib- 
ulation, and  who  would  receive  nourishment  or  aid  of  any 
kind  from  no  other  hands.  So  far  she  had  been  shielded 
from  the  knowledge  of  the  execution  in  her  house,  very 
carefully  indeed,  from  respect  for  her  sorrow,  even  by 
the  usually  inconsiderate  Mr.  Howard,  who  still  hoped, 
however,  to  the  last,  Micawber  like,  that  something  would 
turn  up  to  divert  the  exigency,  as  truly  something  had  I 

It  is  a  mistaken  but  common  idea  that  people  ab-» 
sorbed  with  one  great  affliction  feel  minor  inconveniences 
as  much  or  even  more  than  the  happy  do.  In  the  life- 
time of  her  children  the  loss  of  her  household  gods  would 
have  been  a  cruel  blow  to  Hester  Howard,  to  whom  the 
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limits  of  her  house  were  indeed  the  limits  of  her  life,  inex- 
perienced as  this  was,  and  so  far  inexpansive,  but  now 
any  cave  would  have  done  as  well  for  her  to  hide  in  from 
light  and  the  prying  eyes  of  strangers  as  her  own  cham- 
ber, and  superficialities  of  feeling  such  as  mortification, 
or  care  for  the  opinion  of  others,  could  not  have  reached 
her  at  all^  occupied  as  she  was  with  one  overwhelming 
reality.  She  was  at  wrestle  with  an  angel  of  darkness  as 
mighty  as  that  which  strove  all  night  with  Jacob  in  his 
tent,  nor  as  yet  did  any  streak  of  dawn  appear  to  dispel 
its  presence,  or  dispute  its  power ;  not  even  when  Mrs. 
Carisbrook  stood  before  her  the  very  embodiment  of  com- 
passion. 

Mr.  Howard  usually  stole  in  and  out  of  his  wife's 
chamber  twice  a  day  to  inquire  concerning  her  condition, 
impressed  by  this  as  he  had  never  been  before,  and  be- 
yond his  own  comprehension  or  power  to  withstand,  yet 
glad  to  find  refuge,  out  of  the  shadow,  in  his  old  haunting- 
places.  She  received  him  kindly  always,  she  had  never 
done  otherwise,  even  when  he  was  harsh  to  her ;  but  he 
brought  no  light  to  her  eye,  no  balm  to  her  heart,  as  a 
beloved  husband  had  done  (for  what  sting  is  there  the 
hand  of  our  heart's  chosen  cannot  pluck  away  and  heal?) 
and  his  coming  and  going,  except  for  his  own  sake,  were 
matters  of  indifierence  to  her.  Yet  she  would  send  word 
to  Pardette  not  to  forget  to  have  his  coffee  strong  and  hot 
of  mornings,  and  his  eggs  done  to  a  turn,  matters  about 
which  he  was  curiously  particular,  and  to  air  his  linen 
before  he  put  it  on,  and  see  that  his  boots  were  cleaned, 
as  if  she  felt  the  least  interest  in  these  things  beyond  some 
lingering  sense  of  dutiful  anticipation  of  his  wants  sur- 
viving all  affection. 
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The  death  of  her  children  did  not  increase  her  sympa- 
thy for  him ;  nay,  rather  weakened  it.  There  was  noth- 
ing to  bind  them  together  indissoluUly  now,  never  would 
be  again,  unless  indeed  that  phantom  of  duty  were  all 
potent  still,  stripped  as  it  was  to  the  bare  and  shivering 
skeleton  of  all  its  accessories,  respect,  reliance,  love;  nor 
was  hers  one  of  those  natures  in  which  the  last  can  sur- 
vive the  first. 

Yet  Mr.  Howard  had  suffered  more  than  appeared  on 
the  surface  of  his  superficial  nature.  He  missed  his  little 
children  more  than  one  might  have  supposed,  and  for  a 
season  was  restrained  in  many  of  his  outbreaking  vices 
by  the  superstitious  belief  that  got  possession  of  him  that 
their  removal  was  a  judgment  on  his  sins. 

The  only  comfort  he  felt  was  in  the  idea  that  he  might, 
thi*ough  their  disappearance,  once  more  repossess  himself 
of  the  niche  he  flattered  his  amour  propre  that  he  had 
once  occupied  in  his  wife's  affections. 

When  the  Romans  manumitted  their  slaves  they  struck 
them  in  the  face.  Mr.  Howard  had  unconsciously  fol- 
lowed this  old  Latin  example.  His  slave  was  free,  nor 
could  he  ever  again  impose  the  olden  shackles  upon  her. 
What  service  he  should  thereafter  receive  must  be  placed 
to  the  account  of  the  habits  of  dutiful  allegiance  outlast- 
ing emancipation. 

It  is  really  very  provoking  to  have  one's  own  especial 
property  glide  from  under  one's  hand  in  thatastonishiug 
way!  The  power  of  inflicting  punishment  and  con- 
trolling the  weaker  party  is  conferred  on  every  husband 
at  the  altar,  and  it  is  an  unheard-of  thing  for  a  victim  to 
escape  out  of  the  very  door  by  which  authority  enters. 
Just  to  think  that  deadening  the  sensibilities  is  as  sure  a 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


102    HESTER   Howard's   temptation, 

defence  from  suffering  as  absence  itself;  and  that  a  man 
should  be  foolish  enough  to  push  matters  so  far  as  to  do 
this  is  indeed  a  cause  of  regret  to  him  that  cannot  be  too 
seriously  considered  or  lightly  excused. 

There  are  so  many  slighter  and  more  ingenious  modes 
of  torture  than  absolute  brutality  that  I  am  amazed  boru 
torturers  should  ever  so  far  forget  their  vocation  as  to 
indulge  in  or  descend  to  the  latter  course.  It  is  cutting 
open  the  golden  goose  of  despotism,  and  tyranny  receives 
no  more  eggs  from  weakness.  It  is  killing  the  bees  for 
their  honey. 

Julius  Howard  had  committed  this  great  and  unpar- 
donable error,  as  he  well  knew ;  but  he  still  hoped  by 
systematic  wheedling  to  establish  his  authority  again,  and 
to  reign  once  more  in  unlimited  power  over  his  one  legit- 
imate slave,  the  only  creature  on  the  face  of  the  earth  that 
word  or  look  of  his  had  ever  had  power  to  govern,  intim- 
idate or  subdue.  He  b^au  at  last  to  see  how  precious 
to  him  had  been  the  regard  and  voluntary  service  of 
this  ill-used  Helot  of  his,  and  how  comparatively  empty 
were  the  mere  outside  attentions  he  received  now  from 
her  compassionate  and  sorrowful  hands,  in  comparison 
to  much  former  spontaneous  and  unwearying  solicitude. 
For  Hester  Howard  had  drawn  very  near  to  her  husband 
in  their  expatriation,  and  turned  to  his  sheltering  arms 
fur  trust  and  affection,  in  a  spirit  that  might  have  ripened 
into  passionate  regard  had  it  been  fostered,  or  even  rightly 
entertained. 

In  those  days  he  could  not  have  been  made  to  believe, 
not  even  had  she  told  him  so  or  sworn  it  on  her  Bible, 
that  any  act  or  series  of  acts  of  his  could  ever  have  so 
repelled  from  and  hardened  her  feelings  towards  him, 
her  rightful  master. 
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His  brain  had  been  turned  by  her  submissive  devotion^ 
and  he  crushed  the  head  bowed  before  him  into  dust. 
Gradually  it  was  lifted,  but  a  new  spirit  possessed  it,  and 
we  have  seen  the  culmination  of  all  this  domestic  discon- 
tent in  his  own  violence,  and  the  entire  closing  up  of  her 
affections,  the  drawing  in  as  into  its  nautilus  shell  of  all 
the  feelers  of  the  sensitive  heart,  the  presentation  of  an 
insensible  surface  to  every  blow  that  his  temper  held  in 
reserve  thereafter.    All  this  we  have  seen. 

"And  now  comes  old  Carisbrook  again,"  he  muttered, 
on  the  evening  of  that  noble  dame's  arrival,  when  on  his 
return  he  found  Hester  for  the  iSrst  time  sitting  up  in 
her  large  dimity-covered  easy-chair  with  a  little  stand 
between  her  and  her  friend,  on  which  that  lady  was  ad- 
ministering the  Chinese  rites  of  tea-making  and  tea-tak- 
ing, one  of  the  formal  oriental  ceremonials  belonging, 
all  the  world  over,  to  feminine  friendships.  "  Here  she 
comes  to  bolster  Hester  up  to  rebellion  again,  just  as  I 
have  patted  her  nicely  down  and  smoothed  the  way  to  a 
perfect  reconciliation.  And  yet  what  can  I  do  ?  she  re- 
deemed my  furniture  and  saved  my  credit  (heaven  save 
the  mark ! )  and  may  do  more.  As  it  is,  she  will  keep  the 
house  going,  until  I  can  look  around  and  take  a  new 
start.  (By-the-by  I  hope  Hester  will  never  hear  about 
that  execution :  the  old  lady  must  promise  me  not  to 
speak  of  it.)  As  to  the  office,  I  must  give  that  up.  It 
is  deuced  expensive  to  support  all  those  fellows,"  (delu- 
sion this — the  "fellows"  paid  each  their  quota  of  the 
rent  and  were  going  to  give  him  up,  because  his  part  was 
not  forthcoming ;  besides  he  lunched  with  them  every  day 
since  the  collapse  of  his  pocket-book,  and  the  failure  of 
his  credit  at  liotels,  and  this  they  found  inconvenient). 
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"  Will  Connelly's  airs  are  insufferable,  and  Lan  Clin- 
ton is  fast  becoming  a  bore.  As  to  Kirke,  well  he  is  the 
best  of  the  lot,  and  I  have  a  great  mind  to  go  to  Salt 
Lake  tvitli  him — I  have  that,  if  only  to  show  Hester  what 
is  what;"  and  the  very  thought  often  legitimate  victims 
instead  of  one  made  his  small  glassy  blue  eyes  twinkle 
like  beads.  "  She'd  have  to  walk  chalk  there,  or  have 
her  comb  cut,  and  I've  no  doubt  in  less  than  iSve  years 
they'd  take  me  in  as  a  prophet  or  ruling  elder.  Let  her 
take  on  then,  if  she  likes.  But  the  fact  is,"  after  long 
consideration,  "  there's  no  one  else  that  I'd  care  about 
being  buckled  to.  Hang  it  all,  there's  something  about 
that  woman  different  from  any  other:  I  believe  it  is  her 
deuced  nonchalance  that  makes  her  so  taking.  I  didn't 
care  half  as  much  about  her  when  she  loved  me  (query?) 
and  was  fond,  as  I  dp  now,  that  she — well,  it's  only  a 
way  women  have,  give  'em  rope  and  they  hang  them- 
selves— that  is,  come  back  to  their  loyalty.  Let  her  go. 
Plenty  of  time  ahead ;  and  she  gets  better-looking  every 
day ;  and  now  that  I  have  reformed,  /  shall  improve  in 
the  same  ratio.  As  it  is,  there  are  women  half  crazy 
about  me  (such  as  they  are),  and  I  believe  if  I  was  a  sin- 
gle man  to-morrow,  unincumbered  as  I  am  now,  I  could 
marry  an  heiress — that  is,  anywhere  out  of  this  cursed 
hole,  San  Francisco." 

On  consultation  with  Pardette,  Mrs.  Carisbrook  found 
that  Hester's  storeroom  was  empty,  and  she  sent  this 
worthy  woman  forth,  armed  with  the  staff  of  the  house- 
wife— gold — to  replenish  its  empty  cruses. 

"  Send  up  a  basket  of  fruit,  too,  Pardette :  we  must 
tempt  her  to  eat.  I  saw  some  very  fine  oranges  and 
pineapples  the  other  day  while  driving  around,  and  per- 
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Iiaps  you  can  pick  up  a  bunch  of  ripe  bananas — ^you  say 
she  likes  them — ^and  guava  jelly  ?  Oh,  by  all  means  get 
some,  anything,  anything,  my  best  of  girls,  to  bring  up 
her  strength  again  and  take  that  famished  look  out  of 
her  poor  wistful  eyes/' 

"Ah  1  madame,  nobody  can  do  that  but  the  good  Grod. 
She  hungers  for  her  little  children,  that  is  all.  Yet  I  do 
tink  if  she  had  such  food  as  could  be  eaten  with  some 
joy,  it  would  be  better  dan  dis  evermore  dry  bread  and 
tea.  I  am  sick  of  de  very  smell  of  dat  nasty  little  weed 
what  you  call  tea;''  and  she  shrugged  her  expressive 
shoulders. 

"  Don't  say  a  word  against  tea,  Pardette,  as  you  value 
my  good  opinion.  It  is  worth  all  the  *cafe  au  lait'  in 
the  world,  yon  and  your  cow  notwithstanding ;  but  here 
comes  Dr.  Clarke.  I  haven't  time  for  another  word" 
(going  forward,  as  she  saw  him  come  in  the  gate,  in  her 
old  vivacious  way,  so  as  to  meet  him  at  the  front  door, 
with  extended  hands). 

"  Come  in,  come  in ;  I  am  so  happy  to  see  you,  so  glad 
to  have  you  to  myself  too,  for  a  little  while ;  for  Lora 
tells  me  the  dear  patient  is  asleep,  and  we  shall  have 
quite  a  chat  about  her  in  the  dining-room  before  she 
rouses.  She  never  sleeps  long  at  a  time,  though,  by 
night  or  day." 

"Ah,  madam,  could  you  have  seen  her  in  that  mag- 
netic sleep,  it  was  the  most  wonderful  thing !  but  the 
charm  departed  with  its  author.  Doctor  Mordaunt — to 
him  we  owe  her  life,"  and  he  recounted  those  experiences 
that  so  deeply  impressed  him.  "I  wish  we  had  him 
again,"  sighing. 

"  What  good  could  he  do  now,  Doctor  Clarke?    She 
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could  Dot  be  lulled  forever:  as  well  go  into  the  grave  at 
once  as  lead  such  a  useless  life  as  Hiat.  As  to  tlie  ner- 
vous system^  that  strange  compromise  between  soul  and 
body,  there  is  reaction  there,  is  there  not?  sufficient,  at 
least,  to  banish  all  fear  as  to  a  worse  state  of  things 
than  the  present?" 

"  Yes,  in  one  sense  reaction,  but  yet  what  a  hopeless, 
nerveless  condition  it  leaves  her  in.  Her  apathy  amounts 
to  blankness :  I  don't  think  she  knows  night  from  day, 
or  the  taste  of  one  kind  of  food  from  another,  or  dis- 
criminates much  between  faces,  unless,  indeed,  it  be 
Lora's,  which  is  black,  and  which  she  prefers  to  others, 
merely  from  habit  and  association  of  ideas,  I  suppose. 
How  did  she  receive  you,  madam?" 

"  Oh,  very  listlessly ;  I  expected  ihcU.  I  was  rather 
afraid  she  would  not  receive  me  at  all,  was  prepared  to 
be  refused." 

''What  would  you  have  done  in  such  a  case?"  he 
asked,  eagerly. 

"  Waited  until  she  was  ready." 

"  You  do  not  believe  in  forcing  nature,  then,  to  make 
an  effijrt.  I  do!  I  believe  that  if  the  house  were  to 
catch  on  iSre  it  would  do  her  good,  although — "  and  he 
shook  his  head,  ''  I  am  not  the  one  for  such  experiments, 
for  I  was  weekly  anxious,  a  few  days  since,  to  shelter  her 
from  inconvenience  that  might  have  been  of  positive 
advantage  to  her.  By-the-by,  Moore  told  you  of  that 
probably,  and  he  also  told  me — " 

He  hesitated,  for  he  did  not  know  how  she  might  like 
the  subject  of  her  generosity  broached  by  a  stranger,  and 
she  responded  as  if  she  had  not  heard  his  last  remark, 
looking  at  him  with  her  strong,  clear,  steady  eyes,  ' 
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*^  How  would  you  manage  to  arouse  her  to  new  inter- 
est, doctor?  What  would  be  your  plan?  Let  us  con- 
sult a  little,  even  if  I  am  not  a  brother,  or  rather,  a  sister 
physician.     Reveal  your  system.*' 

It  is  an  unpoetical  thing  to  tell,  but  the  doctor  scratched 
his  head — it  was  his  way  when  puzzled,  one  of  the  simple 
boyish  ways  he  carried  into  old  age  along  with  his  lank 
brown  hair  unstreaked  by  gray. 

**Well,  I  would  begin — b^in — by — '*  he  hesitated 
here,  "dismissing  Pardette,"  suddenly  bolting  out  the 
last  two  words  as  if  inspired  by  a  new  and  brilliant  idea, 
and  looking  at  Mrs.  Carisbrook  triumphantly  for  her 
approval. 

She  smiled,  bowed.  "  What  next,  doctor  ?*'  and  he  went 
on  to  elucidate  his  theory. 

"  I  should  place  in  her  hand  the  broom,  dusting-towel 
and  dish-mop,  send  Lora  to  the  kitchen,  and  let  her  do 
her  own  housework,*'  he  paused  again. 

"Apr^?"  said  Mrs.  Carisbrook,  provokingly,  joining 
her  thumbs  and  moving  her  foot  a  little  impatiently. 

"  Well,  then  I  should  make  her  take  a  long  walk 
every  day  and  eat  bee&teak,  which  she  would  soon  ac- 
quire an  appetite  for  under  these  circumstances,"  clearing 
his  throat,  as  the  ridiculousness  of  his  own  position 
began  to  dawn  upon  him  finally.  **  Oh,  Mrs.  Carisbrook, 
you  are  quizzing  me.  I  shall  not  hazard  another  opinion." 

"  Doctor,"  she  said,  laughing,  "  I  knew  exactly  what 
you  would  say  when  you  began.  I  never  knew  a  man, 
especially  a  good,  innocent,  unsophisticated  man  like  you, 
who  did  not  think  housework  a  cure-all  for  women, 
whereas  it  is  the  cause  of  as  many  weary,  broken-spirited 
specimens  of  femininem%  (if  such  a  coinage  may  be  per- 
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mitted)  as  any  other  hardship  known  to  womankind. 
There  are  persons  so  organized  that  it  takes  the  spectacle 
of  a  hanging  to  give  them  a  sensation,  others  so  coarsely 
strung  that  they  find  amusement  and  diversion  in  hard 
work,  and  call  house-cleaning  pastime.  Hester  Howard 
is  not  of  this  mould.  You  cannot,  with  any  propriety, 
put  one  of  the  *  horses  of  the  sunMn  a  plough  nag's  har- 
ness, and  expect  him  to  do  the  same  amount  of  drudgery, 
without  chafing  out  his  fiery  heart.  Now  to  return  to 
our  *  moutous.'  Hester  has  always  been  a  neat  and  care- 
ful housewife,  but  it  lies  not  in  her  to  labor  after  the 
fashion  you  advise,  and  the  little  elegancies  of  housekeep- 
ing, the  care  of  china,  the  adjustment  of  ornament^,  the 
fashioning  of  articles  of  taste  or  utility  for  bed  or  table, 
of  which  she  was  once  so  fond,  it  would  be  positive 
agony  for  her  now  to  undertake,  mockery  even.  It  can- 
not be  suggested  at  all,  such  occupation ;  and  as  to  the 
other,  she  would  take  your  well-meant  advice  as  positive 
insult,  I  know  she  would,  for  it  was  once  my  own  lot  to 
be  put  through  the  same  ordeal,  and  by  a  friend  as  kind 
and  considerate  as  you  are.  But  I  was  never  so  high- 
strung  as  Hester  and  bore  it  better  than  she  could  do. 
Just  think,  Doctor  Clarke,  how  would  that  face  of  agony 
look,  quivering  over  a  shirt-bosom,  and  above  an  iron- 
ing table?  Imagine  those  trembling  lips  and  tearful 
eyes,  straining  and  wistful,  fixed  on  a  cup  and  saucer  or 
a  dish-mop?  It  would  be  the  refinement  of  cruelty  in  a 
case  like  hers,  to  demand  such  effort,  it  would  indeed.'' 

"But,  my  dear  madam,  she  would  forget  herself  in  her 
occupations,  which  would,  at  the  same  time,  give  her 
exercise  and  brace  her  nerves,  don't  you  see?" 

"  We  have  arrived  at  the  point  now,  Doctor  Clarke, 
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beyond  which  we  cannot  go.  Those  few  words  of  yours, 
'  forget  herself/  comprise  the  whole  tlieory  of  her  cure. 
But  I,  who  have  looked  into  this  woman's  secret  heart 
with  a  woman's  curious  eyes,  now  say  to  you  that  it  is 
not  in  such  occupations  she  could  forget  herself  or  merge 
her  peculiar  grief.  No  common  sorrow  as  you  know, 
but  a  passion,  such  as  women  like  her  are  only  capable 
of.  The  Master  knew  what  he  was  doing  when  he  made 
Constance  say,  in  her  great  maternal  agony, 

"  *  No,  I  defy  all  counsel,  aU  redress, 

Bat  that  which  ends  all  counsel— true  redress ; 
Death,  death!' 
Then  again : 

**  *  Thou  art  not  wholly  to  belie  me  so; 
I  am  not  mad,  I  would  to  heaven  I  were, 
For  then  'tis  like  I  should  forget  myself; 
Oh,  if  I  could,  what  grief  should  I  forget  I 
Fare  you  well :  had  you  such  a  loss  as  I, 
I  could  give  beiter  coumel  than  you  do,* 

"  Now,  doctor,  I  will  speak  to  you  in  the  words  of 
Randulph  a  little  farther  on — I,  who  believe  in  assisting, 
not  opposing,  nature  in  her  wrestle  with  human  agony, 
and  bide  my  time  patiently  even  to  do  this  successfully. 

" '  Before  the  curing  of  a  strong  disease. 
Even  in  the  instant  of  repair  and  health, 
The  fit  is  strongest,  evils  that  take  leave. 
On  their  departure,  most  of  all  show  evil ; 
What  have  you  lost  by  losing  of  this  day  f  * 

"  Now  answer  me  that,  doctor,  if  you  can  ?  Why  are 
you  in  such  a  hurry  to  bully  nature  ?'* 

And  Mrs.  Carisbrook,  who  had,  we  suppose,  the  worst 
of  the  argument,  being  a  woman,  looked  as  triumphant 
as  if  she  had  beaten  her  adversary  by  means  of  the  pro- 
foundest  logical  deductions. 
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"  Upon  my  word,  you  have  a  great  memory,  madam, 
and  your  quotations  are  very  apposite ;  but  how  happened 
ycu  to  take  so  strongly  to  Shakespeare?," 

"  Oh,  I  was  an  actress  once  upon  a  time,  when  I  was 
younger,  poorer,  and  better-looking  than  now." 

''An  actress  I  you,  the  most  natural  and  unostentatious 
and  practical  of  women  I " 

"And  where,  pray,  lies  the  inconsistency?"  The  poor 
doctor  could  only  color  a  little  and  stammer  out,  "  Popu- 
lar opinion,  madam,  popular  opinion,  not  mine  at  all.  I 
have  very  little  acquaintance,  I  confess,  with  ladies  of 
your  profession." 

"  Truth  to  tell,  there  are  few  such  in  it,  but  occasionally 
you  will  find  one,  and  the  Mady'  is  always  a  genuine 
article  under  all  circumstances,  therefore  natural  and  un- 
ostentatious ;  besides  Christianity  teaches  us  the  beauty 
of  these  things,  apart  from  good-breeding,  and  I  humbly 
strive  to  be  a  Christian." 

"Madam,"  said  the  doctor,  after  a  short  pause,  "I 
truly  feel  that  my  poor  young  patient  is  safe  in  your 
hands.  Make  her  a  Christian,  madam,  such  a  one  as 
yourself,  and  all  will  be  accomplished ;  but  if  you  can't 
do  this  (and  it  is  a  difficult  thing  in  her  case  and  in  her 
present  frame  of  mind  to  attempt  it  just  now,  I've  failed 
myself),  do  try  with  all  your  powers  to  make  her  forget 
her  individuality  now  and  then,  even — even  if  it  be — ^" 
said  the  doctor,  making  a  strong  effort  to  be  magnani- 
mous, "  by  going  to  the  theatre." 

Mrs.  Carisbrook  rang  a  peal  of  merriment  "  Doctor, 
you  are  perfectly  delightful ! "  she  said, "  the  transparency 
of  your  prejudices  and  your  noble  efforts  to  overcome  them 
alike  entitle  you  to  admiration." 
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He  joined  this  time  in  her  mirth,  but  repelled  her  ac- 
cusations. "  I  am  in  earnest/'  he  said,  "  and  to  show 
you  that  I  am,  I  will  go,  too,  whenever  Mrs.  Howard  is 
able  to  accompany  you.  I,  that  have  not  entered  a 
theatre  for  years." 

"  Very  well,  doctor,  I  shall  hold  you  to  your  promise." 

Lora  came  now  to  say  that  her  mistress  was  awake  and 
would  see  her  fi'iends. 

She  advanced  to  meet  the  doctor  as  he  entered,  and 
greeted  him  with  her  outstretched  hand. 

"  See  what  my  good  fairy  has  been  doing ! "  she  said, 
with  a  faint  smile,  pointing  to  a  basket  of  golden  fruit 
that  stood  on  a  table.  "  Now  you  must  both  partake,  if 
you  want  to  give  me  pleasure.  I  know  not  what  I  have 
done  to  deserve  such  constant  affection  from  two  such 
hearts." 

And  she  burst  into  tears  more  natural  and  gushing 
than  those  slow  crystal  drops  which  ordinarily  fell  one  by 
one  from  her  eyes,  never  weary  of  weeping  since  relaxa- 
tion came  to  replace  that  fierce  tension  of  agony  that  had 
caused  her  so  long  to  writhe  in  serpent  bonds  until  the 
deliverer  came  in  the  shape  of  Doctor  Mordaunt. 

It  need  not  be  said  that  her  friends  enjoyed,  or  seemed 
to  enjoy,  the  fruit  she  barely  tasted,  yet  on  whose  fine 
flavor  she  remarked ;  even  this  was  much  in  her  case. 
The  next  day  flowers  were  brought,  Mrs.  Carisbrook 
having  ascertained  that  these  could  be  procured  from  a 
hot-house  not  very  far  off. 

Some  new  books  from  England  were  waiting  for  her 
at  the  hotel.  Among  these  was  Lady  Norton's  then  new 
novel  of"  Dunleath."  There  was  some  similarity  between 
portions  of  the  life  of  the  heroine  and  her  own  which 
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made  it  deeply  engrossing,  after  once  the  story  had 
fastened  on  her  attention,  to  Hester  Howard,  and  read 
aloud  in  the  clear,  well-modulated  voice  of  Mrs.  Caris- 
brook,  it  soothed  and  interested  her  inexpressibly. 

It  is  something  to  break  up  the  continuance  of  self- 
consciousness  under  any  circumstances,  even  be  they 
pleasurable,  but  to  snatch  a  link  from  the  wearing  chain 
of  grief  is  indeed  a  mercy  and  a  triumph. 

Blessed  are  those  who  possess  the  gift  of  weaving  fic- 
tion so  as  to  simulate  reality,  and  take  the  place  of 
corroding  thought  and  memory,  even  for  a  brief  season 
of  respite.  These  are  to  the  mind  and  heart  what  mag- 
netism is  to  the  nervous  tissue  and  its  slave,  the  body ; 
and  all  who  work  mercy  through  such  agencies  deserve 
alike  to  be  considered  in  the  light  of  emissaries  of  Divine 
Providence. 
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Ah,  my  tender  babes, 
My  unborn  flowers,  new  appearing  sweets. 
If  yet  your  gentle  souls  fly  in  the  air. 
Hover  about  me  with  your  airy  wings, 
And  hear  your  mother's  lamentation  I— Shakespbabb. 

Woman  ? — she  is  his  slave.    She  has  become 

A  thing  I  weep  to  speak,  the  child  of  scorn, 
The  outcast  of  a  desolated  home ; 

Channels  upon  her  cheek  by  waves  are  worn 
Of  fear  and  wretchedness :  full  well  ye  know 

What  woman  if,  for  none  of  woman  bom 
Can  chose  but  drain  the  bitter  dregs  of  woe  I 

This  need  not  be :  let  her  arise. 

Nor  longer  be  forlorn.— Bbtolt  of  Islam. 
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CHAPTER    I. 

"to  BB  OB  NOT    TO    BB,  THAT   18    THB    QUESTION  "—THB 
8BRPBNT  GNAWS  THB  FILB— BBACTION  AND  RBSOLYB. 

rpiHE  winter  wore  on  wearily  to  Hester  Howard^ 
-L  despite  Mrs.  Carisbrook's  presence.  She  had 
ceased  to  talk  of  her  sorrow  or  to  indulge  in  the  vanity 
of  tears  in  the  presence  of  others.  She  had  caused  to  be 
put  out  of  her  sight,  yet  carefully  preserved,  every  gar- 
ment, every  toy,  every  vestige  and  relic  of  her  dead.  She 
-4iever  entered  the  room  in  which  they  died  (Mr.  How- 
ard's chamber  now),  nor  turned  her  &ce  towards  that 
tangled  garden,  once  her  paradise. 

There  those  twin  graves  were  made  by  the  deserted 
summer-house,  so  long  the  place  of  pastime  of  their  in- 
mates, so  vaguely  desolate  now.  Some  day  the  mother 
might  visit  those  calm  sleeping-places  and  plant  fresh 
flowers  above  them,  bedewed  by  tears  of  sorrowful 
submission. 

Not  yet,  not  yet. 

The  time  had  not  come  when  she  could  bear  to  look 
upon  their  beds  of  clay  and  think  of  the  horror  and  cor- 
ruption still  at  work  beneath,  while  the  vivid  vision  of 
life,  and  beauty,  and  sweetness  flashed  before  her  ^'  mind's 
eye''  of  those  seraphic  children,  so  lately  at  her  knee. 

(116) 
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A  strange  sternness  came  to  her  soft  face,  as  if  her 
doom  had  waked  her  to  defiance  and  incredulity  of  every 
mercy ;  yet  her  manner  was  coldly  gentle,  and  at  vari- 
ance with  the  drawn  tightness  of  her  nostril,  the  com- 
pressed fixedness  of  her  usually  mobile  lips,  the  settled 
pallor  of  her  cheek  where  color  had  once  obeyed  emotion, 
the  intense,  far-off  look  of  her  dark  blue  dilating  eyes, 
so  lately  luminous  with  feeling. 

It  was  in  February  that  she  first  consented,  on  Mrs. 
Carisbrook's  account,  to  receive  Mr.  Morton  and  his  wife, 
the  last  a  plain  but  excellent  woman — Mr.  Morton  him- 
self, as  is  so  often  the  case  with  English  actors,  an  ac- 
complished gentleman.  The  effort  she  made  to  conquer 
self  in  doing  this  reacted  favorably  upon  her  whole 
nature.  The  ice  once  broken,  she  found  herself  listening 
with  interest  to  many  of  the  experiences  Mr.  Morton  re- 
counted for  her  entertainment,  chiefly  theatrical,  and  once 
she  caught  herself  saying, 

*'  Really,  all  that  must  be  very  pleasant.  I  should 
like  to  see  one  good  play  myself." 

In  the  next  moment  the  abyss  that  lay  between  her 
and  pleasure  of  all  sort  yawned  again,  and  shivering  with 
the  nervous  agony  her  own  words  had  occasioned,  she 
rose,  and  covering  her  face  with  her  hands  left  the  room 
abruptly. 

"Was  any  pantomime  ever  more  expressive?"  said 
Mr.  Morton,  shaking  his  head  sadly.  "  Poor  thing !  she 
is  unconsciously  a  great  actress,  even  in  her  utter  self- 
engrossment,  a  study  that  might  be  profitable  were  it  not 
so  sad.  Can  nothing  be  done,  my  dear  mother,  to  wean 
her  from  this  all-engrossing  grief?" 

"  Nothing  that  I  can  think  of,  Charles ;  a  wound  must 
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close  before  it  can  heal,  and  even  then  it  is  apt  to  leave 
an  ugly  sear,  and  be  sensitive  to  the  touch  ever  after. 
It  is  best,  I  think,  not  to  pursue  her  too  closely  on  this 
subject,  nor  even  to  appear  to  observe  the  suffering  she 
strives  very  heroically  of  late  to  conceal/^ 

*^Now  if  she  could  be  just  forced  away  from  this  place, 
compelled  to  go  out  in  the  world  and  do  battle  for  her- 
self, it  seems  to  me  that  would  be  the  best  remedy,"  he 
rejoined. 

"Dr.  Clarke,  again!"  murmured  Mrs.  Carisbrook, 
shaking  her  head ;  then  suddenly  looking  up,  ^'Charles," 
she  said,  "  when  you  had  typhoid  fever  don't  you  remem- 
ber how  it  caused  you  to  relapse  to  take  a  long  drive  one 
day,  through  injudicious  advice,  that  overtaxed  your 
strength?  Yet,  in  your  usual  health,  the  exercise  would 
have  cost  you  scarce  an  effort  and  been  decidedly  benefi- 
cial. So  it  is  with  her ;  she  is  barely  convalescent  yet, 
not  fully  strong,  and  her  own  instincts  can  best  direct  her 
energies.  The  glare  of  the  world,  believe  me,  would  kill 
that  woman  now." 

Not  convinced,  but  still  deferentially  and  habitually 
yielding  the  point  to  his  mother,  manager  Morton  de- 
parted on  his  homeward  way,  with  his  fond  little  wife 
clinging  to  his  arm,  silently,  as  he  went,  revolving  a 
social  problem. 

'*  Mary,  I  know  you  to  be  a  woman  of  feeling,"  he  said 
at  last,  "  as  deep  and  strong  as  Mrs.  Howard's,  yet  you 
didn't  *take  on'  in  this  way  when  our  beloved  Bernard 
died — ^the  flower  of  all  our  flock" — and  he  sighed  deeply. 
'*  Why  was  this,  dear  wife?  What  constitutes  the  differ- 
ence in  the  grief  of  you  two  good  women?" 

"  Oh,  I  had  you,  Charles,"  and  she  drew  his  arm  close 
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to  her  bosom  as  she  spoke^  stirred  bj  the  memoiy  of  her 
own  sorrow  to  heave  convulsively. 

'^  Her  husband  is  so  unworthy^  people  say ;  she  has  no 
staff  of  comfort,  no  pillar  of  reliance,  and  but  for  your  kind 
mother,  I  scarce  know  what  would  have  become  of  her/' 

"  Mother  is  a  very  noble  woman,"  he  remarked.  "  A 
perfect  enthusiast,  though !  She  magnifies  her  few  thou- 
sand pounds  through  the  medium  of  her  own  generous 
eyesight,  and  goes  about  doing  queenly  acts  with  her  small 
means,  which  had  better  be  reserved  for  a  rainy  day,  or — ** 

"  Our  children,  Charles,"  laughed  back  his  wife.  "Oh, 
mercenary  husband  I  I  see  into  your  cupidity  and  con- 
demn it.  Let  the  dear  woman  have  her  pleasure  in  her 
own  way ;  it  is  a  noble  one.  I  cannot  think  our  children 
will  be  the  losers  by  her  generosity,  for  she  is  just,  and 
will  reserve  the  principal  for  them  alone,  believe  me. 
Her  interest  she  certainly  has  the  right  to  dispense  as  it 
pleases  her,  and  to  whom  she  chooses." 

"  Mary,  there  is  no  one  half  so  disinterested  as  you  are 
on  this  side  of  paradise.  I  have  yet  to  hear  you  utter  a 
mean  sentiment,  or  to  know  you  do  a  mean  act ;  but  by- 
the-by,  wife,  you  stammered  dreadfully  last  night  in  your 
new  role  of  Nerissa.  I  never  saw  you  so  little  at  home 
on  the  stage." 

"  Miss  Meadows  is  such  a  poor  Portia,"  she  rejoined. 
"  I  forgot  my  own  part  in  trying  to  give  her  the  cue, 
which  she  needed  all  the  time.  Indeed  I  think  her  pow- 
ers are  very  limited — a  pretty  face,  that  is  all — and  so 
entirely  absorbed  with  her  wish  for  admiration,  natural, 
you  know,  Charles,  to  some  girls,  and  no  great  harm, 
though  fatal  to  the  success  of  an  actress,  who  should 
forget  herself  in  her  character." 
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^'Toa  are  right/^  he  obeervecL  ^'Miss  Meadows  is 
not  one  of  Shakespeare's  women^  nor  capable  of  compre- 
hending them.  She  would  pass  very  well  in  vaudeville, 
or  even  melo-drama ;  but  she  murders  the  Master.  Now 
if  we  only  had — ^^  he  stopped,  then  added,  "  but  that  is 
not  to  be  thought  of  now,  if  ever.*' 

^'I  know  what  you  mean,''  said  his  wife,  ^^and  what 
you  or  Mrs.  Carisbrook  could  not  hazard  I  will  do.  I 
will  speak  to  her,  Charles,  about  it  and  let  you  know  the 
result.  She  will  not  be  vexed  with  me,  and  the  experi- 
ment is  worth  making." 

''Tour  simplicity  is  so  straightforward  that  I  believe 
you  could  approach  a  queen  on  her  throne,  nor  be  re- 
pelled. Do  as  you  please,  Mary,  and  if  you  succeed  in 
overcoming  scruples,  which  amount  only  to  squeamish- 
ness,  since  sooner  or  later  in  her  condition  an  effort  must 
be  made  for  personal  support  of  some  kind,  why  I  can 
only  say  it  will  be  a  good  thing  all  round." 

So  leaving  this  worthy  couple  to  jog  arm  in  arm 
through  the  uneven  and  badly  lighted  streets  of  San 
Francisco  (as  it  was  then)  on  their  way  to  the  small  tene- 
ment they  had  taken  temporarily  in  preference  to  re- 
maining longer  at  the  crowded  and  comfortless  hotel — a 
tenement  literally  overflowing  with  children,  and  in  which 
there  was  no  room  for  Mrs.  Carisbrook — we  will  return 
to  the  domicile  of  the  Howards,  in  which  two  ladies  are 
sitting  late  over  a  smouldering  fire,  waiting  the  coming 
in  for  the  night  of  an  ill-r^ulated  and  unworthy  host 
and  husband,  and  deeply  engaged  in  the  meanwhile  in 
conversation.  Each  ignorant  of  the  colloquy  of  the  other, 
a  coincidence  will  be  perceived  between  the  suggestions 
of  the  two  conversational  couples  which  simply  proves 
that  the  time  had  matured  for  action. 
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"  Come  out  of  myself?  *'  said  Hester,  leaning  her  head 
on  her  hand  and  bending  over  the  firebrands  in  an  atti- 
tude of  weary  despondency.  "Yes,  Mrs.  Carisbrook, 
that  is  what  all  who  care  for  me  counsel  me  to  do ;  but  I 
can  only  do  at  best  like  the  poor  snail  who  drags  his 
burden  behind  him,  even  though  he  virtually  creeps  out 
of  his  shell,  a  greater  slave  to  self  than  if  he  abode  therein 
forever.     I  cannot  say  with  Tennyson : 

"  *  'Tis  better  to  have  loved  and  lost^ 
Than  never  to  have  loved  at  all.' 

I  wish  I  could !  I  should  be  a  better  and  braver  woman. 

But  I  cannot,  so  there  it  ends.     I  ask  only  to  forget. 

** '  Teach  it  me,  if  70a  can — forgetfcdness.' 

"Miss  Landon's  querulous  appeal  contains  the  true  cry 
of  the  hopeless  soul.'' 

"  Of  the  ^otist,  the  epicurean  rather,  Hester  Howard  I 
Memory  is  God's  mirror.'' 

"  I  like  the  thought,  but  I  cannot  echo  it.  Listen  I 
I  have  been  thinking  of  late  that  there  is  but  one  talis- 
man for  grief  like  mine,  and  that  is  gold.  Don't  start. 
The  bathos  is  terrific,  but  there  is,  nevertheless,  common 
sense  in  the  idea.  Gold  is  the  true  eh'xir  of  life,  dear 
friend,  for  such  as  I  am.  I  must  be  able  to  change  all 
of  my  surroundings,  stand  on  a  new  platform,  see  life 
from  a  higher  range,  before  I  can  merge  my  sorrow  in 
the  only  possible  way — in  novelty.  I  must  be  rich  enough 
to  choose  my  life  as,  Cicero  says,  'few  are  permitted  to 
do  save  the  gifted/  to  traverse  the  face  of  the  civilized 
globe,  and  view  the  mighty  nations  face  to  face  :  nor  this 
alone — I  must  be  able  to  see  all  their  treasures  of  art,  and 
hear  the  grand  music  of  their  masters,  where  alone  it  can 
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be  fitly  rendered.  Thus  only  can  I  put  aside  individu- 
ality, the  nightmare  of  existence,  or  forget  those  graves,^ 
and  with  averted  face  and  introverted  hand  she  pointed 
in  the  direction  indicated  by  her  words.  "  Now,  friend, 
you  have  my  sole  alternative.^' 

''An  expensive  one,''  said  Mrs.  Carisbrook,  dryly. 

''An  impossible  one  as  matters  stand,"  said  Hester. 
"A  hasheesh  vision — nothing  more — soon  over." 

"  I  never  suspected  you  before  of  worldliness,  Hester, 
or  overreaching  ambition,"  said  her  friend. 

"  You  opened  the  gateway,  and  now  you  would  drive 
me  back,"  was  the  reply  of  Hester,  smiling  faintly.  "  I 
was  contented  in  my  obscurity,  in  my  ignorance,  until 
you  came.  You  educated  me,  when  you  permeated  my 
being  with  Shakespeare,  to  unrest  and  endeavor.  Come, 
I  will  tell  you  what  I  did  this  evening  when  I  went  so 
suddenly  to  my  chamber,  I  sat  down  by  my  hearth,  and 
made  new  resolutions.  I  resolved  to  throw  off  thia 
incubus  in  the  only  way  possible  to  me — the  only  way 
that  promises  a  fulfilment  of  my  dream.  Then  I  rose 
and  removed  the  veil  from  my  mirror  that  has  hung 
there  so  long,  you  know,  and  let  down  my  massive  hair 
and  studied  my  own  lineaments,  one  by  one,  as  I  might 
have  done  those  of  a  stranger.  '  They  will  answer  the 
purpose,'  I  whispered  to  myself.  '  They  will  help  me  to 
my  end :  that  is  all  I  want  of  them — expression,  strength, 
slendemess,  all  combined,  will  suit  the  necessities  of 
almost  every  situation  in  which  I  may  be  placed  by  my 
avocation.'  You  understand  me  by  this  time,  Mrs. 
Carisbrook  I  I  see  that  in  your  speaking  eyes.  I  am 
resolved  to  offer  my  services  to  Mr.  Morton,  as  an  inter- 
preter of  Shakespeare,  and  I  trust  the  rest  may  follow." 
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So  the  reader  will  see  that  hy  this  ooincidenoe  of 
resolve  good  Mrs.  Morton  was  anticipated  though  she 
never  knew  it. 

^^A  noble  resolution/'  said  Mrs.  Carisbrook^  when  she 
recovered  from  her  surprise.  "But  what  will  Mr. 
Howard  say  ?  and  my  dear  child^  don't  you  know  that 
without  peculiar  legal  forms,  as  ^t  as  you  make  this 
money  he  will  demand,  absorb,  and  squander  it  ? '' 

"  I  will  release  my  claims  on  his  property ;  then  we 
are  quits.'' 

"  Do  you  mean  to  leave  your  husband  in  this  new  ar- 
rangement, my  dear  Hester  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Carisbrook,  ab- 
ruptly, with  a  heightened  color,  ascribable  to  very  conflict- 
ing emotions;  for  much  as  she  pitied  Hester,  between 
whom  and  herself  no  direct  confidence  had  existed  on 
this  subject,  she  still  cherished  the  prestige  of  conjugal 
duty  and  devotion  with  unusual  pertinacity ;  and  yet  she 
knew  in  this  case  of  so  many  extenuating  circumstances  I 

"  Just  as  he  pleases,"  said  Hester,  quietly.  "  There  is 
one  thing  I  am  resolved  on,  however :  that  if  I  succeed,  our 
purses  are  to  be  separate  as  our  lives  are  now.  This  will  be 
better  for  him  as  well  as  for  me,  I  am  certain.  You  can- 
not think,"  and  she  looked  her  friend  full  in  the  eyes  seri- 
ously for  one  moment,  "  that  I  would  hesitate  to  divide 
with  him,  who  was  their  fiither,  my  last  crust.  All  I  ask 
is  to  feel  secure,  for  both  our  sakes,  against  misfortune." 

"Ah  I  I  approve  of  that  thoroughly ;  but  you  know, 
of  course,  that  the  intervention  of  a  trustee  can  alone 
protect  you  against" — hesitating  slightly — "your  tyrant 
(Hester,  the  word  will  out);  for  in  this  respect  your  laws 
are  like  our  own." 

"  Yes ;  I  know.     All  that  can  be  easily  attended  to. 
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though,  when  the  time  comes.  I  shall  not  fiiil  in  duty  to 
myself,  should  I  gain  my  end ;  nor  yet  to  him/' 

"Poop  child — poor  child  I''  said  Mrs.  Carisbrook, 
bending  eyes  of  honest  compassion  on  the  sad,  sweet  &ce 
befere  her.  "  I  conceive  now  for  the  first  time,  it  seems 
to  me,  the  whole  extent  of  your  desolation,  since  out  of 
it  such  character  is  developed." 

^'Do  you  t  '^  said  Hester,  rising  as  she  spoke,  and  stand- 
ing with  folded  arms  as  rigid  as  a  statue  on  the  hearth- 
stone, while  she  gazed  far  down  into  the  smouldering 
embers,  as  if  she  sought  there  to  discover  a  dropped 
jewel.  "  Do  you  ?  '*  and  a  strange,  sad  smile  flickered 
over  her  &ce,  then  died  away  into  grayness,  as  she  said, 
with  lifted  eyes  and  shaking  head,  "No,  Mrs.  Caris- 
brook,  none  but  Grod  has  ever  conceived  of,  or  £stthomed 
my  desolation,  and  He — is  pitiless." 

"  Hester,  you  must  not  judge  your  Creator;  you  must 
not  dare  to  do  this,  even  in  the  depths  of  your  own 
heart,  far  less  must  you  call  a  witness  to  such  injustice." 

"  Let  Him  show  then  that  He  pities  me,"  she  pursued. 
^^  It  is  not  yet  too  late :  even  human  tyrants  enrich  the 
survivors  of  the  victims  they  have  slain  when  the  storm 
of  rage  is  over.  We  have  such  instances  in  history 
everywhere,  you  know.  It  would  be  as  easy  to  Him  to 
give  me  the  gold  I  crave,  as  a  cup  of  cold  water  to  a 
b^gar,  or  a  sheaf  of  leaves  to  a  marmot,  or  winter-nuts 
to  a  squirrel.  I  am  no  better  in  His  eyes,  perhaps,  than 
these.  He  who  is  so  universally  benevolent,  and  yet  so 
signally  cruel,  let  Him  repair  His  wrong." 

"Conditions  with  your  Grod,  Hester  Howard  I  Do 
you  dare  even  to  propose  such  a  thing  ?  Why  this  is 
impious,  if  not  the  mood  of  insanity  itself.     K  He  you 
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arraign  so  coolly  were  to  strike  you  down  paralyzed  or 
dead  before  me  for  such  presumption,  it  would  not  sur- 
prise me,  and  I  should  still  believe  He  loved  you,  even 
in  the  chastisement/' 

"  Let  it  come,"  said  Hester,  grimly.  "  I  am  not  afraid, 
so  that  the  blow  bring  unconsciousness  with  it ;  an  end 
to  grief,  r^ret,  monotony,  disgrace.  Death  is  a  boon  I 
have  craved  for  some  time;  but  this  Mife  in  death'  of 
mine  is  unendurable.  God,  who  is  so  strong,  so  great, 
so  inscrutable,  who  can  strike  or  spare  us  when  He  will, 
build  up  or  crush  us  to  the  earth  by  a  sign,  by  a  breath 
— Grod,  who  is  so  inexplicable  to  His  poor,  blind  worms, 
as  His  teachers  call  us,  ought  to  forgive  the  rebellion  of 
His  creatures  who  comprehend  not  His  mysteries.  I 
have  been  so  bitterly  chastised  very  recently,"  she  added, 
coldly,  "that  I  do  think  it  probable  the  Juggernaut 
car  has  rolled  on  to  crush  other  wretches,  that  lie  as  I 
did  helpless  in  the  road.  I  am  not  one  of  the  elect,  it 
seems,  of  Heaven.  Let  us  see  what  endeavor  can  do 
for  me  on  sordid  earth.  Who  knows  that  I  may  not  be 
yet  one  of  the  world's  prosperous  children,  the  elect  of 
society?  'It  is  a  kind  of  happiness,'  Rochefoucauld 
says,  'to  know  to  what  extent  we  may  be  unhappy.' 
You  see  what  sort  of  bliss  remains  for  me."  And  again 
she  laughed  that  low,  wild,  rippling  laugh  that  chilled 
her  friend's  heart. 

"  This  is  very  dreadful,  Hester ;  yet  I  trust  that  when 
the  stone  is  rolled  away,  an  angel  may  be  found  sitting 
in  the  sepulchre." 

Soon  after  this  they  parted  for  the  night — Hester  to 
sleep  soundly,  as  one  relieved  of  a  burden,  Mrs.  Caris- 
brook  to  watch  and  pray,  until  the  still  small  hours 
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should  bring  back  unsteady  footsteps  seeking  that  lonely 
apartment^  now  assigned  by  his  own  request  to  the 
master  of  the  house — the  deserted  nursery— once  the 
abode  of  in&ncy  and  innocence. 


CHAPTER   II. 

THE  OPIATE  OF  OCCXTPATION— SCORPION  STINGS— HESTER'S 
DEBUT  AND  SUCCESS. 

TiyTR.  HOWARD  and  Doctor  Clarke,  each  in  his 
-*^-L  own  way,  meeting  for  the  first  time  on  common 
ground,  opposed  Hester's  resolution  when  made  known 
to  them ;  the  first  clamorously  and  with  many  vaunts  of 
name  and  position  not  to  be  thus  sullied,  a  suggestion  at 
which  Mrs.  Carisbrook's  eye  flashed  and  lip  curled,  but 
which  only  provoked  an  amused  smile  on  Hester's  face ; 
the  last  on  the  common  principles  of  prestige  and  preju- 
dice, of  which  he  could  not  rid  his  mind. 

Neither  objection  had  the  slightest  weight  with  the 
person  against  whom  it  was  levelled.  She  had  made  up 
her  mind  to  give  her  own  powers  a  fair  ti'ial  and  could 
not  be  either  bullied  or  dissuaded  fix)m  carrying  out  her 
experiment.  Mrs.  Carisbrook  said  nothing,  one  way  or  the 
other ;  indeed  she  began  to  feel  a  grave  sense  of  responsi- 
bility, when  she  recalled  former  conversations,  that  must 
have  biased  Mrs.  Howard's  inclinations,  and  to  regret 
that  she  had  ever  suggested  aught  that  might  increase 
the  domestic  discord  of  her  hosts,  or  rather  divide  them 
further. 
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Manager  Morton,  to  whom  Hester  made  application 
before  acquainting  her  husband  with  her  resolution,  was 
quite  beside  himself  with  delight.  He  had  an  honest 
love  for  his  profession,  and  a  wish  to  dignify  it,  which 
exceeded  even  personal  interests;  and  his  representations 
had  finally  their  weight  with  Mr.  Howard,  who  made  a 
great  merit  of  withdrawing  his  opposition,  especially  after 
he  found  that  Hester  lookei  upon  it  as  a  matter  of  moon- 
shine, and  that  there  was  a  prospect  of  substantial  gain 
from  the  indulgence  of  her  scheme. 

One  thing  he  insisted  on,  however,  with  all  the  perti- 
nacity of  pettiness,  and  all  the  airs  of  an  injured  sovereign. 
His  name,  the  name  of  the  great  Maryland  fiimily  from 
which  he  sprang,  that  old  time-honored  English  name  (to 
which  a  wit  affixed  so  significant  and  disgraceful  a 
rhyme  in  his  well-remembered  satire),  should  never  come 
in  contact  with  the  stage. 

Call  herself  what  she  would,  Hester  should  not  degrade 
his  patronymic.  Her  own  she  could  do  as  she  pleased 
with. 

"  But  I  do  not  esteem  it  degradation,  Mr.  Howard,'' 
rgoined  his  wife.  "  I  shall  never  do  anything,  I  trust, 
to  disgrace  the  name  I  bear  or  once  bore." 

^'  Kesume  your  fitther's  name  then,  if  you  think  so,  as 
your  stage  title.  I  shall  test  your  sincerity  by  this 
proof,  I  think.  You  would  do  nothing  to  fix  a  stain 
on  his  name,  I  am  well  aware,  but  mine  is  a  horse  of 
another  color." 

"Then  I  will  prove  to  you  that  I  am  candid,"  she 
said,  coloring  slightly.  "  My  Other's  name  was  *  Lynne,' 
my  mother's  'Myrtis:'  now  how  do  you  think  ^Myrtis 
Lynne'  would  sound?'    'Mrs.  Myrtis  Lynne.'    It  is 
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eaphoniooEi^  I  ihink^  don't  yoa?  And  I  will  keep 
*  Hester  *  as  well  as  *  Howard '  for  home  nse  alone.*' 

This  pleased,  or  rather  mollified  him. 

The  box  was  closely  latticed  which  had  been  set  aside 
for  Mrs.  Howard  and  his  mother  by  manager  Morton, 
as  a  point  for  study,  more  valuable  than  any  course  that 
lessons  could  impart  to  the  novice  in  the  histrionic  art. 
It  seemed  to  the  observer,  however,  that  divergence, 
rather  than  imitation,  must  be  the  mode  intended  for  her 
adoption,  so  coarse  appeared  almost  every  portrayal  of 
character  compared  to  her  ideal. 

Honest  in  her  intentions,  she  fixed  her  mind  on  what 
she  saw  and  heard,  and  made  the  stage  the  centre  for 
every  thought,  save  when  at  some  unexpected  moment 
the  old  agony  plucked  at  her  heart-strings. 

The  &ces  of  little  children  in  the  boxes  sometimes 
riveted  her  attention,  and  again  the  resemblance  to  her 
own  would  flash  irresistibly  across  her  brain  and  almost 
madden  her. 

"O  God,  how  like  Gilbert!''  Mrs.  Carisbrook  heard 
her  exclaim  one  night  in  the  midst  of  an  impassioned 
scene,  that  she  wished  especially  to  study ;  and  pale  and 
trembling  she  threw  herself  back  on  her  seat  and  burst 
into  a  passion  of  low,  bitter  sobbing.  Again  it  was 
a  little  dark-eyed  girl,  the  image  of  her  lost  darling,  that 
taxed  her  heart  to  agony.  It  was  from  glimpses  like 
these  that  her  friend  saw  how  agonizing  her  struggles 
were,  and  more  than  ever  comprehended  the  necessity  of 
shaped  endeavor  for  a  great  loving  soul  beating  itself  to 
death  against  the  bars  of  its  cage,  like  an  imprisoned 
bird,  for  want  of  room  to  spread  its  powerful  wings. 

It  was  settled  that  in  June  Hester  Howard  should  ap- 
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pear  in  the  part  of  Portia,  that  of  Shylock  being  assigned 
to  a  temporary  star,  who  shone  benignly  on  tliis  conjunc- 
tion of  the  planets.  Perhaps  the  play  could  not  have 
been  better  chosen  for  the  class  of  men  who  were  to  con- 
stitute its  audience.  Most  of  these  were  adventurers,  en- 
dowed with  enterprise  and  energy,  whose  fate  was  inti- 
mately bound  up  with  traffic  and  commerce.  Some  of 
them  had  rich  argosies  at  sea,  laden  with  grain  or  gold  dust, 
going  and  coming  through  the  Golden  Gkite,  and  ooald 
sympathize  to  the  full  with  Antonio  in  the  merciless 
clutches  of  the  Jew.  Most  of  these  men  had  left  behind 
them  sisters  or  sweethearts  that  kindly  disposed  them 
towards  all  fair  women  in  that  strange  land,  and  lent  a 
chivalric  tinge  to  their  ideas  of  female  perfection. 

Richly  and  becomingly  attired  in  the  velvet,  and  lace, 
and  jewels,  that  Mrs.  Carisbrook  had  reserved  from  her 
own  stage  wardrobe,  and  with  the  air  of  refinement  that 
bespoke  gentle  birth  and  culture,  Hester  stood  before  an 
audience  to  which  she  was  too  indifiFerent  for  stage  fright, 
and  yet  the  approbation  of  which  she  craved  at  the  same 
time,  from  the  deep  motive  of  necessity.  In  the  first 
scene  with  Nerissa— one  never  very  much  to  her  taste — 
there  was  a  latent  coldness  which  made  the  heart  of  the 
manager  sink  within  him,  for  he  dreaded  lest  it  might 
be  an  organic  defect  which  would  pervade  all  future 
rendition. 

As  she  proceeded  she  warmed  to  her  endeavor,  and 
after  a  time,  self,  friends,  sorrow,  theatre,  husband,  audi- 
ence, all  passed  out  of  sight  as  completely  as  though  she 
had  always  dwelt  in  a  distinct  region.  She  was  alone 
with  Shakespeare.  She  was  Portia,  the  cause  she  plead 
was  a  real  one,  and,  as  on  her  marriage  day,  out  of  cloud 
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and  shadow  came  reality,  she  sacceeded,  and  the  alle- 
giance she  gave  her  art  seemed  a  new  marriage  bond,  so 
earnest,  so  fiiithful  was  it. 

She  had  indeed  ^^  come  out  of  herself  at  last,''  as  she 
had  long  wished  to  do,  and  the  joy  of  her  new  existence 
for  a  time  baoyed  up  her  spirits  above  the  common  ills 
that  8unx>unded  her. 

It  is  a  mistake  to  think  that  it  requires  scholarship  to 
comprehend  Shakespeare.  The  passions  he  represents — 
love,  jealousy,  hate,  revenge — are  common  to  mankind, 
and  those  who  run  may  read,  in  spite  of  criticism.  As 
for  the  actor,  he  must  know  temporary  annihilation  of 
self — transfiguration,  so  to  speak — not  less  divine  in  its 
effects  than  that  imagined  and  portrayed  by  mediaeval 
painters. 

''What  a  beautiful  creature  she  is!"  said  Miss  La 
Marque,  the  acknowledged  belle  of  San  Francisco,  who 
sat  in  the  front  box,  herself  the  "observed  of  all  observ- 
ers," dressed  in  white  with  crimson  roses  in  her  black 
hair,  and  a  Cashmere  shawl  of  the  same  rich  color  thrown 
lightly  around  her  superb  cream-colored  shoulders. 

"Ah,  yes — quite  beautiful,  I  decla-aw" — drawled  Lan 
Clinton,  to  whom  the  remark  had  been  addressed,  merely 
because  he  chanced  to  be  next  to  the  speaker,  for  she  was 
surrounded  by  a  bevy  of  beaux,  like  a  honeysuckle  in 
foil  bloom  by  humming-birds.  "  Not  my  sty-le  though, 
I-aw-oonfess.  I  pre&w  something  grander,  deeper- 
chested  ;  more-aw,  in  short,  more,"  and  he  glanced  sig- 
nificantly at  the  white  and  lovely  neck  of  Miss  La 
Marque,  perhaps  a  thought  too  bare,  but  of  marble  per- 
fectness  and  purity, "  more-^w  unaUainabkJ' 

The  lady  involuntarily  drew  her  shawl  more  closely 
8 
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aroand  her  neck,  and  with  an  arch  of  her  swan-like 
throat,  and  a  curl  of  her  lip,  glanced  proudly  and  re- 
bukingly  at  her  interlocutor,  who  saw  that  he  had  gone 
one  step  too  &r,  but  affected  not  to  notice  her  change  of 
manner. 

"She  is  some  New  York  adventuress,  I  suppose,"  he 
added,  carelessly ;  "they  are  always  fast  creatures." 

"  You  never  were  more  mistaken  in  your  life,"  said 
the  low,  steady  voice  of  Will  Connelly  close  to  his  ear, 
"  this  lady  is  the  neglected  wife  of  Jule  Howard,  who 
lost  her  children,  you  may  remember,  a  year  ago.  Don't 
you  recollect  the  visit  of  the  French  servant  to  the  club- 
house ?  Don't  you  remember  what  trouble  we  had  in 
hunting  up  the  husband  from  some  den  of  iniquity?" 

"  Confine  yourself  to  the  truth,  my  boy.  It  was  you 
who  played  the  part  of  good  Samaritan,  and  poured  oil 
and  wine  into  the  bleeding  wounds  caused  by  King  Alco- 
hol ;  not  I,  forsooth !  I  have  nothing  to  do,  aw- with 
domestic  tragedies,"  and  he  settled  his  shirt  collar  super- 
ciliously. 

"What  are  you  murmuring  about,  Mr.  Connelly  ?  "  asked 
Miss  La  Marque,  suspiciously.  She  had  no  wish  that  on 
her  account  a  quarrel  should  be  fixed  on  one  she  scarcely 
deemed  responsible,  and  felt  quite  equal  to  avenge  her 
own  social  wrongs  in  her  own  way  and  at  her  own  time. 

"I  was  telling  Mr.  Clinton  how  entirely  he  was  mis- 
taken in  his  estimate  of  our  '  Portia '  of  the  night," 
frankly  replied  Will  Connelly,  who,  well  dressed,  and 
clean  shaven,  and  with  the  beaming  expression  the 
presence  of  Miss  La  Marque  ever  awakened  in  his 
countenance,  looked  a  very  different  person  from  our  old 
acquaintance  of  the  club-house. 
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"Do  tell  me  all  about  her;  she  is  the  loveliest  crea- 
ture I  ever  beheld  in  my  life/'  said  Miss  La  Marque, 
eagerly,  clasping  her  snowy  hands,  which,  as  the  narrative 
proceeded,  gradually  subsided  into  her  lap,  where  they 
lay  motionless,  while  every  eloquent  feature  of  the  belle 
of  San  Francisco  responded  to  the  affecting  story  of  a 
sister's  sorrows.  While  Will  Connelly  was  relating  the 
simple  story  of  Mrs.  Howard's  wrongs  and  self-abnega- 
tion, Lan  Clinton  was  affectedly  fanning  himself  with 
the  magnificent  Spanish  fitn,  with  its  carved  mother-of- 
pearl  frame,  and  sniffing  at  the  bouquet  of  Miss  La 
Marque — articles  of  which  he  had  taken  cool  possession 
before  he  hazarded  his  &tal  '^  coup  d'^tat.^' 

"  It  will  postpone  the  denouement  a  little  while,  that 
is  all,"  he  thought,  complacently.  "I  have  surprised 
her.  I  must  give  her  time  to  recover.  I  thought  she 
had  more  breadth  of  character  by  this  time.  Twenty- 
six  years  old,  if  a  day,  and  her  own  mistress  so  long !  I 
wonder  if  Will  Connelly  thinks  he  can  enter  the  lists 
with  me — ^a  Clinton,  one  of  the  New  York  Clintons — 
widiculous  I  ^^ 

He,  too,  it  will  be  remembered,  was  one  of  the 
"  mutual  insurance  society,"  as  they  were  derisively  called 
in  San  Francisco — men  living  chiefly  on  their  wits,  and 
standing  up  to  each  other  through  thick  and  thin,  wel- 
fare or  adversity,  shoulder  to  shoulder,  until  unanimity 
became  power. 

The  Llama  of  Thibet  was  scarcely  more  invisible  to 
the  public  eye  than  was  Mrs.  Myrtis  Lynne,  save  on 
those  occasions  when  she  confronted  it  on  the  boards, 
and  this,  perhaps,  unintentionally  added  to  her  attrac- 
tions.    Even  Miss  La  Marque  was  disappointed  in  her 
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hope  of  seeing  her  in  private  by  the  polite  but  decided 
refusal  to  make  any  new  acquaintances  conveyed  in  Hes- 
-  ter's  note  of  reply  to  her  own,  proposing  to  set  a  time  for 
an  especial  call. 

This  refusal  manager  Morton  explained  away  as  well 
as  he  was  able,  on  the  ground  of  the  urgency  of  study 
and  domestic  occupation,  and  recent  bereavement,  and 
the  spoiled  young  girl  of  society  was  generous  enough  to 
sympathize  with  these  excuses. 

We  shall  not  see  her  again  in  the  course  of  this  narra- 
tive; this  San  Francisco  maiden,  in  all  her  calm  and 
magnificent  beauty,  and  wilful  power  of  undisputed 
bellehood.  So  it  is  as  well  to  say  at  once  that  after  Mr. 
Connelly  had  risen  to  the  post  of  Alcalde,  and  proved 
himself  worthy  of  her  confidence,  she  bestowed  upon 
him  her  statuesque  hand  and  colossal  fortune,  and  at  his 
request  assigned  apartments  in  one  of  her  houses  to  his 
"intimate  enemy,"  Lan  Clinton,  and  the  accomplished 
colored  disciple  of  the  last-named  worthy,  Polydore.  So 
that  this  privileged  person  shook  in  peace  and  luxury 
his  cap  and  bells  thereafter. 

It  was  decided  that  aft;er  the  season  was  over  in  San 
Francisco,  Mrs.  Myrtis  Lynne  should  play  her  round  of 
characters  on  the  boards  of  the  great  Eastern  cities,  and 
thus  test  her  own  ability. 

This  plan  was  carried  into  effect  with  signal  success 
botli  to  herself  and  friends.  Yet  already  her  spirits 
flagged.  The  cup  of  disappointment  was  held  to  her 
lips,  and  the  torch  of  hope  that  had  burned  so  brightly 
at  first  was  again  reversed. 

Tlie  occupation  that  Hester  Howard  had  selected  (as 
one  ignorant  of  the  necessities  of  her  nature  and  position 
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might  have  sapposed  she  had  done)  was  not  congenial 
to  her  taste  or  organization^  and  on  near  inspection  lost 
much  of  its  outward  charm.  She  was  ailer  a  season  no 
longer  lifted  out  of  herself  bj  its  teachings,  as  she  had 
Iioped  to  continue  to  be,  save  when  transfused  before  an 
audience  into  some  ideal  personation,  for  a  few  hours  of 
effort;  nor  yet  did  it  fill  her  powers  as  she  had  supposed 
it  would  do,  for  hers  was  a  creative  mind  even  more 
than  a  receptive  or  imitative  one. 

Deliberately  as  she  may  have  seemed  to  have  chosen 
it,  this  vocation  had  been  forced  on  her  acceptance  by 
circumstances  more  or  less  evident  to  the  reader,  and 
altogether  apart  from  her  native  character.  Yet,  it  ap- 
pears difficult,  even  from  what  motives  are  apparent,  to 
reconcile  to  a  stranger's  mind  this  new  life  with  the  old, 
this  quick  decision  with  the  accustomed  dreamy  submis- 
sion, and  the  habit  of  entire  dependence  and  domestic 
reserve,  which  had  been  her  early  characteristics. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  it  is  no  less  certain  that  afler  a  time 
came  a  miserable  reaction,  when,  but  for  the  prestige  of 
the  past,  her  vocation  might  have  failed  her  utterly;  and 
yet,  as  the  illusions  of  her  art  fisided  one  by  one  before 
her  like  the  colors  of  the  dying  dolphin,  erst  so  splendid 
in  his  native  seas,  leaving  it  at  last  cold,  and  gray,  and 
dead,  the  creative  power  that  lay  deep  within  her 
jiature  dawned  into  being,  and  b^an  to  put  forth  and 
unfold  its  wings. 

The  stage  became  almost  insupportable  to  her  now, 
yet  none  the  less  did  she  devote  to  it  all  of  her  enei^es, 
mechanical  as  seemed  her  art,  compared  to  those  of  the 
originators,  the  poet,  the  novelist,  the  painter. 

She  had  never  cared  for  individual  or  personal  ad- 
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miration^  and  that  of  the  public  already  satiated  and  dis- 
gusted her ;  nor  did  the  gold  she  had  craved  for  pur- 
poses of  self-alienation  flow  in  upon  her  in  such  pactolian 
streams  as  had  been  promised  or  prophesied  by  her  own 
imagination. 

Enough  for  reasonable  wants  she  had^  but  whatever 
means  she  had  been  able  to  command  or  save  beyond  her 
necessities  and  those  of  Mr.  Howard  (luxurious  as  were 
his  requisitions)  had  been  sti'ictly  devoted  to  the  pay- 
ment of  his  creditors.  They  were  now  out  of  debt^  and 
in  a  certain  degree  her  husband's  respectability  had  been 
restored;  yet,  through  the  long  vista  of  years  before  her, 
she  could  see  no  other  mode  of  gaining  her  livelihood 
and  his  than  to  pursue  the  path  she  trod  with  such  fidr 
success  and  such  unwilling  feet. 

Yet,  even  as  she  felt  this  strong  and  sick  revulsion 
against  the  art  she  had  adopted,  did  the  true  Undine  of 
her  soul  b^in  to  break  the  seal  that  closed  the  well  of 
revivifying  water,  preparatory  to  her  ascension  and 
revelation. 

From  the  chaos  of  that  old  clasped  book  of  shreds  and 
patches,  that  fragmentary  record  of  hopes,  dreams,  disap- 
pointments, aspirations,  joy,  and  grief,  tliat  witness-box 
of  her  spirit,  came  forth  a  majestic  presence,  evoked  per- 
haps by  the  mighty  wand  of  Shakespeare's  self  (and  who 
would  not  be  proud  to  owe  inspiration  to  such  a  source?) 
destined  to  walk  with  her  through  life,  and  lift  her  above 
all  dark  and  evil  places,  and  set  her  feet  where  the  ama- 
ranth gardens  grow — a  spirit  unse^  and  unsuspected  by 
common  eyes. 

Grenius  was  awakened. 
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CHAPTER   III, 

"ALL  IS  VANITY,"   SATTH    THE    PBBACHEB— A    MISTAKEN 
VOCATION— ALNASCHAE  DBEAM8— GOLDEN  BEALITISS. 

TWO  years  of  histrionic  suooess  and  of  heart-failure 
passed  over  the  head  of  Hester  Howard ;  and  again, 
after  a  long  round  of  travel,  she  found  herself  domiciliated 
in  the  small  cottage  in  San  Francisco,  in  which  city  she 
was  about  again  to  fulfil  an  engagement  with  manager 
Morton,  still  the  theatrical  lessee. 

Mrs.  Carisbrook  had  returned  to  England  to  finally 
arrange  her  afiairs,  preparatory  to  taking  up  her  abode 
with  her  son ;  and  there  were  none  to  welcome  her  return 
to  her  ancient  home,  save  the  fidthful  Pardette,  and  the 
mute  presence  of  two  graves. 

These  had  been  well  cared  for  by  the  sturdy  Alsatian ; 
and  the  violets  and  snow-drops  were  as  fresh  upon  them 
now,  as  when  first  planted  beneath  the  willows  by  a 
mother's  parting  hand. 

But  Hester  felt  the  old  agony  surge  back  too  vividly 
as  she  beheld  them,  and  trod  the  low  chambers,  once 
made  bowers  of  delight  to  her  by  the  twinkling  feet  and 
merry  laughter  of  her  babes,  now  so  dreary,  so  un- 
speakably empty.  There  had  been  some  thought  of  re- 
pairing the  fences  and  adding  to  the  house,  as  a  perma- 
nent residence,  or  rather,  a  perching  place,  for  one  who, 
like  a  migratory  bird,  must  be  ever  ready  to  flit  away  on 
the  wind,  whither  her  vocation  pointed. 

A  home  was  indeed  desirable  to  one  so  lonely ;  yet 
this  idea  was  abandoned,  somewhat  to  the  disappointment 
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of  Mr.  Howard,  who,  now  that  the  children  were  no 
more,  was,  by  the  law,  their  residuary  legatee,  and  very 
willing  to  see  his  property  rehabilitated  at  the  expense 
of  his  wife's  exertions. 

A  dull  dislike  had  grown  up  in  his  heart  towards  her, 
now  that  she  was  so  entirely  independent  of  him,  both  in 
purse  and  feeling,  and  that  he  felt  constrained  to  treat 
her  with  more  respect  than  in  old  days,  when,  for  the 
sake  of  her  very  helplessness,  he  had  loved  her  well  after 
his  strange  fashion. 

Virtually  separated  as  they  were,  and  sad  and  cold  as 
she  felt  her  lot  to  be,  she  did  not  suspect  this  truth,  and 
strangely  enough  clung  to  him  with  the  fondness  of 
habit  strengthened  each  day,  clung  to  him  all  the  more 
tenaciously  as  the  real  solitude  of  her  situation  became 
apparent,  the  desolation  growing  out  of  an  utter  want  of 
congeniality  with  all  of  her  surroundings. 

He  could  not  enter  into  the  temple  of  her  life,  had 
never  done  so,  even  when  that  sanctuary  was  a  simpler 
place  and  far  easier  of  access ;  but  he  could  stand  in  the 
vestibule  at  least,  and  guard  the  door  from  the  approach 
of  other  intruders,  these  even  more  unwelcome  than  him- 
self. She  felt  the  value  of  this  shield,  this  barrier 
between  herself  and  the  world,  fi^il  as  it  seemed  to  be  in 
oiher  eyes,  as  an  immeasurable  advanti^,  though  her 
inmos^  soul  leaned  away  from  his,  and  her  nunlike  sano- 
tity  shuddered  at  his  thinly  veiled  profligacy. 

Her  native  shyness,  her  peculiar  reserve  and  modesty 
of  nature  had,  no  doubt,  much  to  do  with  this  necessi- 
tated allegiance,  which  went  no  further  than  the  public 
saw,  and  yet  which  was  not  hypocrisy.  Indifferent  as 
she  felt  to  the  presence  of  masses,  she  could  not  so  read- 
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ily  reconcile  herself  to  that  of  individuals^  and  gently 
cold,  respected  rather  than  beloved,  she  passed  before  her 
brethren  of  the  stage. 

Her  heart  was  neither  with  them  nor  their  vocation. 
This  they  instinctively  felt.  She  wsa  among  them,  but 
not  of  them.  She  belonged  to  Shakespeare,  not  the  com- 
pany she  happened  to  be  thrown  with,  and  there  her 
alliance  ended. 

Her  husband's  was  literally  the  only  arm  she  ever 
leaned  on.  She  exacted  from  him  as  the  price  of  his 
luxury  and  extravagance  nodiing  more  than  the  safe- 
guard of  his  presence  at  rehearsals,  and  even  behind  ihe 
scenes.  This  she  insisted  upon  in  a  way  that  he  declared 
to  be  "  d— d  arbitrary,"  and  yet  he  yielded,  for  were 
not  his  cigars  and  champagne  at  stake? — his  patent 
leather  boots  and  French  kid  gloves,  and  well-filled 
pocket  book  ? 

Young  girls  seeing  her  pass,  those  of  her  class  I  mean, 
would  timidly  stretch  out  their  hands  to  meet  her  touch, 
and  feel  thereby  strengthened  and  sanctified  in  the  way 
of  virtue  and  noble  endeavor. 

Example  is  weightier  fiir  than  precept,  and  she  bore 
about  her  the  talisman  of.  purity  and  power  that  awed 
bold  men  and  women,  who  had  met  rebuke  or  contempt 
with  their  own  weapons. 

In  San  Francisco,  as  elsewhere,  she  was  little  known 
beyond  the  stage,  and  the  identity  of  "Mrs.  Myrtis 
Lynne "  and  the  obscure  "  Mrs.  Julius  Howard,"  save 
by  the  few,  was  forgotten,  or  unsuspected.  I  mention 
this  that  the  mystification  that  grew  out  of  it  in  several 
instances  may  not  seem  wholly  the  work  of  design,  nor 
yet  improbable  to  the  mind  that  follows  mine,  to  ihe 
eyes  that  trace  these  pages  to  the  end. 
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What  then  had  she  gained  by  this  so  far  unrequited 
effort  to  battle  fate  and  rise  above  circumstances^  save 
bread  and  discontent?  This  much  at  least:  the  doors 
of  her  intellect  had  been  set  ajar ;  her  mental  vision  had 
been  touched^  so  to  speak^  and  she  saw  the  universe. 
Nay,  more,  much  power  over  self,  much  equipoise*  of 
mind  and  manner  both;  much  confidence  in  her  own 
ability  to  make  her  way,  and  earn  her  right  to  live  and 
breathe  and  possess  her  part  of  the  world's  goods,  had 
come  to  Hester  in  those  two  brief  years,  so  long  to  her, 
because  so  full  of  change,  of  effort,  and  yet  of  monoto- 
nous endeavor.  She  was  one  of  God's  workers  now,  and 
loathe  her  task  as  she  might,  she  was  not  blind  to  the 
dignity  of  her  position. 

It  was  now  autumn ;  in  the  following  June  her  engage- 
ment with  manager  Morton  would  terminate.  She  would 
not  renew  it,  nor  was  she  yet  able  to  go  abroad  in  pur- 
suit of  that  theoretical  happiness  she  promised  herself, 
from  self-oblivion.  She  must  hibernate  yet  a  while,  live 
on  her  own  nature,  and  it  was  well  for  her  that  the  dis- 
covery of  the  creative  vein  that  threaded  it,  and  promised, 
if  pursued,  to  lay  bare  still  unrevealed  mines  of  treasure, 
hiding  away  far  within  the  dim  kingdom  of  her  brain, 
should  have  been  made  just  at  the  time  when  all  things 
palled  upon  her,  and  when  the  vocation  she  had  chosen 
had  b^un  to  seem  such  a  gingerbread  mockery  to  her 
morbid  turn  of  melancholy. 

To  remain  in  San  Francisco,  the  scene  of  her  own 
grief,  and  her  husband's  follies  and  failures,  was  simply 
torture,  not  to  be  voluntarily  endured.  Yet  she  was  one 
of  those  women  to  whom  a  home  is  an  absolute  necessity, 
be  it  small  or  great.    She  needed  the  conservatism  of 
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solitary  poesession,  the  absolute  protection  against  intru- 
sion,  the  deep  quiet,  the  freedom,  the  repose,  the  individ- 
ualism of  her  own  domicile,  the  permanence  of  ownership. 
She  oould  no  more  have  contented  herself  in  a  hotel  than 
a  lion  could  have  done  in  a  flower  garden.  A  home 
there  must  be,  yet  where  should  she  go  in  search  of  one? 

Outward  forces  governed  her  conclusions,  as  shall  be 
seen,  unless,  indeed,  blind  chance  or  fate  did  all,  as 
many  are  ready  to  believe,  rather  than  tempt  the  truth, 
or  acknowledge  in  all  things  the  dispensing  hand  of  the 
Infinite,  the  AUwise. 

One  evening  in  September,  just  three  years  afler  that 
memorable  occasion  when  outrage  had  confirmed  repul- 
sion, a  buggy  stopped  before  the  cottage  of  the  Howards, 
driven  by  a  gentlemanly-looking  person,  who,  flinging 
the  reins  carelessly  to  the  mulatto  driver  ensconced  be- 
side him,  and  adding  a  few  hasty  directions  to  those 
already  given  as  to  the  treatment  of  his  foaming  steed, 
dismounted  hastily  and  found  himself  by  reason  of  the 
open  door  at  once  in  the  presence  of  the  proprietors  of 
the  cottage. 

They  were  sitting  at  a  small  oval  tea-table  in  full  view 
from  the  front  door,  with  a  feeling  of  security  from  intru- 
sion that  their  habits  of  life  and  the  secluded  street  they 
lived  on  both  fully  justified,  when  their  unknown  and 
unexpected  guest  entered  unannounced  and  stood  before 
them.  His  quick  eye  embraced  a  scene  of  what  seemed 
to  him  the  most  perfect  domestic  concord  and  unsophisti- 
cated simplicity  of  life  that  could  well  be  imagined,  and 
his  ready  mind  suggested  the  instantaneous  conclusion 
that  it  would  not  be  difficult  to  deal  with  people  like 
these;  contented,  quiet,  unaccustomed  probably  to  any 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


140     HEBTEB    HOWABD's    TEMPTATION. 

but  limited  affairs,  and  easily  satisfied  with  very  moderate 
gains. 

He  introduced  himself  as  "  Mr.  Mulgrave/*  an  agent 
long  employed  by  the  executors  of  Judge  Lynne  as 
superintendent  of  the  now  valuable  lands  belonging  to 
Tiis  estate,  the  greater  part  of  which  had  &llen  to  the 
share  of  Mrs.  Hester  Howard,  in  the  division  of  her 
fiither's  property — ^lands  which  but  for  his  foresight 
and  even  advances  fix)m  his  own  purse  might  long  sin^^e 
have  been  forfeited  for  taxes.  Mr.  Howard  had  never 
responded  to  any  call  of  this  sort,  and  had  been  too  diffi- 
cult of  access  to  seek  until  now,  when  the  great  and 
sudden  advance  of  this  property  made  a  long  journey 
advisable,  even  at  the  expense  of  its  proprietors,  and  at 
considerable  personal  inconvenience  to  the  superintendent 
himself. 

**  What  do  you  suppose  the  whole  estate  to  be  worth— 
my  wife's,  I  mean?"  asked  Mr.  Howard,  in  an  agitated 
manner,  after  listening  to  the  communications  of  the 
agent 

"  It  is  very  difficult  to  estimate  its  precise  value,''  was 
the  equivocal  answer.  "At  present,  if  sold,  I  should  say 
one  hundred  thousand  dollars  would  cover  the  whole 
amount  of  land;  but  if  kept  a  few  years — ^" 

An  exclamation,  almost  a  cry,  from  Mr.  Howard, 
testified  to  his  delighted  surprise,  and  interrupted  the 
stranger;  but  Hester  was  silent,  though  also  deeply 
moved  by  many  conflicting  emotions,  among  which  her 
own  daring  words  bore  part. 

"  He  could  give  it  to  me  if  he  would,  as  easily  as  a 
cup  of  cold  water."  And  now  this  tide  of  wealth  was 
setting  in  from  an  unexpected  quarter  in  startling  verifi- 
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cation  of  her  own  desires.    The  coincidence   appalled 
her. 

She  leaned  her  elbow  on  the  table  heavily^  her  head 
supported  by  her  hand,  and  for  a  moment  she  was  blind 
with  emotion.  In  another  the  instinct  of  good-breeding 
showed  her  how  she  had  been  wanting  to  her  guest,  who 
was  still  standing  by  the  table  (from  which  Mr.  Howard 
had  started  to  his  feet  in  his  sudden  surprise)  and  still 
holding  his  hat,  riding-whip  and  gloves  in  one  hand, 
while  he  wiped  his  heated  brow  with  the  white  handker- 
chief he  grasped  in  the  other.  It  was  a  still  and  sultry 
evening,  be  it  mentioned. 

"  Sit  down,  Mr.  Mulgrave,''  she  said,  "  and  drink  tea 
with  us,''  and  she  rose  and  drew  a  chair  for  him  herself, 
to  the  table.  ^^  Lora,  a  glass  of  iced  water  for  this  gen- 
tleman. There  are  biscuits  and  cold  bread  and  butter 
near  you,  and  tongue,  and  here  is  cottage  cheese;  we  live 
very  frugally,  you  see,  but  I  will  not  apologize.^' 

She  smiled,  and  he  thought  he  had  never  seen  so  en- 
chanting a  face,  heard  such  a  sweet  voice  before,  or  come 
under  the  influence  of  such  a  gracious  manner,  and  the 
tea  she  poured  for  him  had  a  smack  of  nectar  about  it  to 
his  lips. 

He  had  seen  little  of  ladies'  society,  though  a  man  of 
good  family  and  education.  In  the  obscure  western 
settlement,  in  which  he  passed  most  of  his  time,  women 
were  angular  and  ungracious  concerns,  with  nasal  voices 
and  didactic  manners,  and  Mrs.  Howard  struck  him  as  a 
being  of  a  different  mould,  so  soft,  so  graceful,  so  refined, 
so  supple,  so  strangely,  serenely  beautiful,  with  such  a 
mixture  of  affability  and  reserve  in  her  manner,  that  he 
could  scarcely  determine  which  predominated  or  imparted 
the  peculiar  charm  to  this  southern  woman. 
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Tliere  are  men  who  will  not  be  wise,  who  volantarily 
court  destruction  and  play  the  part  of  candle-moth  from 
choice  or  vocation,  and  such  as  these  have  no  right  to 
complain  if  their  wings  are  singed  in  the  flame  they 
blindly  rush  upon. 

Of  this  order  was  Mr.  Mulgrave.  Hard,  cold,  avari- 
cious as  he  was,  he  could  not  resist  the  attraction  now  set 
before  him,  and  as  indifierently  set  as  a  wax-candle  is 
placed  before  a  bewildered  beetle.  From  this  moment 
Mrs.  Howard  governed  his  destiny,  unconscious  of  such 
power  as  is  the  sunbeam  of  the  motes  that  dance  in  its 
rayed  influence. 

The  man  was  suddenly  struck  with  love  1 

He  tarried  that  night  beneath  the  humble  roof  of 
Julius  Howard,  and  before  retiring  made  his  true  pur- 
pose known,  which  shed  a  ray  of  light  on  his  apparent 
disinterestedness,  and  somewhat  abated  Mrs.  Howard's 
belief  in  the  ardor  of  his  zeal.  He  had  come  on  the  part 
of  a  corporation  to  buy  a  ten-acre  lot  she  held  in  the 

very  heart  of  the  town  of  Q (let  me  not  forget  to 

state,  that  by  the  laws  of  the  State  in  which  this  property 
lay,  it  was  hers  in  fee  simple)  on  which  a  court-house 
was  to  be  built,  and  for  which  the  sum  of  twelve  thousand 
dollars  in  gold  was  offered.  He  was  struck  with  the 
eager  expression  of  Mr.  Howard's  Ikce  as  this  sum  was 
mentioned,  and  with  the  calm  indifference  of  his  wife's 
countenance  as  she  raLsed  her  clear  eyes  to  his  and  simply 
asked, 

"Is  it  worth  no  more?*' 

'*  She  is  so  happy,^'  he  thought,  "  she  does  not  care  for 
wealth!'' 

Indeed^  had  she  been  accustomed  to  the  daily  handling 
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of  thousands^  she  could  not  have  seemed  more  collected, 
but  the  diagnosis  was  wrong. 

He  hesitated  a  moment,  then  answered  her  fi^nkly, 
as  he  had  not  meant  to  do  when  she  first  asked  the  ques- 
tion, but  something  whispered  to  him  that  this  woman 
was  clairvoyante,  and  that  her  esteem  was  worth  both 
winning  and  preserving  beyond  gold. 

So  he  said  truthfully, 

"  It  is  worth  more,  perhaps,  and  in  a  few  years  will  be 
immensely  valuable,  no  doubt.  Yet  this  is  all  that  is 
offered  now,  exclusive  of  my  commission,  and  as  much  as 
can  be  obtained  just  now,  and  if  you  need  ready  money, 
perhaps  you  had  better  sell  it  and  reserve  your  suburban 
lots,  which,  before  very  long,  will  find  themselves 
swallowed  up  in  this  rapidly  increasing  city,  and  become 
in  turn  extremely  valuable.*' 

"You  have  come  a  long  way  to  oblige  us,*'  she  said; 
"  we  will  not  disoblige  you :  take  the  lot  at  the  price  you 
have  named,  and  make  your  own  commission,  Mr.  Mul- 
grave.*' 

She  laughed  as  the  thought  went  through  her  mind, 
"  We  will  put  a  gold  chain  around  the  neck  of  our  car- 
rier pigeon  at  once.    This  is  poetical  justice  at  least.'' 

But  he,  basking  in  the  smile  whose  source  he  under- 
stood not,  felt  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  indifferent  to 
mere  sordid  gain,  and  vowed  in  his  speculating  heart  of 
hearts  to  unsheathe  his  knightly  pen  and  pencil  in  this 
lady's  behalf  and  for  her  best  interests,  were  it  against 
his  own  brother,  thenceforth  forevermorel  Something 
told  him  instinctively,  before  many  hours,  that  this  fine 
woman  was  misraated ;  why  was  she  happy  then,  and 
careless  of  gain  ?    He  was  a  stranger  in  San  Francisco, 
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had  never  heard  Mr.  Howard's  name  before,  save  at 
home,  as  the  husband  of  Judge  Lynne's  daughter ;  but 
men  like  Mulgrave,  quick,  watchful,  impressionable, 
learn  to  read  character  at  a  glance,  and  that  night  he  un- 
derstood the  man  he  had  to  deal  with  almost  as  well  as 
he  did  later. 

"  To  whom  shall  I  pay  this  money  V^  he  asked  in  a 
low  voice  of  Mrs.  Howard,  before  he  retired  to  his  cham- 
ber, the  room  once  sacred  to  Mrs.  Carisbrook. 

"To  m6/  it  is  mine,  you  know;  and  in  my  husband's 
presence,"  she  replied,  without  a  shade  of  embarrassment. 
"  This  will  be  satisfactory  to  us  both,  will  it  not,  Mr. 
Howard  ?''  and  she  explained  the  arrangement  to  him  in 
a  few  words,  pursuing  him  to  the  door  to  do  so,  and 
laying  her  hand  on  his  arm  as  she  spoke,  looking  steadily 
into  his  face.  Mr.  Mulgrave  saw  or  fancied  that  he 
saw  him  quiver  with  rage  beneath  her  grasp,  while  a 
malignant  expression  distorted  his  florid  features;  but  he 
made  no  objection,  and  accordingly  on  the  following 
morning  certain  checks  were  given  into  Mrs.  Howard's 
own  hands,  made  payable  to  her  in  gold,  in  the  bank  of 
San  Francisco,  and  a  deed  for  the  lot  executed  in  return 

in  the  town  of  Q ,  together  with  a  power  of  attorney 

entitling  Mr.  Basil  Mulgrave  to  dispose  of  lots  and 
lands  for  the  benefit  of  Mrs.  Hester  Howard,  to  the 
amount  of  thirty  thousand  dollars,  should  he  see  fit  to  do 
so,  in  the  course  of  the  following  year,  with  directions  to 
remit  the  proceeds  to  that  lady. 

Mr.  Mulgrave  drove  his  blooded  horse  to  Sacramento, 
but  called  again  as  he  passed  through  San  Francisco  a 
few  weeks  later,  and  finding  letters  from  the  town  of 
Q ^  where  he  resided,  awaiting  him  at  that  point. 
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thoaght  lie  oould  say  to  Mrs.  Howard  confidentiallj,  that 
he  would  have  no  difficulty  in  disposing  of  the  quantity 
of  land  needful  to  supply  the  thirty  thousand  dollars  she 
wished  to  invest  in  stocks,  without  much  detriment  to 
her  estate,  since  he  oould  cull  carefully,  here  and  there, 
so  as  to  advance  the  price  of  the  remainder  by  bringing 
improvements  in  its  midst. 

This  intelligence  was  highly  satisfactory  to  Hester 
Howard;  it  promised  immediate  subsistence,  if  not  more, 
and  beyond  lay  a  vista  of  fortune,  for  whidi  she  could 
still  afibrd  to  wait  five,  nay,  ten  years,  if  necessary;  for,  as 
I  have  said,  she  was  one  of  those  beings  where  develop- 
ment is  slow  and  sure,  and  at  twenty-four  she  was  still 
growing  into  new  beauty  and  intelligence,  and  she  knew 
herself  well  enough  to  believe  that  at  thirty,  or  thirty- 
five  even,  she  would,  if  health  were  spared  to  her,  be  even 
better  fitted  to  enjoy  and  adorn  a  wider  sphere  of  life  than 
at  that  hour.  She  could  afibrd,  in  the  interval,  to  live 
without  exertion  beyond  that  required  for  creative  art. 

Her  resolution  was  taken  at  once  on  that  subject;  she 
would  give  up  the  stage,  afler  her  engagement  was  com- 
pleted with  Mr.  Morton,  and  surrender  herself  to  the 
indulgence  of  her  ideal.  In  a  land  of  art,  away  from  all 
painful  aHsociations,  where  cold  never  came  to  chill  the 
frame,  nor  the  voice  of  public  opinion,  colder  still  than 
the  icy  blast,  penetrated  the  calm  indulgence  of  individ- 
ualism, she  would  forget  the  past,  and  lapped  in  music, 
painting,  sculpture,  flowers,  refined  society,  put  away  the 
mantling  cup  of  raemory  from  her  lips.  This  she  would 
do  when  the  golden  showers  fell  over  her  in  the  end. 

Vain  dreamer  I 

What  phrases  are  these,  that  any  but  a  demi-god  should 
9 
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utter  them?  Yet  they  made  themselves  audible  in  the 
heart  of  that  once  lowly  and  now  presumptuous  mortal. 
This  struggling  and  enslaved  woman^  who^  because  she 
flung  ford]  her  thoughts  at  times,  as  a  fidooner  flings 
forth  his  hawk  to  bring  down  a  quarry,  did  not  remember 
that  the  hood,  the  chain,  the  jess  still  remained  as  badges 
of  her  bondage. 

Life  is  a  very  Midas,  in  that  it  cannot  subsist  on  gold 
alone,  nor  feed  its  femished  heart  on  mere  externals; 
neither  does  the  unshared  repast  of  intellect  suffice  the 
fiunishing  lips  of  true  humanity,  above  all  of  fervent  wo- 
manhood. There  are  social  monsters  who  batten  on  such 
food,  they  tell  us — ^alwajrs  masculine — and  it  might  seem 
to  such,  that  youth,  health,  £ime,  and  gold  might  suffice 
even  for  a  woman's  happiness ;  but  until  the  end  of  time 
there  shall  not  be  found  one  of  these,  however  gifted, 
worthy  of  the  name,  at  least,  of  that  sex  chosen  to  bring 
into  being  a  God  to  save  the  world,  to  whom  existence 
shall  not  prove  valueless  without  affection. 


CHAPTER    IV. 


THE  "OOLDBN  GATE*'  CLOSES  ON  HESTER  HOWARD  FOR- 
EVER—DESERTION AND  DELINQX7ENCT— A  DHiEMMA. 

A  LETTER  from  Lynnesborough,  sealed  with  black, 
was  laid  before  Mrs.  Howard,  as  she  sat  engaged 
in  the  mental  wrestle  that  this  question  of  a  new  location 
had  recently  excited  in  her  bosom.  Mr.  Howard  had 
declared  that  he  would  either  sell  at  once,  or  improve  the 
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property  they  owned  in  San  Francisco  and  live  upon  it, 
and  now  that  her  children  were  gone,  she  did  not  care  to 
oppose  him,  although  to  her  either  alternative  was  painful. 

Sanctified  by  her  graves,  it  seemed  desecaration  to  part 
with  her  home,  and  yet  to  live  near  them  was  madness. 
The  house  suffocated  her,  not  because  it  was  small  and 
lowly,  but  that  it  seemed  so  filled  with  the  atmosphere 
of  sorrow.  Had  she  never  left  it,  the  association  it  bore 
with  her  grief  might  have  come  to  seem  consolatory  and 
sacred,  but  having  breathed  freer  elsewhere,  she  could 
not  brook  its  oppressive  mephitic  influence.  She  must 
leave  it,  she  felt,  or  die,  and  yet  how  part  with  the  place 
where  they  had  lived  and  perished,  the  children  of  her 
soul,  and  where  still  their  mouldering  forms  lay  beneath 
sweet  garden  mounds  of  grass  and  flowers? 

It  seemed  that  Providence  had  taken  pity  on  her  strug- 
gle and  sent  a  messenger  to  decide  her  intentions  for  her 
in  this  letter,  which  simply  announced  to  her  that  her 
step-mother,  who  had  long  ceased  to  correspond  with  her, 
was  dead,  and  that  Briarheath  was  for  sale.* 

Her  determination  was  taken  instantly  to  purchase 
iliis  property,  and  remove  to  it^  now  that  her  sisters 
were  free  to  value  her  for  her  own  merits,  and  the 
obstacle  that  had  so  long  interposed  between  their  hearts 
and  hers  was  removed  by  the  death  of  Mrs.  Lynne. 

Of  course  Mr.  Howard  should  be  consulted,  but  she 
never  doubted  his  consent  on  certain  conditions,  and  she 
looked  forward  to  a  better  state  of  things  for  him,  when 
he  should  be  removed  from  the  temptations  of  iiieir  city 
life,  and  those  the  association  of  actors  presented,  and 
find  himself  looked  up  to,  and  considered  as  the  master 
of  Briarheath,  in  a  safe  and  orderly  community. 
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Her  heart  leaped  up  in  ber  breast,  as  it  bad  not  done 
for  years,  at  the  diought  of  renewing  her  family  ties — 
for  the  bread  of  affection  was  what  she  hungered  for — 
and  rehabilitating  her  fether's  house ;  in  the  building  of 
which,  and  the  cultivation  of  the  grounds  about  it,  she 
knew  that  he  had  found  audi  delight^  taken  such  inno- 
cent pride. 

It  was  like  rearing  a  monument  to  his  memory  to  do 
this  (&r  better  than  that  granite  block  in  the  old  church- 
yard); besides,  it  would  oblige  them  all  so  much — all 
tiiat  she  cared  to  oblige — ^if  she  would  buy  out  the  shares 
of  her  brothers  and  sisters,  poor  and  needy  as  she  knew 
them  to  be,  and  pay  them  promptly. 

The  house,  with  its  seventy  acres  of  land,  partly  wood- 
knd,  was  offered  to  her — dter  deducting  her  own  share 
of  the  estate — for  precisely  the  sum  Mr.  Mulgrave  had 
placed  in  her  power,  in  two  annual  payments. 

It  would  require  as  much  more  she  knew  to  reinstate 
and  furnish  it  worthily,  and  as  became  her  condition ;  but 
she  hoped  to  be  able  to  persuade  her  husband  to  do  this 
with  the  results  of  the  sale  of  his  cottage  and  acre  and 
a  half  in  San  Francisco  lots,  now  rapidly  growing  into 
value ;  and  then  they  would  carry  their  dead  with  them 
to  the  old  fiimily  burying-ground,  in  Lynnesborough, 
where  some  day  they  too  should  sleep  beside  them,  and 
their  refuge,  in  the  interval,  would  be  found  for  life  in 
the  dear  old  homestead. 

In  the  meantime  Mr.  Howard  was  maturing  a  plan 
of  his  own,  which  he  saw  fit  to  announce  to  his  wife  on 
his  return  home  late  that  evening;  thus  anticipating 
the  communication  she  was  about  to  make  to  him,  and 
the  scheme  to  whidi  she  so  fondly  hoped  to  secure  his 
consent 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


HXSTEB   Howard's  temptatiois'.   149 

*^  So  you  got  a  letter  from  Sutton  to-day  I  I  know  his 
hand,  and  saw  the  Lynnesborough  post-mark  as  I  handed 
it  to  Cornelius.  By-the-by  I  wonder  if  that  rascal 
groomed  my  horse — pest  on  his  Irish  soul — before  he 
went  off  to  his  night-quarters,  or  cleaned  my  new  boots?''  - 

**  Never  mind  that  now,  dear  Julius ;  sit  still  a  little 
while  and  li^n  to  me.  In  the  first  place  I  want  to  tell 
you  that  my  step-mother  is  dead." 

^'So  much  the  better  for  her  fistmily,  I  imagine,  and 
cause  of  rejoicing  to  you.  I  hope  you  will  leave  off 
your  mourning  now,  instead  of  deepening  it,  in  honor  of 
the  event" 

^^  Let  me  wear  it  a  little  while  longer,  Julius ;  it  suits 
me  best  It  is  as  much  as  I  can  do  to  give  thought  to 
my  stage  costume.    When  that  necessity  is  over — " 

"Overl"  he  interrupted,  harshly.  "What  are  you 
thinking  about?  You  will  take  another  engagement 
with  Morton,  I  suppose,  when  this  is  ended  ?  Don't 
let  a  little  newly-acquired  property  turn  your  head 
and  spoil  yon  for  your  vocation.  Acting  is  your  only 
means  of  income  yet  a  while,  and  to  tell  you  the 
truth,  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  take  a  little  Eu- 
ropean tour  next  spring,  and — and — I  shall  want 
means." 

"I  know  not  how  you  can. obtain  them,  Mr.  How- 
ard," Hester  said  coldly,  suddenly  repressed,  "  certiigly 
not  through  me.  I  might  as  well  announce  to  you  at 
once  my  determination.  I  intend  to  leave  the  stage  after 
fulfilling  my  pending  engagement  in  San  Francisco." 

"  Leave  the  stage  I    You  are  absolutely  crasy  I " 

"  You  said  so  when  I  w^t  on  it^"  and  she  smiled, 
•adly. 
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"But  who  conld  predict  your  succees?  Oan^t  you 
make  a  distiuotion?  What  right  have  you  to  throw 
away  our  livelihood  in  this  reckless  fashion?" 

And  Mr.  Howard  rose  in  all  the  dignity  of  oflfended 
manhood,  and  paced  the  room,  striding  angrily. 

*^Our  livelihood  shall  not  su£fer,  Julius;  come  here 
and  let  me  tell  you  of  my  plan^-one  that  will  insure 
occupation  and  respectability  to  both  of  us,  and  give  us 
a  refuge  from  all  the  storms  of  life.  We  can  afford  to 
wait — we  are  not  old,  you  know — ^for  that  golden  future 
prophesied  by  Mr.  Mulgrave ;  and  when  it  is  realized  I 
will  go  wUh  you  to  Europe,  an  enjoyment  I  have  long 
looked  forward  to,  and  felt  willing  to  toil  for,  and  serve 
for,  seven  years,  if  needs  be — that  Rachel  of  my  hope  I 
Eest  assured  I  shall  not  be  idle,  my  husband,  and  that  I 
shall  find  other  employment  more  congenial  to  me  than 
the  stage ;  as  you  may  also,  if  you  will  interest  yourself 
in  reclaiming  the  bramble-grown  land  of  Briarheath, 
once  a  Paradise." 

"  Briarheath  and  Paradise!  why  what  on  earth  are  you 
driving  at?  One  of  old  Sutton's  vagaries,  I  suppose, 
for  the  good  of  bis  family.  He  was  always  contriving 
plans  for  other  folks  at  school,  to  redound  to  his  own 
advantage.     I  remember  him  of  old." 

"  I  did  not  know  you  knew  him  at  all.  Well,  here  is 
his  letter;  read  it,  dear  Julius,  and  read  it  dispassion- 
ately. I  have  set  my  heart  on  this  change — this  delight- 
ful seclusion — ^and  the  renewal  of  old  ties.  I  yearn  to 
know,  to  clasp  my  sisters." 

"  Sisters,  indeed  I  Why  you  have  not  had  a  line  from 
home  for  three  years.  They  did  not  even  write  to  you 
when  your  children  died,  or  when  Keubcn  Lynne  wai 
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drowned^  or  when  Sophy  Wheeler  married  Sutton.  If 
it  had  not  have  been  for  the  Lynnesborough  Examiner 
that  Jack  Dillard  sent  me  regularly^  as  long  as  he  edited 
it,  I  should  never  have  known  a  word  of  the  matter^  nor 
would  you ;  and  now  they  have  the  unparalleled  impu- 
dence— ^but  let  me  see  the  letter ;''  and  he  snatched  it, 
angrily  and  rudely,  and  read  it,  standing  near  the  lamp. 

''An  enchanting  description,  truly,''  he  said,  dashing  it 
down  contemptuously,  with  a  derisive  smile,  while  he 
moistened  and  lighted  his  cigar,  preparatory  to  wending 
his  winding  way  down  town  again.  "  I  wish  you  joy  of 
your  dilapidated  homestead,  your  crow's-nest,  your  de- 
cayed fences,  and  broken  windows,  n^lected  garden, 
and  Jamestown  weed-grown  pleasure-grounds"  ("gim- 
sum,"  he  called  this  Mrild  Datura), ''  all  of  which  advan- 
tages are  &irly  stated  here,  while  many  more,  no  doubt, 
remain  unacknowledged;  but,  mark  me,  I  shall  have 
nothing  to  do  with  it" 

''  Don't  decide  rashly,  Julius ;  but  surely  you  will  have 
your  supper  before  you  set  out." 

''  Thank  you,  I  have  an  engagement  at  Lan  Clinton's 
rooms.  They  roast  the  first  oysters  of  the  season  there 
to-night,  for  the  month  has  an  B  in  it,  and  all  the  fel- 
lows of  our  club  are  to  meet  at  the  old  stamping-ground 
to  do  me  honor.  Times  have  changed,  old  lady,  thanks 
to  you." 

'  And  with  this  unusual  tribute  to  the  hand  that  cherished 
and  sustained  him,  he  went  his  way,  to  come  back  pitia- 
bly drunk  at  daylight,  having  incurred  debts  ''of 
honor"  (?)  at  the  club  to  a  larger  amount  than  usual. 

It  was  not  until  he  grew  sober,  that,  remembering 
what  had  occurred,  he  sought  vainly  in  his  pocket-book 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


152     HBSTEB     HOWAED's    TEMPTATION. 

for  the  means  of  satisfying  his  creditor — a  blackly, 
noted  for  his  skill  and  his  merciless  exactions  from  his 
victims.  The  end  of  the  matter  was,  that  Mr.  Howard 
was  threatened  with  exposure  before  his  peers,  if  the  sum 
were  not  promptly  forthcoming,  and  that  he  felt  himself 
under  the  necessity  of  appealing  to  his  wife  for  assistance 
in  this  dilemma,  the  details  of  which,  however,  he  saw 
fit  to  keep  to  himself.  Thus  the  precious  gold  she  had 
received  from  Mulgrave  had  at  once  to  be  infringed  upon, 
to  satisfy  the  needs  of  this  profligate  (precious  for  the 
promise  of  refuge  it  afforded,  if  no  more),  but  certain  con- 
ditions were  annexed  to  the  payment  of  the  two  thousand 
dollars  required  to  save  Julius  Howard's  ^* honor '^  (God 
save  the  mark),  which  silenced  all  further  cavil  about  the 
purchase  of  Briarheath. 

It  was  agreed  further,  between  the  husband  and  wife, 
that  the  San  Francisco  property  should  be  sold,  and  its 
proceeds  invested  in  rehabilitating  the  residence  of  Judge 
Lynne,  where,  until  their  lands  increased  in  value,  they 
proposed  to  reside,  living  modestly  on  the  proceeds  of 
tlieir  bank  stocks  and  the  result  of  their  joint  labors,  and 
in  the  cultivation  of  new  &mily  ties  as  well. 

To  all  this  Julius  Howard,  in  his  state  of  fresh  humilia- 
tion, acceded  readily,  even  going  so  far  as  to  suggest  the 
improvements  he  intended  making  in  the  condition  of  the 
arable  land,  and  the  sort  of  grapery  he  would  superintend 
the  building  of  in  person,  a  crystal  house  like  one  he 
had  seen  in  Maryland  at  the  residence  of  some  great 
personage. 

Mr.  Sutton  was  written  to  at  once  to  commence  re- 
pairs, and  for  this  purpose  funds  were*  forwarded  to  him 
independently,  and  over  and  above  the  six  thousand  dol- 
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lars  required  for  the  first  payment)  which,  as  the  executor 
of  Mrs.  LjDue,  he  was  empowered  to  receive  for  the 
heirs. 

It  was  understood  that  her  two  young  sisters  were  to 
live  with  Mrs.  Sutton,  and  that  the  brothers  were  to  be 
placed  at  once  in  respectable  schools  or  positions  to 
insure  their  future  welfitre,  so  that  Mr.  Howard  was  to 
be  relieved  of  all  annoying  burden  accruing  from  the 
permanent  presence  of  any  member  of  the  family  of  his 
wife  under  his  roof.  This  was  but  justice  to  him,  and 
Hester  felt  it  so ;  nor  indeed  had  it  been  her  wish  to  have 
any  inmate  in  her  house  other  than  her  husband.  She 
was  charmed  with  the  whole  arrangement,  and  once 
more  the  springs  of  hope  were  unsealed  in  her  lonely 
heart 

Mr.  Sutton  kept  her  regularly  informed  of  the  pro- 
gress of  repairs  and  alterations,  and  of  the  change  the 
Scotch  gardener  was  effecting  in  the  garden  and  grounds. 
She  knew  that  the  house  was  an  admirable  one,  in  spite 
of  its  n^lected  condition.  The  walls  were  of  stone  and 
of  unusual  thickness.  The  ceilings  were  lofty,  the  rooms 
were  large,  the  halls  and  curved  stairway  spacious  and 
well-proportioned,  the  windows  wide,  so  that  fresh  paper 
and  woodwork  and  a  change  in  glazing  and  casement 
frames,  and  grates  and  marble  mantels,  would,  she  felt 
assured,  make  Briarheath  a  noble  mansion. 

She  found  herself  lying  at  night  dreaming  of  her  future 
home,  and  assigning  and  arranging  in  imagination  its 
furniture,  its  hangings,  its  book-cases.  Pictures  she 
could  not  yet  afford,  but  some  day  these  would  follow, 
and  though  no  children's  faces  might  ever  gladden  its 
halls — ^those  of  her  o\m,  at  least — ^there  might  still  shine 
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lovely  forms  and  eyes  from  its  silent  walls  to  suggest 
sweet  thoughts  or  fill  up  lonely  intervals  when,  weary  of 
study  and  of  the  society  of  friends,  she  might  be  content 
to  sit  and  gaze  and  dream.  Mr.  Howard,  too,  should  at 
last  find  occupation,  of  which,  to  her,  he  seemed  so  pitia- 
bly in  need* 

Sympathy  wasted  here.  A  butterfly  would  consider 
it  a  hardship  probably,  to  be  put  in  a  bee's  harness,  even 
if  the  horrors  of  winter  were  set  at  naught  by  the  secure 
shelter  of  the  hive ;  and  there  are  men  and  women  too, 
who  rejoice  in  being  purposeless  and  in  everybody's  way, 
as  all  people,  without  an  object,  are  sure  to  be,  sooner  or 
later. 

It  was  strange,  was  it  not,  how  he,  this  drone  in 
question,  entered  into  all  her  plans  for  the  actual,  repudi- 
ate him  as  she  might  in  her  ideal  dreams.  Standing,  as 
he  did,  in  the  very  outmost  vestibule  of  her  soul,  uncon- 
genial in  every  way,  in  mind,  in  manner,  in  aspect,  in 
opinion ;  still  he  was  her  daily  care  and  thought  beyond 
all  earthly  things.  She  could  not  bear  to  see  him  sad,  or 
cold,  or  hungry,  or  athirst ;  she  preferred  (always  had 
preferred)  bearing  physical  suffering  to  seeing  him  en- 
dure it  (and  of  any  other  kind  she  scarcely  believed  him 
capable) ;  and  yet  in  her  heart  there  remained  for  him 
neither  love  nor  respect,  nor  earnest  sympathy. 

There  is  a  wonderful  prestige  about  this  same  marriage 
tie  when  all  else  is  over  in  hearts  of  true  depth  and  feel- 
ing. It  is  sheer  humbug  to  pretend  that  it  can  supply 
the  want  of  requisite  qualities  or  that  one  can  truly  honor 
what  is  dishonorable,  or  conscientiously  obey  what  is  in- 
consistent and  fatuitous ;  but  there  is  still  a  power  in  the 
words  "  husband,"  "  wife,"  that  finds  no  rival  in  lan- 
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gnage  and  bears  down  all  opposition  whenever  brought 
right  home  to  the  true-hearted. 

The  way  was  made  very  smooth  that  lay  before  her 
(one  that  she  had  feared  to  find  a  rugged  path  at  first) 
by  Mr.  Howard's  unwonted  urbanity.  Theatrical  asso- 
ciations had  proved  extremely  pleasant  to  him^  witli 
whom  society  of  his  own  class  was  somewhat  at  feud ; 
and  Hester  feared  that  r^ret  for  the  loss  of  these  might 
govern  his  estimate  of  her  proceedings,  for  after  the  first 
he  withdrew  all  opposition  to  her  resolve  to  leave  the 
stage.  In  proportion^  as  her  mind  was  relieved  from 
irksome  duties^  it  expanded  into  the  new  channel  her 
energies  were  forcing  for  their  outlet. 

The  work  she  had  planned  and  organized  mentally 
was  still  very  fragmentary  as  to  execution ;  but  as  an 
opening  wedge,  she  collected  together  some  poems,  which 
from  time  to  time  she  had  written  as  feeling  or  thought 
suggested  this  mode  of  expression,  and  sent  them  to  an 
Eastern  publisher,  whose  name  only  she  knew  at  that 
period. 

To  her  surprise  they  were  accepted  and  favorably 
received,  although  they  brought  to  her  small  profit,  and 
no  direct  fame,  since  they  were  published  anonymously. 
They  had  cost  her  little  or  no  mental  effort,  were  rather 
an  outlet  than  an  endeavor,  and  she  had  not  dreamed  of 
their  value  or  result  until  she  saw  them  extolled,  and 
heard  them  quoted,  as  specimens  of  a  style  singularly 
fresh — eloquent  and  true  voices  of  feeling  that  found  a 
response,  especially  firom  every  suffering  nature. 

Her  husband  and  Mrs.  Carisbrook  were  alone  ac- 
quainted with  this  venture,  which  he  considered  a  failure, 
and  she  a  success,  each  estimating  it  according  to  the 
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different  mode  of  judging  results  peculiar  to  these  very 
opposite  organizations^  money  being  the  criterion  in 
one  case,  and  the  appreciation  of  true  natures  and  un- 
biased critics  that  of  the  other.  Manager  Morton  was 
not  admitted  to  confidence  because  of  his  proclivity  to 
boast  of  his  prot^g^'s  excellence  in  every  department; 
nor  did  Mr.  Howard  think  it  a  matter  to  proclaim 
loudly  that  his  wife  had  written  a  few  trifling  poems, 
which  had  gone  the  rounds,  and  never  brought  her  in 
(me  cerUl 

So  the  matter  rested  in  the  shade,  and  yet  there  was 
one  person  who,  in  reading  this  little  book,  was  startled 
into  a  sudden  conviction  of  the  identity  of  the  writer 
with  one  he  had  known  slightly  under  peculiar  and 
painful  circumstances.  The  reader  was  Doctor  Mor- 
daunt ;  the  poem  that  supplied  the  clue  entitled  ^^  Mag- 
netic Chains."  But  of  this  subtle  recognition  Hester 
Howard  knew  nothing  until  years  afterwards,  nor  could 
she  even  then  very  readily  account  for  it,  since  the 
poem  contained  few  details  wherewith  to  point  attention 
to  any  individual  circumstance. 

Strangely  enough  the  publisher  of  these  poems  became 
deeply  interested  in  their  distant  and  unknown  writer, 
and  it  was  through  his  encouragement  that  she  went 
resolutely  to  work,  to  struggle  with  and  master  the 
difficulties  of  the  fiction  she  had  imagined.  So  that  by 
the  time  spring  had  opened,  notwithstanding  the  requisi- 
tions of  her  profession  on  her  time  and  energies,  she  had 
shaped  it  into  perfectness,  and  made  it  ready  for  the 
press. 

In  June  it  was  placed  in  his  hands  by  a  careful  mes- 
senger, a  private  hand ;  and  now  for  the  first  time  the 
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name  of  the  writer  was  confidentially  intrnsted  to  him, 
and  that  of  "MyrHs  Lynne  "  laid  aside  forever. 

Hester  lefb  the  stage  in  that  regal  month  in  which 
natare  culminates  to  its  point  of  perfection,  and  when 
the  heart  beats  highest,  the  blood  courses  quickest,  the 
mind  thinks  freest  of  all  other  periods  in  the  slowly 
revolving  year.  Never  had  she  felt  so  hopeful,  so  happy, 
so  self-confiding  since  the  loss  of  her  children,  as  on  that 
occasion  and  at  that  period,  when  in  regaining  her  free- 
dom she  felt  that  she  was  grasping  a  new  means  of 
power,  before  unknown  to  her,  and  that  &me  as  well  as 
fortune  now  lay  almost  within  her  grasp. 

She  had  felt  her  way  only  in  her  first  publication,  and 
in  sounding  the  public  taste  had  discovered  for  the  first 
time  how  dear  to  her  nature  was  the  approbation  of 
cultured  spirits.  The  admiration  of  those  who  came  to 
look  on  her  as  a  mere  spectacle  had  never  moved  her  thus, 
and  she  who  cared  nothing  for  society,  &oe  to  fiice, 
yearned  for  the  remote  expression  of  its  sympathy,  as  a 
flower  pines  for  the  distant  sunshine. 

"  It  is  a  glorious  thing,*'  she  thought,  "  to  strike  with 
a  fine  firm  hand  the  full  chords  of  comprehensive  nature 
— sweep  the  human  lyre.  To  be  able  to  thrill  alike  the 
strong  man,  and  the  suffering  woman,  the  impassioned 
girl,  or  the  discouraged  and  doubting  youth,  unequal  to 
the  conflict  of  life,  and  strengthened,  perhaps,  to  fresh 
endeavor  by  the  utterance  of  one  enthusiastic  soul.  If 
this  compensation  has  been  reserved  for  me,  O  Father, 
I  shall  thank  Thee  even  more  earnestly  than  for  the 
wealth  Thou  hast  caused  to  fall  like  a  rich  mantle  above 
me.  Thine  unworthy  and  rebellious  child,  humbled, 
chastened,  made  ashamed  by  her  prosperity !  '* 
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So  at  last  the  acknowledgment  left  her  lips  that  ought 
to  have  been  made  long  before,  when  hunting  in  the 
wilderness  of  despair. 

Small  thanks  have  we,  small  cause  of  gratulation,  for 
recognizing  our  unworthiness  when  benefits  are  lavished 
upon  us ;  but  it  is  great,  it  is  noble,  to  submit  to  sorrow, 
in  the  spirit  of  profound  humiliation  and  confiding  afiec- 
tion.  Herein  had  Hester  Howard  been  tried  and  found 
wanting  I 

She  could  go  out  and  look  at  her  children's  graves 
now  tearfully,  yet  not  without  hope.  Some  day  she 
would  remove  their  dust  to  her  distant  and  ancient  home, 
but  now  she  could  not  bear  to  disturb  their  rest,  for  thus 
it  seemed  to  her,  after  the  common  ignorance  of  tender, 
poetic  souls,  it  would  be  doing  to  delve  after,  and  dis- 
lodge their  tiny  coffins,  above  which  violets  were  growing 
and  willows  bending. 

The  portion  of  the  garden  including  these  graves  and 
the  summer  house  was  carefully  reserved  and  separated 
from  the  rest  by  an  iron  railing,  and  the  remainder  of 
the  property  sold  at  a  great  advance  on  the  original  in- 
vestment A  house  and  garden  near  by  were  purchased 
for  Pardette,  and  presented  to  her  as  a  nuptial  present 
and  acknowledgment  of  past  services. 

She  was  about  to  reward  a  fidthful  countryman  with 
the  gift  of  her  hard  hand  and  soft  honest  heart,  and  she 
bore  him,  through  the  liberality  of  her  employers,  what 
in  his  estimation  was  a  fortune — ^a  furnished  house,  a 
wardrobe  and  a  cow ;  the  last,  the  patient  pet  and  chief 
comforter  of  Hester  Howard  and  her  children  in  their 
days  of  unrepining  poverty. 

With  the  result  of  the  sale  of  their  cottage,  larger  than 
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the  price  asked  for  Briarbeath,  and  the  remainder  of  the 
money  Mr.  Mulgrave  had  handed  her  (all  of  which 
Mr.  Howard  insisted  on  carrying  away  in  gold,  under 
some  pretence  of  future  premium,  a  step  which  Hester 
vainly  opposed),  the  pair  who  have  so  &r  appeared  to- 
gether in  real  presence  before  our  reader,  however  sepa- 
rate in  spirit,  turned  their  &ces  eastward,  and  saw  the 
Golden  Gate  dose  behind  them  forever. 

Briarheath  was  ready  now  for  their  reception,  partly 
furnished  as  it  was  by  such  relics  as  Hester  had  insisted 
on  retaining  at  any  price,  because  her  &ther  had  valued 
them,  or  her  mother  had  owned  them,  and  these  had  been 
sparsely  and  judiciously  scattered  through  the  house,  so 
as  to  make  it  habitable  from  the  first 

Joy  and  hope  inspired  the  heart  of  the  woman,  going 
home  to  dwell  among  her  own  people,  and  still  hoping 
to  bring  forth  some  good  result  from  the  hitherto 
useless  life  so  closely  entwined  with  hers.  The  impress 
of  this  new  spirit  fixed  every  eye  upon  her  lovely  face, 
instinct  with  sweetness,  intellect,  affection;  and  on  the 
ship  "Formosa"  Mr.  Howard  was  the  envied  man  of  all 
male  observers.  Towards  his  sweet  wift  he  seemed,  in 
public,  to  bear  himself  gallantly,  and  his  manner  even  in 
private  was  less  marked  with  irritability  than  was  )na 
wont,  and  £blt  more  forbearing. 

Encouraged  by  this  change,  she  built  to  herself  fistiry 
castles  of  future  contentment,  and  flattered  her  self-love 
that  her  own  finesse  and  wisdom  had  controlled  for  the 
best  her  husband's  destiny — her  husband,  still  so  dear, 
though  all  that  deserved  the  name  of  love  was  gone! 
More  than  ever  she  leaned  on  and  clung  to  him,  for 
now  she  first  recognized  in  his   behavior  a  spirit   of 
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self-sacrifioe,  ever  before  a  stranger  to  his  conduct 
of  life. 

She  was  ^'  fey/'  as  the  Scotch  call  it^  and  fiir  more  than 
dejection  or  presentiment  does  a  mood  like  this  with  the 
high-strnng  children  of  the  earth  forebode  misfortune. 

Even  as  she  smiled  and  confided^  the  bitterest  cup  of 
shame  a  woman  is  ever  called  upon  to  drink  was  man- 
tling to  her  lips,  held  grimly  there  by  one  on  whom  she 
had  heaped  only  benefit  and  mercy. 

Arrivingat  Aspinwall,  the  passengers  of  the  '^  Formosa '* 
were  constrained  to  wait  a  few  days  for  the  arrival  of  the 
New  York  steamer,  whose  return  trip  they  meant  to  take 
advantage  o^  and  which  had  been  detained  by  adverse 
winds. 

The  railroad  across  the  Isthmus  was  just  completed, 
and  connection  of  travel  not  perfectly  established.  In 
the  course  of  a  drive  on  the  island,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Howard  encountered  a  young  actress  of  more  beauty  than 
talent,  to  whom  the  latter  had  been  unusually  kind  and 
considerate  on  some  rather  trying  professional  occasions 
for  the  novice,  and  Miss  Le  Noir  expressed  as  much 
pleasure  as  she  seemed  to  feel  surprise  at  this  unexpected 
meeting. 

It  would  have  been  difficult  to  suppose,  from  the  man- 
ner of  either,  that  an  appointment  had  been  made  between 
two  of  the  greeting  parties  some  weeks  previous  to  their 
departure  from  San  Francisco,  and  that  the  young  per- 
son who  had  been  honored  by  the  notice  of  Mrs.  "Myr- 
tis  Lynne ''  was  in  reality  the  secret  paramour  of  her 
husband,  and  in  league  with  him  to  destroy  her  peace  of 
mind. 

Suspecting  nothing  of  this  kind,  it  was  with  some 
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amazement  that  Hester  Howard  found  her  husband 
wanting  in  punctuality  when  the  time  came  for  the 
packet  to  leave  the  harbor.  He  had  early  in  the  morn- 
ing caused  their  effects  to  be  conveyed  on  board,  and 
taken  and  given  to  her  care  the  number  of  their  state- 
room, and  tickets  for  the  voyage,  and  she  now  supposed 
that  he  had  been  in  no  condition,  after  a  second  visit  to 
the  vessel,  to  return  for  and  escort  her  thither.  Anxious 
and  perplexed,  she  went  on  board  and  sought  her  allotted 
state-room,  where,  with  Lora's  assistance,  she  employed 
herself  in  arranging  the  luggage  she  found  there^  consist- 
ing of  her  individual  boxes. 

She  had  not  time  to  remark  that  her  husband's  heavy 
iron-bound  trunk,  containing  not  only  his  wardrobe  but 
their  small  chest  of  gold,  was  not  among  the  articles  she 
found  in  her  room,  and  was  expecting  to  hear  his  ap- 
proaching step  every  miserable  moment  of  suspense, 
when  the  clerk  tapped  at  the  door,  and  handed  her  a 
letter,  with  a  &ce  all  unconscious  of  the  misery  he 
brought. 

The  superscription  was  Mr.  Howard's.  She  tore  it 
open  and  read  it  hastily,  grew  ashen  pale,  and  threw  her 
head  back  in  her  low  cane-chair  until  it  touched  the  wall, 
and  there  it  rested,  wildly,  wearily,  for  bitter  hours, 
during  which  the  tramp  of  busy  feet  around  her,  the 
cries  of  the  seamen,  the  dragging  of  heavy  ropes  above, 
and  the  shrill  wail  of  the  engine  gathering  up  its  giant 
forces  for  conflict  with  the  waves,  fell  upon  an  ear  as 
dull  as  if  already  of  the  dead. 

"  Your  master  is  not  going  to  New  York  with  us, 
Lora,"  she  said,  at  last,  roused  by  her  attendant's  in- 
quiries. ^^  He  has  changed  his  mind,  but  do  not  mention 
10 
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this  to  any  one.  What  is  more^  never  speak  of  him  i^n 
to  me  or  others^  any  more  than  if  he  were  dead^  Lora, 
dead !  Don't  question  me '' — seeing  that  the  old  woman 
with  the  privil^ed  familiarity  of  a  lifelong  domestio 
and  attendant  was  aboat  to  ask  for  an  explanation. 

"  Don't  question  me  now  or  hereafter.  This  is  all  that 
you  will  ever  know  from  my  lips  on  the  subject,  and 
now,  take  off  my  wrappings,  and  give  me  a  cambric 
gown,  and  assist  me  to  my  bed,  for  I  am  ill,  dear  Lora, 
struck  to  the  heart,  and  my  life  hangs  on  your  care." 

Hester  Howard  rose  no  more  from  her  couch  of  suflfer- 
ing,  and  sleepless  shame  and  sorrow,  until  the  voyage, 
safe  and  pleasant  usually  at  that  time  of  the  year,  was 
nearly  accomplished.  She  rallied  then,  and  stood  on  deck 
with  other  passengers  to  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  the  Nar- 
rows and  of  imperial  New  York.  Her  fiwe  was  so  calm 
and  placid,  though  grave  and  sad,  that  not  one  who  beheld 
her  dreamed  for  a  moment  that  her  heart  lay  humbled 
and  half  dead  in  her  bosom,  or  that  the  bitterness  of 
shame  had  driven  the  iron  deep  into  her  soul. 

"  I  will  make  him  dead ! ''  was  her  last  determination, 
*'  and  I  will  treat  his  memory  with  such  respect  as  we 
give  the  erring  who  have  gone  before  us  to  the  land  of 
shadows  I  From  my  lips  no  one  shall  hear  this  history, 
unless  in  defence  of  my  own  life  or  honor,  and  the 
mourning  I  wear  for  my  children  shall  be  deepened  in 
sorrow  for  his  shame." 

She  had  fortunately  a  few  notes  of  some  amount  in 
her  desk,  and  her  ship-tickets  had  been  considerately  paid 
for  by  Mr.  Howard,  out  of  the  twenty  thousand  dollars 
in  gold  he  ba4  carried  off  for  his  European  tour  with 
Miss  Le  Noir.    80  she  arrived  at  Briarheath  still  in  the 
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poflsession  of  some  funds^  enough  at  least  to  live  on 
frugally  for  a  time,  and  until  the  day  should  come 
appointed  for  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Mulgrave  with  fresh 
resources.  New  arrangements  would  then  be  made, 
whereby  to  satisfy  all  claims  against  her,  although  the 
cherished  hope  of  a  fixed  and  comfortable  income  should 
be  deferred  indefinitely  by  the  perfidy  of  her  treasurer 
and  his  flight. 

It  may  seem  to  many  who  read  these  pages  strangely 
inconsistent  that  the  abandonment  of  this  evil  spirit  of 
her  life  should  have  been  other  than  a  cause  of  rejoicing 
to  his  victim. 

Yet  the  truth  is  told  when  I  declare  that  for  a  season 
his  conduct  blighted  her  existence  and  darkened  to  her 
the  very  &ce  of  heaven. 

Out  of  this  mood  she  came  after  a  time,  shattered, 
wretched,  yet  outwardly  calm  and  collected ;  but  of  his 
desertion  she  never  spoke,  even  to  Mrs.  Carisbrook,  her 
dose  and  constant  correspondent,  or  to  her  tried  firiend, 
Doctor  Clarke. 

They  heard  it,  of  course,  after  a  season  in  some  other 
way.  Yet  so  quietly  was  this  separation  effected,  and  so 
closely  was  its  cause  concealed,  that  it  was  long  before 
the  truth  was  recognized. 

It  will  be  seen,  hereaftier,  what  singular  perplexities 
were  the  consequence  of  the  false  position  in  which  this 
reservation  of  the  truth,  this  mistaken  delicacy,  placed 
one  naturally  upright  and  honorable,  if  reticent  and 
reserved. 
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I  ptnt  for  the  mnsio  that  is  divine, 

Mj  heart  in  its  thirst  is  a  dying  flower ; 
Poor  forth  the  sound  like  enchanted  wine. 

Loosen  the  notes  in  a  silver  shower. 
•  •  •  •  • 

Let  me  drink  of  the  spirit  of  that  sweet  sound; 

More,  oh,  more  1 1  am  thirsting  jet ; 
It  loosens  the  serpent  which  care  has  bound 

Upon  mj  heart  to  stifle  it.— Shellbt. 

Sleep,  sleep  on  I    Forget  thj  pain : 

Mj  hand  is  on  th j  brow, 
H J  sjHrit  on  th j  brain, 
Hj  pitj  on  thj  heart,  poor  friend; 

And  from  mj  fingers  flow 
The  powers  of  life,  and  like  a  sign 

Seal  thee  from  thine  hour  of  woe.— Shillbt. 
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CHAPTER   I. 

BRIABHEATH  AND  ITS  BEARINOS— A  VISIT  OP  CTTRIOSITT 
AND  CONI>OLENCB— THE  WORSHIP  OF  THE  GOLDEN  CALF 
RBVrVED. 

MRS.  HOWARD  arrived  by  rail  at  Lynnesborongh 
late  in  the  evening,  and  had  the  satis&ction  of 
passing  through  the  town  without  being  recognized^ 
reaching  the  pleasant  suburb  which  had  grown  out  to  meet 
and  cultivate  the  once  quiet  lane  on  which  stood  the 
mansion  of  Judge  Ljnne,  in  the  gray  summer's  twilight. 

She  had  not  been  expected  on  that  day,  for  Mr.  Sutton 
had  reason  to  await  a  warning  tel^ram  from  New  York 
before  announcing  the  coming  of  the  illustrious  couple 
whose  approach  now  agitated  Lynnesborongh  to  the  cen- 
tre, where  their  names  had  been  almost  forgotten,  until 
Mr.  Mulgrave  came  to  counsel  with  Mr.  Sutton  about 
the  advance  on  the  lands  of  the  estate  committed  to  his 
charge. 

It  was  soon  understood  that  this  piece  of  good  ibrtune 
was  confined  to  the  eldest  daughter  and  consequent 
Cinderella  of  the  femily,  for  (fairy  tales  notwithstanding) 
it  has  been  my  observation  that  to  the  position  of  seniority 
in  a  household  usually  appertains  the  martyrdom  of  self- 
abn^ation,  and  that  far  from  sitting  in  metaphorical  rags 
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and  ashes,  it  is  the  younger  daughters  who  absorb  all  of 
the  fine  clothes  and  indulgences  afforded  by  doting 
parents,  too  often  like  authors  partial  to  their  latest  pro- 
ductions, however  inferior  to  the  first.  Popular  report 
had  magnified  this  good  fortune,  as  it  does  most  matters, 
and  even  added  the  rumor  that  Mr.  Howard  had  sud- 
denly realized  uncounted  thousands  by  a  speculation 
in  town  lots  in  San  Francisco,  which  vagary  had  its 
rise,  no  doubt,  in  the  sale  he  had  effected  th^re  of  his 
property. 

People  were  never  tired  of  extolling  the  filial  rever- 
ence and  pride  of  family  Hestar  Lynne  had  displayed  in 
the  purchase  and  renovation  of  her  father's  homestead ; 
and  had  it  been  the  fashion  at  Lynnesborough  (which  by- 
the-by  owed  its  name  to  Judge  Lynne's  progenitors)  to 
make  such  demonstrations,  there  is  little  doubt  that  a 
procession  would  have  been  formed  to  meet  the  success- 
ful couple  on  their  return,  and  conduct  them  home, 
gilded  all  over,  as  they  seemed  to  popular  eyes,  with 
pecuniary  renown,  and  firesh  fi'om  the  city  of  the  Golden 
Gate  itself. 

There  was  something  very  oriental  in  the  ideas  that 
were  cherished  by  the  gossips  of  Lynnesborough  in  con- 
nection with  this  prosperous  pair,  and  had  they  sprinkled 
their  letters  with  golden  dust,  in  order  to  dry  their  ink, 
instead  of  common  sand,  it  would  have  astonished  no  one, 
nor  been  cause  in  their  case  of  ridicule  or  censure. 

Mr.  Sutton  had  himself  indulged  in  some  pleasant 
dreams  as  to  the  reception  of  his  illustrious  relatives, 
among  the  foremost  of  which  was  a  panoramic  vision  of 
the  three  sisters,  drawn  up  in  a  row  on  the  portico  of  the 
entrance  at  Briarheath,  while  he,  in  that  superb  equipage 
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hired  oat  alone  for  State  occasions  or  funerals^  with  its 
cream-colored  horses  and  heavy  fringed  hammercloth,  the 
principal  hack  of  Ljnnesborongh  and  the  only  handsome 
carriage  that  burgh  contained  (all  the  rest,  private  or 
public,  being  truly  hacks,  while  this  vehicle,  resplendent 
in  brown,  and  crimson,  and  yellow,  was  a  holiday  coach, 
worthy  of  Whittington  himself),  lounged  humbly  on  the 
seat  or  opposite  to  the  Howards. 

Judge  then  of  his  disappointment,  when,  on  the  day 
following  her  advent,  a  modest  note  reached  him  by  mail 
at  Sliding  Stone,  containing  the  information  that  Mrs. 
Howard  had  arrived  at  Lynnesborough  on  the  preceding 
evening,  and  would  be  glad  to  see  him  as  soon  as  conve- 
nient, alone,  on  the  occasion  of  his  first  visit. 

^^I  am  not  yet  equal  to  seeing  my  sisters  or  Mrs. 
Sutton,'*  the  note  went  on  to  say,  "  having  recently  re- 
ceived a  severe  shock,  from  which  I  find  myself  but 
slowly  recovering,  and  though  prepared  to  welcome  my 
fiither's  daughters  with  sincere  affection,  I  must  beg  the 
reprieve  of  a  few  days  for  my  overtaxed  nerves  and  del- 
icate health.  Tou  will  perhaps  understand  this  state  of 
feeling  better  when  I  tell  you  that  I  came  alone  to  Briar- 
heathy  that  I  have  lost  my  husband,  who  accompanied 
me  to  the  Isthmus.  Lost  him  too  in  a  most  painful 
manner,  and  have  been  ill  ever  since. 

"You  will  oblige  me,  when  we  meet,  by  not  referring 
to  this  incident,  as  it  is  one  I  can  never  bear  to  speak  of 
even  to  my  own  family,  and  to  request  the  forbearance 
of  Sophia,  and  my  sisters  also,  when  they  come,  on  the 
same  delicate  and  painful  subject'' 

"  It's  the  most  singular  and  absurd  note  I  ever  heard 
of  or  saw  in  the  whole  course  of  my  life/'  said  Sophia 
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Satton,  snatching  it  oat  of  her  husband's  hands^  when 
he  had  done  reading  it  aloud^  and  glancing  rapidlj  over 
its  contents^  as  if  to  make  sure  of  them. 

^'  Mrs.  Sutton,  indeed  I  this  late  in  the  daj,  as  if  I  was 
twenty  years  older  than  she  is,  when^  if  the  truth  be  told, 
there  are  only  three  years  difference  between  us.  I'll  let 
her  know  that  James  Wheeler  stood  as  well  before  the 
world  as  her  &ther  ever  did^  for  all  she  is  too  proud  to 
call  me  sister,  and  the  day  my  mother  laid  off  her  weeds 
to  marry  Judge  Lynne  she  supped  sorrow,  and  I  have 
often  heard  her  say  so." 

'^  But  if  she  had  not  married  him,  the  probability  is 
she  would  not  have  supped  at  all,''  said  Mattie,  saucily, 
and  her  black  eyes  flashed.  "Tailoring  is  a  very 
respectable  trade,  though,  and  a  needful  one,  even  if 
not  always  profitable.  I  don't  mean  to  disparage  Mr. 
Wheeler  by  any  means,  for  I  dare  say  mankind  could  do 
better  without  justice  than  without  breeches." 

"  I  must  say,  for  cool  impertinence,  Mattie  Lynne," 
began  Mrs.  Sutton,  but  her  husband  interrupted  her^  as 
he  rarely  dared  to  do,  by  making  a  diversion,  well  know- 
ing whither  this  dialogue  would  eventually  lead  his  mis- 
chievous sister-in-law  and  pugnacious  wife. 

"  I  suppose  it  is  her  way  of  telling  us  that  she  is  a 
widow,"  he  said,  resuming  possession  of  the  note  which, 
during  the  excitement  of  Mrs.  Sutton's  temper,  had  flut- 
tered from  her  fingers.  "  He  died  of  Chagres  fever, 
probably — it  is  nearly  always  fatal  to  strangers,  I  have 
heard — ^and  suddenly,  too;  or  he  may  have  been  killed  by 
an  accident,  who  knows  ?  drowned  in  getting  off  ship- 
board, may  be,  or  shot  by  some  Spanish  desperado,  or 
£illen  in  a  duel ;  no  one  can  conjecture  what  may  have 
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happened  to  hiniy  but  I  ood&bs  I  should  like  veiy  much 
to  hear  the  particulars.'^ 

'^Or  perhaps  he  is  not  dead  at  all/'  said  Mattie, 
sharply^  '^  and  she  lost  him  on  purpose,  as  Tom  Thumb's 
mother  did  her  diildren;  took  them  out  in  the  jungle  of 
Panama  like  poor  Strain,  and  left  him  there.  I  am  sure 
I  should  do  the  same  if  chance  bestowed  on  me  such  a 
mate  as  we  all  know  him  to  have  been  to  sister  Hester. 
Why  she  was  perfectly  poverty-stricken  at  one  time,  re- 
port says,  and  that  wretch  drunk  in  the  streets." 

'^But  all  this  has  been  redeemed,  my  dear  impulsive 
young  sister,"  said  Mr.  Sutton,  tapping  her  mildly  on 
the  shoulder,  in  an  admonitory  manner,  '^  and  the  least 
said  about  it  the  better.  Mr.  Howard  became  an  emi- 
nently respectable  man  before  his  demise,  for  of  this  sad 
event  there  can  be  no  reasonable  doubt,  and  remittances 
were  promptly  sent  to  me  for  all  the  work  I  superin- 
tended at  Briarheath.  My  commission,  too,  was  liber- 
ally allowed  for,  and  of  course  it  was  with  his  consent 
that  all  this  was  done  by  your  sister  Hester.  Walter  and 
Greorge  would  not  now  be  pursuing  professions,  but  for 
the  disinterestedness  of  these  relatives,  for  in  its  dilapi- 
dated condition  no  one  else  would  have  touched  Uie 
homestead,  which  it  cost  so  much  to  renovate,  and  the 
purchase  money  has  worked  wcmders  for  us  all." 

^^  Bought  us  a  home  at  Sliding  Stone  I"  said  Mrs.  Sut- 
ton, contemptuously,  "and  some  coals  for  next  winter, 
when  we  may  all  be  in  our  graves ;  and  a  few  calico 
dresses  and  lawns  for  our  summer  wear.  I  can  see  no 
oth«*  result,  I  confess,  in  my  case,  or  that  of  the  children 
and  girls." 

*' And  opened  a  way  for  me  to  make  your  bread,"  said 
Mr.  Sutton,  earnestly;  "a  way  that  I  confess  I  did  not  see 
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before,  for  your  small  share,  Sophia,  of  your  mother's 
interest,  paid  down  in  gold,  has  sufficed  for  this.  Look 
back  on  all  of  our  struggles,  our  poverty,  our  dependence 
even,  at  one  time,  and  be  grateful  now/' 

^'  But  why  could  not  we  have  kept  Briarheath,  just  as 
it  was,  brother  Sutton?''  asked  Melissa.  ''I  am  sure 
sister  Hester  would  never  have  objected  (rich  as  she  is) 
to  giving  up  her  share  to  us,  "and  then,  we  should  all 
have  still  maintained  our  ancient  standing.  It  is  very 
hard  for  Judge  Lynne's  daughters  to  have  to  retire  to 
Sliding  Stone,  among  miserable  mills  i^  filthy  foun- 
dries, and  leave  delightful  Lynnesborough." 

'*  You  question  idly,  Melissa,"  was  the  grave  response 
of  the  subdued-looking  man  sitting  opposite  to  her,  with 
one  long,  lank  leg  carelessly  thrown  over  the  other,  of 
which  he  hugged  the  knee  in  a  despairing  manner,  as 
though  to  sustain  himself  thereby,  indicative  of  his  lan- 
guid and  hopeless  temperament  as  this  was. 

"What  could  we  have  done,"  he  resumed,  ^^ powerless 
to  move  hand  and  foot,  as  are  all  the  moneyless  people 
of  this  world;  with  the  weeds  and  brambles,  the  decayed 
fences,  the  untilled  fields,  the  low,  wet  meadow,  or  the 
dilapidated  mansion  of  Briarheath,  the  very  windows  of 
which  were  gaping  to  the  road,  paneless  and  shutter- 
less?  I  begin  to  think  women,  as  a  class,  incapable  of 
reasoning  1 "  So  saying,  he  went  quietly  away  to  catch 
the  first  train  for  Lynnesborough,  so  as  to  obey  his 
appointment  for  the  hour  of  noon.  He  had  uncon- 
sciously formed  an  ideal  of  Mrs.  Howard  very  opposite 
from  reality,  having  the  usual  estimate  of  dash  and  style 
which  persons  unaccustomed  to  society  cherish,  in  which 
Queen  Zenobia  or  the  Queen  of  Sheba,  one  or  both, 
enter  largely. 
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He  was  both  relieved  and  disappointedy  therefore,  when 
a  woman,  scaroely  above  middle  stature,  graceful,  yet 
slight;  and  handsome,  certainly;  not  imposing  at  all 
in  presence,  singularly  pale  and  sad-looking,  and  clothed 
in  deep  mourning,  glided  into  the  large,  empty  parlor 
in  which  he  tremulously  awaited  h^  approach.  The 
closed  shutters,  the  bare  floors,  the  sparsely  scattered 
ancient  horse-hair  chairs,  the  dingy  sideboard,  covered 
with  battered  family  plate,  the  antique  centre-table, 
fiaroely  clawing  the  floor  with  its  carved  dragon's  feet, 
the  high  old-fashioned  candelabra  on  the  Egyptian  mar- 
ble mantel,  the  discrepancy  and  dreariness  of  the  apart- 
ment, seemed  singularly  suited  to  the  occasion  of  this 
meeting,  and  even  to  those  who  composed  it,  dreary  as 
these  two  were,  though  undoubtedly  alber  different 
&shions. 

"  I  am  sorry  I  did  not  know  of  your  intended  com- 
ing," said  Mr.  Sutton,  afler  the  first  greetings,  chill  enough 
as  these  were  on  one  side,  lowly  enough  on  the  other  to 
have  satisfied  the  shade  of  Uriah  Heep  himself;  ''  sorry 
that  I  could  not  have  met  you,  and,  perhaps,  the  corse 
of  your  lamented  husband  at  the  depot." 

'^  It  is  much  better  as  it  is,  I  am  sure,  for  both  of  us," 
she  responded,  with  a  &int  smile,  called  up  by  the  singu- 
lar daring  of  this  meek  man's  curiosity,  a  remark  to 
which  Mr.  Sutton  responded  with  a  still  drearier  bow, 
made  with  dosed  eyes,  and  a  flourish  of  his  folded  hand- 
kerchief. 

"  In  a  few  days  I  shall  be  able  to  receive  my  sisters, 
I  hope,"  she  resumed,  "and,  in  the  meantime,  I  wish  to 
thank  you  for  the  great  pains  you  have  taken  to  carry 
out  all  owr — my  wishes ;  and  the  unexpected  beauty  of 
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the  resalt — ^^  she  hesitated.  ^'I  want  also  to  say  that 
should  any  of  the  bills  for  work  remain  unpaid^  I  shall 
be  obliged  to  ask  your  forbearanoe  until  the  arrival  of 
Mr.  Mulgrave^  the  agait^  who  has  promised,  in  a  short 
time,  to  bring  me  necessary  funds.'' 

"  Certainly,  madam,  certainly !  The  balanoe  is  very 
small,  and  the  workmen  are  not  importunate,  knowing 
mtj  and  your  entire  ability  to  discharge  all  obligations,'' 
and  again  he  bowed. 

A  pause  ensued  more  dreary  than  disi^reeable ;  for 
after  all  there  was  very  little  to  be  said  between  these 
parties,  and  yet  to  prevent  fiirther  intrusion  and  distress 
Mrs.  Howard  had  deemed  it  best  to  write  as  she  had 
done. 

The  silence  was  broken  by  Hester. 

"You  have  children,  Mr.  Sutton,  I  believe?" 

"  Four,  madam,  four,"  in  a  sepulchral  tone,  as  if  he 
were  enumerating  their  deaths  by  cholera.  "One  of 
my  own,"  he  continued,  "  I  mean  by  my  first  marriage, 
and  three  of  Sophia's.  I  hope  you  will  like  our  chil- 
dren, and  yet  I  fear  that  they  are  sadly  spoiled ;  their 
mother  is  over-indulgent." 

"A  lovely  fault,  if  such  a  thing  may  be.  I  think  to 
be  severe  with  little  children  is  simply  barbarous.  Any 
one  can  intimidate  a  little  child ;  the  art  is  to  please  and 
persuade  them." 

"  Which  is  sometimes  difficult  to  do,"  with  a  ghastly 
smile,  disclosing  pale-blue  teeth,  and  evanescent  as  a 
wintry  gleam  of  sunshine  on  a  gray  December's  day. 

"The  man  has  suffered,"  the  lady  thought  "Who 
would  not,  with  a  Wheeler  at  his  fireside  ?  Sophia  was 
alwajrs  fearfully  like  her  mother." 
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And  she  shuddered  at  some  memories  that  swept  over 
her.  Among  others  those  appertaining  to  her  wedding- 
day. 

The  interview  was  interrupted  here  by  the  sound  of 
wheels  on  the  still,  rugged  gravel  walk,  and  the  tones  of 
a  round  and  unctuous  voice,  a  '^  plush-footed  '*  voioe  (Mat- 
tie  Lynne  used  to  call  it  pleasantly  in  her  peculiar  fiishion 
of  metaphorical  description),  asking  of  the  housemaid 
for  *'  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Howard,  late  of  California !  *' 

It  was  some  moments  before  Hester  recognized,  ad- 
vancing in  the  shadow,  the  burly  form  of  the  Bev.  Elias 
Crawford,  the  ancient  pastor,  as  he  still  continued  to  be, 
of  Lynnesborough  meeting-house,  or  as  the  English 
would  call  him,  the  '^  dissenting  minister^'  of  that  burgh. 

He  was  greatly  changed  since  Hester  Lynne  had  heard 
him  hold  forth  at  the  village  chapel,  whither  she  went 
occasionally  with  her  step-mother,  though  her  fether's 
hereditary  pew  was  elsewhere ;  his  very  voice  had  grown 
fiit  and  drowsy  with  his  person,  and  his  hair  was  white 
and  scant,  while  his  eyes  were  scarcely  visible  between 
his  flabby  cheeks. 

"  I  shouldn't  have  known  you !  I  tell  you  I  shouldn't 
have  known  you  had  I  met  you  anywhere  else  on  the 
&ce  of  the  earth  except  in  the  old  Lynne  mansion. 
Why,  madam,  you  are  positively  the  handsomest  of  them 
all,  and  that  is  saying  much,  isn't  it  now.  Elder  Sutton  ?'' 
at  which  priestly  joke  the  unhappy  martyr  simpered^ 
and  replied  that  he  believed  ^'  that  point  was  given  up 
long  ago ;  he  had  always  heard  of  Miss  Hester's  beauty, 
and  her  sisters  were  all  proud  of  it." 

Transparent  Sutton!  The  calm,  great  ejea  were 
sorry  for  you,  for  they  read  your  pebbly  soul.    Serene 
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and  gentle,  if  a  little  muddy  sometimee,  and  not  naturally 
deceptive,  nor  given  to  whirlpools,  or  quicksands,  only 
pitiably  shallow.  Yet  she  pitied  him  too  much  to 
refute  him  as  she  could  readily  have  done  from  olden 
recollections. 

"And  how  is  Mr.  Howard  after  his  long  voyage?*' 
said  the  fat  voice,  "  and  where  are  your  little  ones  ? 
Come,  I  must  see  them  all.  There's  no  escaping  the 
dictates  of  Father  Crawford,  as  the  people  call  me  here, 
a  title  I  appreciate,  madam,  and  perhaps  deserve.  Come^ 
how  many  of  them  are  there,  nurse  ? ''  turning  to  the 
door  where  Lora  was  calmly  standing  with  folded  arms, 
waiting  for  the  orders  of  her  mistress  to  bring  the  box 
destined  for  the  young  ladies  and  Sophia,  and  which 
contained  a  variety  of  handsome  presents  selected  and 
purchased  before  setting  out  from  San  Francisco,  on  that 
fetal  voyage.    "  Nurse,  bring  in  the  children  1 " 

"  Lord  bless  your  heart,  Massa  Crawfoot,  doesn't  you 
'member  'ole  Lora  ?  "  and  coming  forward  she  shook  the 
pastor  by  both  hands.  Not  that  she  had  ever  particu- 
larly liked  him,  but  that  the  rejoicing  was  general  with 
her  over  all  "  old  femiliar  faces." 

"As  fur  de  children,  Massa  Crawfoot,  I  tought  you 
knew,"  and  she  applied  the  comer  of  her  apron  to  her 
overflowing  eyes,  perennial  fountains  of  sorrow,  when- 
ever they  were  mentioned. 

Then  Hester  spoke,  coldly,  drearily,  dryly,  without  a 
tone,  a  shadow  of  emotion  in  her  voice,  or  manner,  or 
fece ;  the  latter  like  a  stone.  ^ 

"  I  have  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  all  of  my  im- 
mediate femily,  Mr.  Crawford.  I  am  alone,  as  you  see 
me,  alone  1^^  and  she  suddenly  threw  out  her  arms  and 
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fell  senseless  to  the  floor  before  any  hand  could  interfere^ 
fell  thus  for  the  first  time  in  her  life. 

The  gentlemen  bent  over  her  deeply  shocked^  and 
rendered  her  all  the  assistance  in  their  power^  when  they 
left  her  to  old  Lora^  only  prevented  by  her  entreaties  and 
assurances  that  her  mistress  would  be  displeased  from 
sending  for  the  family  physician^  Doctor  Hubbard 
Patterson. 

They  waited  together  in  the  parlor  until  they  were 
assured  that  she  had  revived,  and  then  went  their  several 
ways,  determining,  however,  before  they  parted,  in  com- 
passionate conclave,  that  they  would  hold  bach  their  tide 
of  womankind  as  long  as  possible,  from  overwhelming 
and  thoroughly  submerging  the  poor  sufferer,  so  recently 
bereaved,  and  struggling  so  far  vainly  to  reach  the  shore 
of  serenity  from  the  waves  of  her  terrific  sorrow. 


CHAPTER   II. 


AN  IMPORTANT  INTBRVIBW— WISE  RESOLUTIONS— MATTIE'S 
SCHEME. 

A  FEW  days  later  Mr.  Mulgrave  came. 
"Mrs.  Howard,  I  find  you  solitary,''  he  said, 
abruptly,  soon  after  the  black-draped  figure,  so  grace- 
ful and  refined  under  every  disadvantage,  entered  the 
same  dreary  parlor  in  which  the  mistress  of  Briarheath 
had  so  lately  yielded  to  her  great  agony ;  adding  as  no 
man  better  versed  in  the  usages  of  society  would  have 
dared  to  do:  "I  know  not  yet  whether  this  solitude 
11 
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of  yours  be  caose  to  you  of  coDgratalation  or  condo- 
lence.'' 

"  Nor  need  you  concern  yourself  to  know,  Mr.  Mul- 
grave/'  and  her  voice  trembled  slightly.  "Confine 
yourself,  I  b^,  to  the  business  before  us,  about  which 
Mr.  Howard  has  probably  communicated  to  you  him- 
self; at  least,  he  told  me  that  he  had  done  so  in  the  last 
letter  I  received  from  him.'' 

"  He  has  done  so  partially,  at  least ;  it  is  of  the  yearly 
stipend  that  you  speak  ?  " 

"Ifris." 

"  You  can  aflford  nothing  of  the  kind,  Mrs.  Howard. 
This  demand  exceeds  all  the  income  you  can  expect  to 
derive  from  your  bank  stocks,  for  the  purchase  of  which 
I  have  sold  the  lands  we  spoke  of.  Some  of  this  lies  at 
interest,  of  course,  for  the  present." 

"  If  possible,"  she  resumed,  "  I  wish  his — his  condi- 
tions complied  with." 

"  Four  thousand  dollars !  It  is  a  great  demand  out  of 
annual  sales.  For  how  long  a  time  will  this  separate 
maintenance  be  required  ?"  he  interrogated  her  sharply. 

"  I  cannot  tell :  for  a  long  time,  probably ;  but  you  said, 
I  remember,  that  the  property  was  rising  rapidly,  that 
you  could  sell  a  large  amount  this  year,  more  the  next, 
and  so  on  to  the  end.  I  have  thought  that  by  limiting 
my  own  expenditures,  which  even  in  this  large  house  can 
be  done  to  a  few  hundred  a  year,  by  judicious  manage- 
ment, I  might  be  able  to  supply  his  requisitions.^^ 

^^Requisitions/  Are  they  such?"  he  asked,  dwelling 
heavily  on  the  first  word,  illegal  as  he  felt  it.  "Under- 
stand me,  once  for  all,  Mrs.  Howard,  he  has  no  right  to 
make  any  requisitions  of  you — ^no  right.    You  have 
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everything  in  your  own  power ;  you  can  do  with  it  as 
you  please,  especially  under  the  peculiar  circumstances 
of  this  case/' 

"You  are  aware  of  these?"  she  questioned,  abruptly 
lifting  her  eyes  to  his  &ce  for  a  moment. 

"  Perfectly/'  was  his  grave  reply.  Her  eyes  dropped 
beneath  his  clear  significant  gaze,  and  for  a  time  there 
was  silence. 

"  I  will  ask  you/'  she  said,  making  a  great  effort,  ^^not 
to  reveal  these  particulars  to  any  person,  here  or  else- 
where. I  suppose  it  is  from  Mr,  Howard  himself  you 
have  learned  them.  I  judge  this  from  the  mention  he 
made  to  me  of  his  letter  to  you.  I  hope  you  consider 
everything  he  has  told  you  strictly  confidential."  She 
hesitated,  then  continued,  "  let  his  very  existence  remain 
to  strangers  a  matter  of  doubt" 

"Certainly,  if  you  request  it,  madam." 

"I  do  request  it,"  she  said  in  a  manner  that  rather 
implied  command  than  entreaty. 

"I  am  to  understand,  then,"  he  said,  "that  for  reasons 
of  your  own  you  wish  this  annual  stipend  regularly  paid? 
That  you  prefer  such  payment  to  the  possibility  of — ^" 
he  hesitated. 

Even  his  audacity  could  not  carry  him  frirther  at  the 
moment,  while  she  sat  confronting  him,  calm,  cold,  im- 
perious, with  her  lips  livid,  her  eyes  like  blazing  steel,' 
her  face  locked  and  rigid. 

He  was  afraid  to  hazard  more ;  yet  he  wished,  oh !  how 
he  wished  that  he  dared  counsel  her,  and  aid  her  even,  to 
fling  off  this  reptile  clinging  to  the  skirts  of  her  pros- 
perity, yet  outraging  every  instinct  of  her  womanhood 
80  grossly  as  to  provoke  every  just  man's  indignation. 
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*'The  matter  can  be  effected,  Mrs.  Howard,  at  least 
for  the  present,  I  am  positive,"  he  said,  plunging  at  once 
into  actualities  and  letting  motives  alone,  as  his  good 
sense  taught  him  was  best  for  the  present. 

'^  I  have  deposited  thirty  thousand  dollars  in  bank,  or 
its  equivalent,  wherewith  to  buy,  in  time,  the  stocks,  as 
you  requested.  It  all  awaits  your  order.  Draw  a  check 
for  the  amount  required  for  Mr.  Howard,  a  promissory 
note  for  as  much  more  to  be  paid  in  a  twelve  month.  I 
will  indorse  it.  Should  you  need  other  means  for  your 
own  immediate  expenses,  reserve  them  also  from  this 
fund ;  then  let  me,  in  God's  name,  madam,  go  and  invest 
your  money  as  soon  as  possible  and  before  it  vanishes 
into  thin  air." 

She  smiled,  well  pleased  at  his  disinterested  vehe- 
mence, and  obeyed  his  counsels  promptly.  The  checks 
were  drawn  and  signed. 

**  I  shall  furnish  my  house  only  partially  at  this  time," 
she  said.  '^A  piano  and  books  I  mud  have,  in  short  a 
library  well-fitted  up,  and  another  bed-chamber  or  two, 
some  dining  service  also,  so  that  my  friends  may  not 
deem  me  churlish  when  they  come  to  see  me.  Beyond 
this  I  shall  not  go,  until  I  realize  something  more, 
perhaps,  from  my  own  exertions.   No,  not  another  step." 

"  You  have  then  a  purpose  in  life  ? "  he  said.  "  I 
congratulate  you  :  it  is  a  rare  resource  for  a  woman." 

"  I  write  sometimes — ^" 

"And  publish?" 

"  I  am  thinking  of  something  of  that  sort,"  she  said, 
vaguely. 

"Do  you  know,"  he  said,  looking  at  her  earnestly, 
"  you  are  very  like  an  actress  I  once  saw  in  New  Orleans, 
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a  'Mrs,  Myrtis  Lynne/  I  never  thought  of  it  until 
just  now;  though  I  have  often  wondered  who  it  was 
you  resembled  so  strikingly.  Did  you  ever  see  her 
perform  ?  *' 

J^  I  have  seen  her  in  San  Francisco.^' 

It  was  very  evident  he  had  not  the  slightest  idea  of 
Hester's  identity  with  the  person  in  question^  nor  did  she 
care  to  enlighten  him ;  yet  he  persevered : 

''How  did  you  like  her  perfbrmanoe?'' he  asked, 
pertinaciously. 

"Pretty  well.  I  never  thought  her  heart  was  in  her 
vocation,  however.'' 

"Likely  not,  but  her  brains  were.'' 

She  did  not  invite  Mr.  Mulgrave  to  remain  at  Briar- 
heath  beyond  one  day.  Yet  his  visit  had  quieted  her 
spirit  as  few  things  could  have  done.  The  wolf  was 
driven  from  the  door,  her  debts  were  paid,  Mr.  Howard's 
yearly  stipend  provided  for,  peace  re-established,  and 
Briarheath  was  at  last  her  own,  and  partly  furnished. 

"I  will  live  down  this  grief,"  she  thought,  "in  my 
own  way.  It  shall  not  corrode  my  heart.  I  will  make 
occupation  my  JS^b  of  defence,  and  intrench  myself 
in  my  strength  of  purpose.  Music,  poetry,  belles-lettres 
of  all  kind  I  will  cultivate  to  some  perfection,  and  when 
I  am  weary  of  all  the  rest,  my  pen  shall  carry  me  away 
like  John  Gilpin's  horse,  whither  it  lists,  ay,  even  if  to 
destruction."  ^ 

Musing,  she  smiled.  Her  conclusions  were  so  different 
ever  from  her  beginnings.  Yet  still  she  determined  to 
obtain  the  mastery  over  what  at  best  was  bid  a  bitter 
mortification. 

At  the  end  of  a  fortnight,  her  household  was  suf- 
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ficiently  systematized  to  permit  her  to  send  for  her  sisters 
to  pass  one  day  at  Briarheath.  She  woald  see  and  study 
them  first  before  admitting  them  to  further  intiniacy. 
She  could  not  bear  to  think  of  inmates  yet  a  while. 

They  came^  and  were  received  with  hospitable  care 
and  sisterly  affection^  and  almost  felt  that  they  were 
reconciled  to  seeing  Briarheath  m  such  hospitable  hands. 
Their  sister  had  indeed  manifested  a  sort  of  wistful 
solicitude  to  please  them  that  soothed  their  ^^  amour 
propre."  Even  Mrs.  Sutton  acknowledged  that  she  was 
"  the  lady/'  if  very  quiet  and  reticent  about  her  affairs ; 
for  in  the  course  of  the  whole  visit  they  could  not  recall 
one  reference  to  her  past. 

One  thing  they  determined  on  in  conclave.  She  was 
to  be  respected^  conciliated^  clung  to  as  the  sole  pillar  of 
their  &llen  fortunes,  from  whom  all  largesse  beyond  the 
mere  necessities  of  life  must  come,  if  it  ever  came  atlilL 
All  marriage  gifts,  all  rich  apparel  for  ball  or  watering- 
place,  every  means  of  conveyance  to  and  fro,  all  luxuries 
of  life  in  short  must  emanate  from  the  rich  proprietress 
of  Briarheath.  "  Our  golden  goose/*  as  Mattie  saucily 
called  her. 

A  few  days  after  this  first  visit,  an  elaborate  lett» 
was  penned  and  despatched  by  Mattie  Lynne  to  her  new- 
found sister,  to  which  she  received  so  kind  an  answer 
that  she  was  encouraged  to  pad^  up  her  small  effects  in  a 
hand-satchel,  and  quietly  depart  from  Sliding  Stone,  so  as 
to  avoid  all  questioning  and  discussion  on  the  part  of  her 
sisters,  and  to  reserve  to  herself  the  privilege  of  giving 
what  account  she  chose  of  her  proceeding  on  her  return. 
She  left  woi*d  with  their  only  house-maid  that  she  would 
be  absent  some  days  on  business  in  Lynnesborough|  and 
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80  satisfied  anxiety  on  her  account^  which  otherwise  she 
feared  might  have  developed  itself  in  the  shape  of  an 
advertisement  on  the  part  of  Brother  Sutton,  headed, 
"  escaped !  '^ 

"  Mattie,  you  here  ?  "  exclaimed  Mrs,  Howard,  as  the 
slight  figure  of  the  girl  stole  to  her  side  in  the  library, 
where  she  sat  dreaming  in  the  twilight  before  an  early 
autumn  fire,  ^^  Why^  my  dear  girl,  did  you  not  apprize 
me  of  your  intention  ? '' 

*^  I  did  not  know  I  was  coming  myself  until  an  hour 
before  I  left  Sliding  Stone.  I  was  obliged  to  take  you  by 
surprise.    They  are  so  queer  down  there." 

'^  You  did  not  quite  do  this.  I  have  been  expecting 
you  daily  since  I  wrote.  Your  letter  interested  me  very 
deeply,  I  assure  you.  I  was  amazed  at  the  ability  with 
which  it  was  written,  too,  and  the  experience  it  betrayed. 
Yet  you  are  very  young,  Mattie,  to  have  thought  and 
suffered  so.  Just  seventeen  next  Christmas.  I  remember 
the  very  day  you  were  bom,  a  cold  and  snowy  Sunday, 
and  how  I  was  thrilled,  I  myself  a  very  little  child 
then  when  I  held  you  in  my  arms ;  your  great,  black 
eyes  as  wide  open  as  they  are  now ;  you  were  always 
little  and  spiritual-looking,  even  as  an  in&nt.^' 

^^Did  you  love  me  then,  sister  Hester  ?''  said  Mattie, 
with  emotion  in  her  voice. 

There  was  a  moment's  silence.  Then  Hester  replied : 
'^  I  was  not  permitted  to  do  so,  Mattie,  but  it  is  not  yet 
too  late  to  b^n.  I  feel  very  near,  of  course,  to  my 
Other's  daughter;  yet  the  habit  of  affection  is  still  to  be 
acquired  between  us.'' 

'*  You  are  right,"  said  Mattie.  "  It  is  only  men  and 
women  who  fiJl  in  love  with  each  other  at  first  sight. 
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There  is  something  about  you  that  attracts  me,  however, 
I  suppose  (or  I  should  scarcely  have  written  you  as  I 
did),  almost  against  my  will.  It  was  as  though  some 
one  else  were  guiding  the  pen  and  impelling  me.  I 
do  not  often  write  so  eloquently,  I  assure  you.  I  was  a 
little  startled  myself  when  I  read  over  my  own  produc- 
tion, and  found  how  I  had  let  myself  go  all  through, 
and  blistered  the  pages  with  my  tears.  You  see,  sister 
Hester,  I  am  not  of  the  crying  kind.'^ 

"  You  have  a  brave  little  heart  of  your  own,  I  know, 
to  make  such  plans  for  independence;  but  have  you 
pondered  them  well  ?  A  teacher^s  lot  is  a  very  hard  one, 
especially  for  a  mercurial  nature  like  your  oMm,  and  as 
you  have  not  been  used  to  study,  as  you  acknowledge, 
two  years  of  the  labor  of  preparation  for  such  a  vocation 
in  school-harness  would  go  very  hard  with  you  I  imagine. 
Now  give  it  all  up  from  this  hour,  and  come  and 
live  with  me.  You  shall  want  for  nothing,  not  even 
affection.'' 

'^That  would  not  be  the  same  thing  at  all,  sister  Hes- 
ter,'*  said  the  girl,  solemnly,  laying  her  hand  on  her  com- 
panion's arm,  and  looking  steadily  in  her  fiu^e  with  her 
large,  inscrutable  black  eyes.  "  I  want  to  be  indepen- 
dent. Don't  you  understand  the  difference?  Now  if 
you  choose  to  help  me  get  this  education,  I  will  repay  you 
when  I  come  of  age.  I  have  some  means  of  my  own, 
you  know,  which  brother  Sutton — ^that  poor,  good,  crafty, 
overburdened  soul — ^is  trying  to  get  out  of  a  snarl  so  as  to 
render  me  a  support,  and  out  of  this  I  will  return  every 
cent  you  advance  me;  but  I  should  rust  to  the  very 
heart,  living  there  and  doing  nothing  and  knowing 
nothing,  before  those  four  long  years  rolled  round  that 
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still  lie  between  me  and  twenty-one ;  and  then  I  should  be 
too  old  and  stupid  to  study  at  all/' 

Hester  smiled  at  the  girl's  idea  of  age. 

'^I  am  not  old  and  stupid,  Mattie;  yet  I  am  twenty- 
six,"  she  said,  "  and  studying  still." 

"But  your  life  does  not  lie  before  you,  sister  Hester^ 
rather  behind;  you  have  already  acquired  knowledge, 
fortune,  position.  I  have  all  this  to  do  for  myself,  you 
know,  for  they  tell  me  I  am  too  ugly  to  marry  well,  and 
I  am  too  proud  to  marry  ill,  so  I  run  the  risk  of  playing 
the  solo  in  the  orchestra  of  life,  and  I  want  a  fife  of 
my  own." 

"  You  are  an  oddity,  Mattie,  I  believe." 

"  So  are  you,  sister  Hester,  I  discover." 

Mrs.  Howard  smiled  at  the  sharpness  of  the  retort, 
but  said  nothing  in  continuance  of  this  vein  of  recrimi- 
nation, while  Mattie  stood  defiantly,  having  withdrawn 
from  her  embrace  at  the  fiirther  end  of  the  rug,  with  a 
flashing  eye  and  crimson  cheek. 

"  My  dear  girl,  how  have  I  offended  you  ?  Do  come  and 
have  some  refreshment  Give  me  your  hand  and  don't 
be  in  the  least  irritable  with  me,  for  if  you  only  knew  it, 
I  need  all  your  sympathy." 

She  drew  the  mollified  girl  gently  along  to  tlie  dining- 
room,  where  a  luncheon  tray  awaited  them,  and  gently 
removing  her  gray  straw  bonnet  and  shawl,  led  her  to  a 
seat  at  the  table,  while  she  sat  well  pleased  and  enjoyed 
her  wholesome  hearty  appreciation  of  the  dainties  spread 
before  her. 

"  You  will  not  live  this  way  at  school,  dear  Mattie," 
she  said,  with  a  little  shake  of  the  head.  "  The  &re  is 
hard,  usually,  and  you  are  something  of  a  sybarite,  I 
fimcy." 
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^^  "Well,  what  if  I  am,  sister  Hester  ?  It  is  all  the 
better  for  me  to  be  deprived  of  luxuries.  I  should  grow 
as  fat  as  a  reed  bird  in  September,  if  I  had  good  things 
to  eat  every  day,  for  I  never  could  resist  them ;  besides 
what  an  inducement  is  this  for  one  reasonable  woman  to 
hold  out  to  another?  I  thought  you  had  a  better  opin- 
ion of  my  sense,  sister  Hester,  or  *' — she  added  archly, 
"  somewhat  more  yourself 

"  You  are  a  very  impertinent  little  damsel,"  said  Mrs. 
Howard,  laughing,  ^^  quite  irredistible  though  in  your 
way/' 

"  Call  me  anything  but  odd,  and  I  can  forgive  you ; 
but  I  am  so  worn  out  with  that  epithet  that  it  sets  all 
my  nerves  on  edge.  Now  the  fitct  is,  I  am  not  odd, 
which  conveys  a  reproach,  I  fancy.  Crazy  people  are 
odd,  and  so  are  stupid  people  and  absent-minded,  one- 
ideaed  people,  of  all  others  the  most  tiresome;  but  I  am 
neither  one  nor  the  other  of  all  these  things.  I  am  very 
rational,  keen-witted  and  wide  awake,  but  like  yourself, 
sister  Hester,  have  my  own  views  and  reservations,  and 
I  mean  to  hold  them  too,  as  you  douptless  intend  to  do- 
that  is,  if  you  can,  in  Lynnesborough." 

Mrs.  Howard  started  slightly. 

^^To  what  do  you  allude,  Mattie?  Have  you  heard 
me  brought  under  discussion  in  this  sagacious  borough  ? 
Have  they  weighed  me  in  the  balance  and  found  me 
wanting?" 

"  Not  yet,  sister  Hester,  but  they  are  getting  the  scales 
ready." 

"  Well,"  said  Mrs.  Howard,  reassured,  "  I  am  willing 
they  should  proceed;  they  will  find  it  heavy  work,  I 
fimcy."    She  leaned  her  brow  on  her  hand  and  mused, 
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while  Mattie  eyed  her  locked  features  with  a  strange  ex- 
pression of  irony  and  concern  blended. 

"  Now,  infidel,  I  have  you  on  the  hip,"  she  murmured 
to  herself,  ''and  if  I  chose  I  oould  sift  you  in  ten  days' 
time,"  she  pursued  in  thought, ''  but  I  won't  do  it,  I  won't 
do  it;  I'll  spare  your  feelings  for  the  sake  of  the  blood  in 
your  veins  and  mine.  You're  worth  ten  of  Sophy  and 
Melissa  any  day,  even  if  stripped  of  your  possessions  and 
reduced  to  the  attic  chamber  and  Cinderellaism  again." 

"You  think  yourself  very  weighty  then;  California 
gold  dust  sister  Hester,"  she  said,  mockingly.  ''I 
should  not  suppose,  all  told,  you  would  weigh  more  than 
one  hundred  and  thirty  pounds,  if  so  much,  and  there  are 
scales  in  Lynnesborough  to  compass  that." 

"  Mattie,  you  are  possessed  " — 

"  Yes,  with  the  spirit  of  mischief,  many  say,  which 
you  must  lay,  sister  Hester,  with  your  Prospero  wand. 
Did  you  ever  read  '  Tempest,'  by-the-by  ?  now  tell  me 
honestly,  with  all  your  reading?  If  you  did  not,  why 
then  I  am  a  head  and  shoulders  taller  than  you,  that's 
all,"  and  she  suited  the  action  to  the  word  by  springing 
from  the  table,  and  drawing  up  her  little  flexible  figure 
to  its  iiill  height  with  an  amusing  ostentation  of  dignity. 

"  Yes,  child,  I  have  read  it  over  and  over  again,  until 
like  a  word  we  repeat  a  thousand  times,  it  almost  seemed 
unmeaning  to  me  at  the  last.  Shakespeare  is  not  to  me 
what  he  once  was,  never  can  be  again." 

"  Then  I  pity  you,  sister  Hester,  I  do  indeed.  "Why 
one  would  think  you  had  been  helping  to  murder  the 
deer-stealer  by  tearing  him  to  rags  on  the  stage,  to  hear 
you  maligning  him.  We  always  hate  those  we  injure, 
you  know.     Tacitus  said  so  ever  so  many  thousand  years 
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ago.  I  know  this,  for  I  read  it  with  my  own  eyes  in 
that  old  romance  of  his,  which  Mr.  Sutton  has  stored 
away  in  his  bookcase.'' 

"  Romance,  Mattie?  that  was  history." 

"  History,  then.  Humbug  I  what's  the  difference  now, 
80  that  it  sticks  in  one's  brain  and  diverts  one's  ideas 
from  self  and  suicide  ?  You  are  too  literal  to  understand 
me,  sister  Hester.  You  have  not  a  grain  of  imagination, 
I  do  believe,  in  your  whole  composition." 

Hester  smiled  again,  as  she  thought  of  the  review  she 
had  been  reading  of  her  OMrn  new  and  most  imaginative 
work  just  before  she  saw  Mattie,  and  of  which  she  had 
been  musing  aloud,  perhaps,  as  she  stood  cowering  over 
that  bright  autumnal  fire  which  lighted  for  her  no  happy 
home  circle,  and  illumed  only  a  desolate  hearth.  But 
she  did  not  defend  herself  from  her  little  sister's  fresh 
attack  at  all,  but  meekly  said,  "  One  fancy,  like  yours, 
Mattie,  is  enough  for  any  one  sober  family,  I'm  thinking, 
and  now  let  us  talk  further  of  your  plans." 

That  night  Mattie  dreamed.  She  thought  that  she 
saw  her  sister  Hester  lying  on  a  bed,  curtained  with 
white,  in  a  strange  house,  not  dead,  but  in  a  sleep  so 
profound  that  it  resembled  death  more  than  any  slumber 
she  had  ever  beheld  or  conceived  of.  The  room  was 
quite  shadowy,  and  old'  Lora  sat  by  the  bedside.  Sud- 
denly she  saw  the  figure  of  a  man  enter  the  room  with  a 
pale  but  noble  fitce  (it  seemed  half  concealed  in  shadow), 
and  a  mien  of  gentle  dignity.  He  bent  over  the  sleeping 
woman  and  placed  a  ring  on  her  insensible  hand,  then 
kissing  it  reverently,  rose  up  and  went  his  way.  Then 
all  was  confused  and  dark,  and  she  awoke.  The  clock 
on  the  chimney  was  striking  five,  the  lamp  was  burning 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


HESTEB    HOWABD's    TEMPTATION.     189 

low,  but  she  felt  impelled  to  raise  faer  hand  and  look  on 
a  ring  she  bad  taken  from  the  piano,  after  her  sister  had 
retired,  and  slipped  on  her  finger  to  keep  safely  for  her 
until  morning. 

It  was  the  onyx,  bearing  the  carved  head  of  Christ 
engraven  upon  it,  which  Doctor  Mordaunt  had  given  her; 
and  its  size  embarrassed  Mrs.  Howard  so  much  in  play- 
ing that  she  frequently  drew  it  off  and  laid  it  aside  until 
she  rose  from  the  piano.  Account  for  the  vision  as  one 
may,  it  simply  occurred  in  connection  with  that  ring,  of 
whose  origin  Mattie  Lynne  had  not  the  slightest  idea, 
as  &r  as  any  one  ever  knew.  Nor  was  Mrs.  Howard 
more  agitated  and  overcome  than  the  girl  herself,  when, 
afler  relating  her  dream,  she  found  it  unexpectedly  con- 
firmed as  truth,  by  her  sister's  narration.  Thus  had  she 
almost  involuntarily  begun  already  to  sift  the  past,  one 
link  of  whose  varied  chain  had  mysteriously  passed  into 
her  keeping  in  this  unaccountable  manner. 

Lora  threw  up  her  eyes  and  hands  to  heaven,  when 
informed  of  the  vision. 

"  Dat  gal  got  an  Obi  look,  anyway,"  she  said  to  her- 
self. ^^I  do  wish  Miss  Hester  would  keep  all  dat  brood 
at  dere  'spectible  distance.  I  knowed  when  I  seed  her 
stealin'  back  here  so  soon,  and  all  by  herself  too,  dat  she 
done  come  for  no  good  to  oders.  Den  she  runs  all  'bout 
dis  strange  house,  from  garret  to  kitchen,  like  a  chicken 
widout  no  hen  to  go  under;  what  ef  she  did  live  here  all 
her  life  ?  It  ain't  nothing  but  a  strange  house  all  the 
same  to  her  and  hem  since  Miss  Hester  done  come  to 
her  own,  and  dem  rats  all  skeared  out  ob  de  garret,  and 
de  new  paintin'  and  papcrin',  and  friskin'  on  de  ceilings 
all  been  put  on  at  our  'spence,  and  dem  bay-windows 
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stuck  out  like  beetles*  eyes  ebery  side,  de  very  windey 
sashes  changed  in  size  and  color,  tell  dey  looks  like  new 
waffle  irons  sot  straight  up  to  dry,  and  de  very  ash-house 
with  a  tin  roof  and  made  of  bran  new  bricks. 

"Pump  Lora,  will  dey?  I  heered  dat  Miss  Sophy 
Button  talked  about  doin'  of  dat.  He,  he !  dey  might  as 
well  try  to  get  maple  sap  out  of  a  gum-tree,  as  Califomey 
news  out  ob  dis  church,  sister  I  Pump  Lora,  he,  he,  he ! 
dat  'muses  me  more  dan  to  hear  dey  all  gone  up  to  live 
at  Sliding  Stone,  where  all  de  poor  railroad  hands  used 
to  stay  for  cheap,  and  nobody  in  de  town  owned  a  darkie. 

"Take  me  away  from  dat  sort  of  poor  white  trash, 
anyway,  if  dey  is  Judge  Lynne's  seoon*  wife's  outside 
chiUun." 


CHAPTER   in. 

A  MODBBK  TBOXJBADOITB  AND  ED9  MANTLE— A  MUSICAL 
BAID. 

THE  end  of  Mattie's  visit  was  attained  and  she  went 
joyfully  back  to  Sliding  Stone  to  make  her  prepara- 
tions, few  and  simple  as  these  were,  for  passing  two 
years  at  a  celebrated  school  in  the  State  of  New  York, 
whence  many  accomplished  teachers  had  emerged.  Mrs. 
Howard  had  her  misgivings  on  the  subject  of  Mattie's 
mission,  scarcely  believing  that  so  erratic  and  impetuous 
a  person  could  ever  become  sufficiently  self-contained  to 
fulfil  the  grand  and  important  task  ably,  of  moulding 
the  young  mind;  but  she  was  struck  with  the  stern  pur- 
pose of  the  girl,  and  felt  that,  beside  the  obtaining  of  a 
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means  of  livelihood^  the  discipline  of  those  two  years 
might  be  greatly  serviceable  in  shaping  her  own  charac- 
ter and  determining  the  happiness  of  her  iiitare  life — 
"career/'  Mattie  would  have  called  it  in  preference. 

The  society  of  Lynnesborough  had  never  been  inter- 
esting to  Hester,  and  I  know  few  more  dreary  sensations 
in  life  than  being  cast  back  among  people  you  have  out- 
grown,  and  finding  them  unchanged  and  unimproved, 
yet  self-satisfied  at  a  dead  stand  in  their  former  uncon- 
genial condition.  There  are  places  that  seem  as  torpid 
as  the  upas  tree  is  deadly,  resembling  that  plant  only  in 
the  strange  influence  of  their  overhanging  shadow  on  all 
that  come  within  its  range.  No  one  could  have  lived 
long  at  Lynnesborough,  unless  isolated  as  Mrs.  Howard 
was,  without  dropping  into  its  dull  routine  of  busy 
commonplaces  and  deadly  lively  gossip  so  &tal  to  whole- 
some thought  and  energy. 

It  was  with  a  heartsick  consciousness  of  this  kind 
that  she  put  away  fi^m  her  all  near  approaches  on  the 
part  of  its  inhabitants,  and  resigned  herself  to  compara- 
tive solitude;  for,  with  the  exception  of  good  Mr. 
Steinbach  and  his  youthful  granddaughter,  and  the 
Misses  Dean,  the  two  last  her  mother's  old  friends,  re- 
tiring gentlewomen  of  a  certain  age,  unaffectedly  pious, 
sensible  and  self-contained,  though  not  remarkably  in- 
teresting either  as  to  appearance  or  conversation,  she 
reoeived  no  social  visitors  except  her  own  family,  the  last 
rarely  and  ceremoniously  in  one  way,  though  with  hos- 
pitable kindness  and  generous  disregard  of  self  in 
another. 

There  are  none  who  bore  us  like  our  own  relations 
when  uncongenial,  none  who  so  try  our  patience  and 
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wring  our  nerves.  Happy  those  who  are  permitted  to 
select  their  companionship,  and  not  forced  to  blindly 
accept  such  as  fate  or  circumstances  foist  upon  them. 

Blood  is  thicker  than  water,  saith  the  proverb,  and  it 
grows  so  thick  occasionally  that  it  curdles.  Woe  for  the 
possessors  then ! 

There  is  no  hatred  known  to  man  like  that  which  fol- 
lows such  a  curdling  process !  It  b^an  in  the  veins  of 
Cain,  but  the  end  is  not  yet,  and  sometimes  it  becomes 
epidemic  and  runs  riot  through  the  hearts  of  nations, 
and  then,  O  God  I  what  ruthless  ruin,  demoniac  cruelty 
and  morbid  misrule  are  the  consequences,  none  but  those 
who  suffer  from  its  frenzied  inhumanity  can  ever  know, 
no  record  give  any  faithful  account  of,  save  that  kept  on 
high  by  Grod  and  his  r^retful  angels. 

For  pity  as  they  may,  neciessity  must  have  its  course, 
though  thrones  and  hearthstones  be  the  sacrifice;  and 
this  we  mud  believe  if  we  would  retain  our  faith  in  the 
justice  of  Providence  or  our  affeetion  for  our  Creator. 

Mr.  Steinbach  used  to  remind  Hester  of  Wordsworth's 
*Willage  Schoolmaster,"  with  his  "  hair  of  glittering  gray/' 
in  the  cheerfulness,  the  patient  fortitude,  the  desolateness 
of  his  condition.  With  the  exception  of  his  orphan 
grandchild,  no  relative  remained  to  him  on  earth,  nor 
had  his  loving  yet  timid  nature  found  any  one  to  repose 
on  in  the  land  of  his  adoption,  whose  language  he  spoke 
imperfectly,  and  whose  ways  were  not  his  ways,  and 
never  became  so. 

He  occupied  a  small  house  in  an  obscure  part  of 
Lynnesborough,  served  by  an  old  countrywoman  of  his 
own,  whose  hideousness  of  aspect  was  more  than  atoned 
for  by  the  warm  and  faithful  heart  within,  and  knowing 
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no  oompanioDship  save  that  of  the  child  he  fostered^  a 
pleasing  but  not  pretty  girl  of  ten  or  twelve  years  old, 
gentle,  modest,  and  intelligent.  He  gave  lessons  in  the 
female  academy  of  Lynnesborongh,  where  also  his  child 
was  being  educated,  and  as  far  as  could  be  known  his 
whole  support  came  from  this  slender  resource. 

To  this  had  been  added  now  the  munificent  bounty  of 
Mrs.  Howard,  for  thus  he  estimated  her  patronage,  and 
none  but  the  timid  and  obscure  can  know  what  happiness 
the  notice  and  the  hospitality  of  this  mature  pupil  gave 
the  poor  old  expatriated  man,  single  and  simple-minded 
as  a  child,  as  men  usually  are  who  devote  themselves 
wholly  to  one  idea,  or  one  pursuit,  whether  of  art  or 
science  or  mechanics. 

He  dined,  with  Mrs.  Howard  every  Saturday,  leading 
to  Briarheath  his  little  girl  by  the  hand,  often  with  a 
carnation  stuck  in  his  button  hole,  and  always  in  his  best 
array.  Poor  and  seedy  enough  was  this  holiday  suit  of 
his,  and  so  scrupulously  clean  as  to  appear  even  more 
poverty-stricken  than  had  less  care  been  apparent  in  its 
preservation.  Gertrude  Steinbaeh  was  attired  after  the 
usual  quaint  fashion  of  motherless  children,  who  have  no 
female  adviser  or  deviser  of  tasteful  apparel  near  at  hand 
and  small  means  for  paraphernalia. 

The  old  gentleman  had  an  eye  for  the  picturesque. 
He  esteemed  a  scarlet  skirt  trimmed  with  mazarine  blue 
gimp  and  a  black  "jump*' jacket,  or  basque,  bedizened  with 
brass  buttons,  a  very  tasteful  street  costume,  especially 
when  set  off  with  a  straw  hat  and  feather  of  the  obsolete 
style  called  gipsey,  very  pretty  in  itself,  but  entirely 
irrelevant  to  fashion  or  season  or  keeping,  at  that  day. 
Fortunately  poor  (Jertrude  was  too  artless  and  too  young 
12 
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to  be  very  accessible  to  ridicule;  but  Hester  was  un- 
speakably annoyed  for  her,  and  the  only  manner  in  which 
she  could  proceed  with  delicacy  was  to  command  for  the 
little  girl  a  complete  outfit  at  Christmas,  in  a  more  sub- 
dued and  modem  style  of  attire,  which  she  presented 
under  cover  of  the  custom  of  the  season,  and  through 
which  Gertrude  was  at  once  transfigured,  greatly  to  her 
own  gratification. 

This  and  many  other  acts  of  kindness,  delicately  per- 
formed, won  the  devoted  affection  of  poor  old  Mr.  Stein- 
bach,  who  in  his  heart  of  hearts  considered  Hester  the 
most  lovely,  noble,  and  royal  of  her  sex,  and  vowed  in 
his  knightly  Teutonic  &shion  to  dedicate  his  whole  life, 
if  needful,  to  her  service. 

He  was  what  so  many  of  his  countrymen  impudently 
pretend  to  be,  a  man  of  gentle  birth  and  breeding,  though 
poor  from  the  b^inning  of  his  existence,  and  repressed 
by  circumstances  later.  His  very  passion  for  music  had 
made  against  him  in  the  practical  affitirs  of  life,  nor  had 
he  possessed  the  self-confidence  or  force  of  character  to 
make  it  a  means  of  pecuniary  profit  So  he  found  him- 
self, at  sixty-five,  stranded  high  and  dry  on  the  shores 
of  poverty — ^yet  independent  in  his  way,  since  he  nar- 
rowed his  wants  to  fit  his  means,  and  asked  of  no  man  a 
&vor,  great  or  small.  He  was  truthful,  honorable,  and 
pure-hearted,  and  this  Mrs.  Howard,  with  instinctive 
clearHsightedness,  had  soon  perceived,  through  the  dis- 
guise of  age,  poverty,  positive  homeliness,  considerable 
awkwardness  of  manner  (caused  chiefly  by  extreme  diffi- 
dence and  near-sightedness,  for  his  habits  of  life  were 
gentlemanly  and  even  refined),  and  humility  of  position, 
for  he  was  a  cypher  in  Lynnesborough,    He  had  beeq 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


HESTER     HOWARD^S     TEMPTATION.      196 

onoe  proposed  as  organist  to  the  Episcopal  chapel  at  that 
place^  but  rejected  on  account  of  his  Catholic  proclivities. 
Yet  the  scholars  of  Mrs.  Peters,  the  principal  of  the  great 
Lynnesborough  academy,  were,  without  r^ard  to  their 
denominations,  permitted  to  take  lessons  of  him  at  her 
house,  and  whenever  a  concert  was  given  for  the  benefit 
of  the  missionary  or  ^ract  society  he  was  graciously 
suffered  gratuitously  to  take  part! 

As  to  breaking  bread  with  him  no  one  in  that  ancient 
and  aristocratic  town  had  ever  dreamed  of  such  a  thing. 
So  he  was  &in  to  sit  down  with  his  old  Gorgon  of  a 
housekeeper  and  little  girl,  day  after  day,  throughout 
the  whole  year,  to  his  simple  fare  of  cabbage  soup  or 
sauerkraut,  or  bouilli,  or  stewed  prunes,  or  caf<S  au  lait 
and  cold  dry  bread,  served  in  the  same  yellow  white  delf 
and  unredeemed  by  a  single  dainty  dish,  such  as  he  knew 
well  how  to  enjoy,  but  could  not  afford  to  provide  for 
his  own  entertainment. 

If  rich  people  would  only  feast  their  poor,  meritorious 
neighbors  sometimes,  instead  of  carry  ing  coals  to  New  Cas- 
tle by  propitiating  one  another  with  dainties,  how  much 
more  just  and  sensible  it  would  be!  But  of  course  it 
would  require  rare  delicacy  to  do  this  in  the  proper  spirit 
so  as  to  save  tl^  feelings  of  timid  and  sensitive  guests, 
and  make  them  feel  that  the  fistvor  was  on  their  side. 
Hester  Howard  understood  this  true  secret  of  hospitality, 
and  when  Mr.  Steinbach  was  revelling  in  her  jellies  and 
fowls  and  soups  and  pastries,  he  had  a  perfect  conscious- 
ness that  she  enjoyed  her  dinner  twice  over  through  the 
medium  of  his  unaffected  appetite. 

Musicians  are  very  prone  to  be  fond  of  the  pleasures 
of  the  table  all  the  world  over,  and  this,  it  must  be  oon- 
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feseed,  was  Mr.  Steinbach's  weakness,  one  that  he  inno- 
cently avowed  as  well  as  demonstrated  on  occasion.  He 
was  temperate,  however,  as  to  excess  either  in  food  or 
wine,  and  well  bred  enough  to  control  any  inordinate 
expression  of  delight  in  his  plate,  neither  grunting  nor 
snorting  over  it,  as  Doctor  Johnson  did,  nor  snapping 
up  his  food  greedily  like  Rousseau,  as  if  it  might  else 
escape  him,  or  tearing  it  like  Louis  the  Eighteenth;  but 
rather  did  he  rejoice  to  linger  lovingly  with  his  knife 
and  fork,  and  rest  confidingly  betweai  morsels,  waiting 
patiently  to  be  served  from  any  dish  to  come,  and  nev^ 
evidencing  any  symptoms  of  repletion,  so  that  it  was  Hes- 
ter's belief  that  to  be  at  table  was  his  normal  condition. 

I  am  afraid  Mr.  Steinbach  will  not  rise  in  my  reader's 
opinion  when  I  make  the  acknowledgment  that  her  good 
dinners,  so  lavishly  bestowed,  did  much  to  cement  his 
affection  to  Mrs.  Howard.  But  if  he  enjoyed  these 
daintily  served  repasts— china  and  glass  in  keeping  with 
meat  and  wine — ^it  was  a  &r  higher  and  more  exquisite 
delight  to  him  to  sit  daily  before  the  superb  instrument 
placed  at  his  disposal,  and  give  up  his  whole  being  to  the 
rapture  of  Mozart,  or  Beethoven,  or  Mendelssohn,  or 
Chopin,  secure  of  the  transfixed  attention,  and  profound 
appreciation  of  his  only  auditor. 

"  You  should  go,  madam,  to  hear  the  opera,"  he  said, 
one  day,  as  he  witnessed  her  deep  delight  in  the  music 
of  the  "  Trovatore,"  then  new  to  the  American  world. 
"  You  will  never  know  what  it  is  to  jcrgd  yourself  until ; 
you  yield  your  soul  to  the  influence  of  a  great  opera. 
Ah !  it  is  that,  that  is  life-giving,  and  feeling  full  I " 
(How  had  he  chanced  upon  that  refr^n  of  her  soul  ?) 

*^  I  believe  I  will  go,  Mr.  Stembach/'  she  said,  after  a 
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pause,  which  he  deferentially  regarded,  as  hers  to  break 
first,  ^'  that  is,  if  70a  will  go  with  me.  I  am  too  poor  a 
traveller  to  venture  alone  again  I "  and  the  memory  of 
that  terrific  trip  of  hers  firom  Panama  to  Briarheath,  with 
all  its  accompaniments  of  shame,  sorrow,  bewilderment 
and  desolation,  swept  through  her  like  a  blast  Mr. 
Steinbach  saw  her  shudder,  and  this  gave  force  to  her 
request 

"  You  have  vacation  now  *' — it  was  Easter — ^^  and  for 
once  you  can  give  a  long  holiday.  Grertrude  can  stay 
with  Mrs.  Peters.  I  will  see  to  that  myself,  and  for  the 
rest-'' 

She  hesitated.  She  scarcely  knew  how  to  offer  to  pay 
his  expenses,  yet  of  course  this  was  uppermost  in  her 
mind.  She  had  business  with  her  publisher,  too,  whom 
she  earnestly  desired  to  see,  from  the  prestige  of  his 
letters  and  liberality,  and  altogether  she  felt  impelled  to 
go  to  that  great  city,  of  which  she  had  caught  but  a 
tantalizing  glimpse,  when  on  her  mournful  way  back 
from  California. 

San  Francisco  was  a  fungus  growth  of  houses,  reared 
in  a  day  and  night  as  it  were,  to  suit  tlie  necessities  of 
exiles;  but  New  York  was  a  reality,  solid,  slowly  built, 
securely  splendid,  and  she  yearned  to  behold  it  face  to 
&ce,  with  that  sort  of  morbid  feverishness  of  desire  that 
comes  sometimes  to  people  dwelling  in  solitude,  and 
impels  them  to  plunge  at  once  into  the  thickest  whirl 
of  civilization. 

All  this  time  Mr.  Steinbach  was  looking  at  his  best 
threadbare  suit  of  clothes,  and  thinking  very  seriously 
whether  he  ought  to  disturb  his  little  pile  of  gold-pieces 
—the  savings  of  wear)'  years— even  for  such  a  purpose. 
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He  felt  that  the  very  greatest  compliment  had  been  paid 
to  him  that  he  had  ever  received  in  the  whole  course  of 
his  life.  To  be  the  escort  of  such  a  distinguished  lady 
seemed  a  fabulous  honor  almost^  and  in  the  quick 
chivalry  of  the  man's  nature,  he  scarcely  saw  how  he 
was  to  excuse  himself,  even  at  the  risk  of  privation  in 
the  future,  and  the  diminution  of  (Jertrude's  dower. 
Honestly,  it  never  occurred  to  him  that  he  was  not  to  be 
expected  to  defray  his  own  expenses,  and  when  at  last 
the  proposition  fell  from  Mrs.  Howard's  lips  which 
terminated  his  mental  struggle,  he  felt  himself  let  down 
very  suddenly  to  commonplaces  from  his  high-wrought 
pitch  of  self-sacrifice,  and  recognized  the  truth. 

She  did,  indeed,  only  want  him  as  a  convenience — ^he 
saw  that  now — a  sort  of  courier.  Yet  he  would  go,  even 
on  these  terms,  to  oblige  her,  and  he  bowed  silently  and 
gravely  over  her  hand,  in  token  of  acquiescence,  as  he 
was  taking  his  departure. 

"I  never  could  have  entered  into  this  music  I  am 
going  in  search  of,  Mr.  Steinbach,  with  any  other  com- 
panion," she  said,  earnestly.  "  Mr.  Sutton  would  have 
gone  with  me  cheerfully  on  the  same  terms,  no  doubt.  He 
is  very  kind  and  obliging,  but  it  would  have  been  a  very 
different  affair  to  me.  Now,  when  we  get  to  New  York, 
you  will  indulge  me  a  little  further,  I  hope,"  and  she 
glanced,  not  intentionally  at  all  if  significantly,  at  his 
ancient  suit  of  snuff-colored  broadcloth,  white  or  rather 
yellow  in  the  seams,  after  the  manner  of  that  color  when 
on  the  wane,  and  cut  in  the  most  approved  Grerman 
fashion  of  thirty  years  past. 

The  suit  was  dear  to  him.  In  it  he  had  loved  his  liv- 
ing and  buried  his  dead,  honored  his  Maker,  and  oh! 
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bathos  in  the  extreme^  visited  his  fidends  and  acquaint- 
ances when  he  had  them,  and  now  this  proud  woman 
turned  up  her  nose  at  it,  as  he  could  not  have  believed 
her  capable  of  doing.  He  came  veiy  near  seizing  his 
hat  and  leaving  her  presence  abruptly  and  forever,  but 
he  controlled  himself,  and  he  said  only  with  cold  embar- 
rassment— 

^'  I  have  no  right  to  gainsay  madam  in  any  indulgence 
she  proposes  to  herself.  I  hope  she  will  grant  me  the 
same  privil^e  and  permit  me  to— to  retain  the  habili- 
ments of  my  honorable  poverty,  of  which  I  have  no  rea- 
son to  be  ashamed.  At  my  age  I  cannot  b^in  to  wear 
even  such  livery  as  hers.  Yet  I  promise  madam  to  do 
my  best  not  to  cause  her  the  slightest  mortification.^' 

^^  Mr.  Steinbach,  what  must  you  think  of  me?''  and  the 
tears  sprang  to  her  eyes.  "  Livery  I  what  question  was 
there  of  this  ?  Forgive  me,  my  good,  dear  friend,  that  I 
should  have  set  my  own  vanity  for  one  moment  against 
your  manly  independence.  I  will  not  afiect  to  say  you 
have  misunderstood  me,  but  I  heartily  beg  your  pardon, 
and  believe  me,  no  king  on  his  throne  could  cause  me 
more  respect  in  his  royal  robes  than  you  do,  and  will  do 
from  this  moment  in  those  well-worn  clothes.  I  am 
ashamed  that  I  should  ever  have  conceived  the  idea  of 
replacing  them.  I  scarcely  recognize  myself  in  such  a 
proceeding.     Can  you  look  over  my  levity  ?" 

"  You  are  a  woman  of  a  very  great  soul,"  he  said, 
after  a  pause,  taking  off  his  spectacles  and  clearing  them 
carefully,  as  well  as  his  throat,  while  he  made  his  usual 
demure,  old-fashioned  bow,  slowly  and  solemnly.  "  I 
will  compromise  with  you,  my  dear  lady.  Now  this  is 
what  I  will  do :  I  have  for  years  cherished  the  cloak  of 
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my  dear  Fritz — what  you  call  Frederick — my  only  son, 
the  fiither  of  my  Gtertrude.  I  have  borne  much  cold, 
much  inconvenience,  rather  than  undo  its  fastenings  and 
wear  it  on  my  poor  shoulders.  It  was  a  present  to 
him  from  a  great  nobleman,  Baron  Karle  Van  Horn, 
whose  life  he  had  the  good  fortune  to  save  in  battle. 
Fritz  was  but  a  foot  soldier,  yet  he  threw  it  around  him 
at  the  moment,  and  they  never  met  again,  for  Baron 
KjBLrle  was  killed  in  the  next  charge.  I  tell  you  these 
details,  thinking  they  may  interest  your  good  heart  so 
open  to  sympathy  and  friendship;  I  tell  them  with 
regret,  for  it  is  not  often  I  trust  myself  to  speak  of  Fritz 
or  his  brave  deeds,  all  buried  now  in  the  grave.  You 
can  conceive,  perhaps,  why  I  have  held  that  cloak  sacred 
which  he  himself  rarely  wore,  because  it  was  too  fine 
for  his  condition,  made  of  cloth  like  satin,  braided,  and 
trimmed  with  fur,  faced  with  velvet,  a  princely  garment 
truly  I  This  was  a  sentiment  with  me;  yet  it  is  in  this 
cloak  that  I  shall  appear,  when  I  have  the  honor  to 
escort  madam,  and  I  am  glad  to  be  able  to  prove  my 
gratitude  to  her  by  such  a  small  sacrifice.  My  hat  I 
will  renew;  the  expense  will  be  small;  and  the  poor  old 
snuflF-brown  coat  shall  be  hid  from  view  by  this  splendid 
paletot,  as  also  shall  most  of  the  shabby  pantaloons.'^ 

"You  shall  do  no  such  thing,  Mr.  Steinbach,  but  go 
just  as  you  are.  I  would  not  have  you  do  violence  to  one 
sentiment  of  yours  on  my  account;  I  can  so  well  con- 
ceive the  feeling  with  which  you  cherish,  yet  put  away 
that  cloak,"  and  she  thought  of  that  nurtured  trunk  of 
little  garments  and  toys  in  the  garret,  closed  four  years 
before,  and  never,  perhaps,  by  her  hand  to  be  opened 
again — ^thought  of  it  with  agony  that  almost  stifled  her. 
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^^  Madam  is  too  feeling; ''  with  a  bow.  ^^  She  will  permit 
me^  however,  on  this  occasion,  to  indulge  my  caprice,  a 
privil^e  to  which  old  men  are  entitled,  even  from  young 
and  handsome  dames.  And  now  I  must  return  to 
apprise  my  good  margdt  of  my  intended  absence.  In 
two  days  you  say,  madam,  and  you  will  see  Mrs.  Peters 
about  Gertrude?  I  shall  be  ready.''  Bowing,  he  left 
in  the  sudden  and  saisible  European  style,  which  leaves 
no  r^ret  behind. 

But  what  had  Hester  been  about,  to  evoke  the  pres- 
ence of  that  martial  mantle  ? 

Why  should  the  sins  of  a  doughty  German  baron, 
who  chose  to  throw  away  his  absurd  life  in  bloody  bat- 
tle, be  visited  on  a  retiring  American  lady  desirous  of 
avoiding  notoriety?  Why  should  Elijah's  mantle  re- 
appear at  tiiis  stage  of  human  civilization,  instead  of  fly- 
ing off  peaceably  in  that  chariot  of  flame  that  carried  off 
its  warlike  master?  In  short,  why  should  Mrs.  Hester 
Howard  run  the  risk  of  being  mobbed  in  the  streets  of 
New  York,  because  old  Mr.  Steinbach  had  a  sentimental 
tenderness  for  the  memory  of  his  son  Fritz,  and  through 
such  a  medium  for  a  moth-eaten  melo-dramatic  garment 
such  as  the  "  Stranger  "  or  Charles  Moore's  lackadaisical 
old  father  is  compelled  to  appear  in  on  the  American  stage 
in  the  "Transcript"  of  Kotzebue  and  Schiller? 

These  thoughts  did  not  pass  through  Mrs.  Howard's 
head,  or  if  they  had  she  would  have  repelled  them  with 
the  heroism  natural  to  that  style  of  woman,  and  as  a  part 
of  the  penance  due  to  Mr.  Steinbach  for  her  unfeeling 
reference  to  his  wardrobe,  albeit  only  made  by  the 
motion  of  a  speaking  eye. 

But,  for  my  part,  I  candidly  confess  I  would  just  as 
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leave  have  been  seen  in  public  with  the  ambassador  from 
Kamtchatka  or  Japan^  or  Lorenzo  Dow,  or  Phineas 
Barnum,  or  the  Captain  of  the  Mackerel  Brigade,  as 
with  that  braid-bedizened,  cavalry-overooated,  snuff- 
oolored-legged,  potato-nosed,  and  silver-spectacled  old 
musical  mountebank,  noble  and  respectable  as  he  really 
was,  Thadeus  Alonzo  Steinbach. 

It  was  well  Mattie  Lynne  never  got  hold  of  this  scene, 
or  saw  Mr.  Steinbach,  as,  carpet-bag  and  umbrella  in 
hand,  and  with  a  lofty  consciousness  of  increased  dignity, 
he  seated  himself,  arrayed  in  his  martial  paletot,  majesti- 
cally in  front  of  Mrs.  Howard  and  Lora  when  they  got 
on  the  Lynnesborough  cars.  It  was  long  since  he  had 
felt  at  liberty  to  take  a  journey.  Poverty  controlled  his 
motions  as  stringently  as  a  pair  of  manacles  could  have 
done  the  feet  of  a  prisoner,  and  he  was  sensible  of  a 
new  sensation  of  elation,  as  he  saw  the  panoramic  land- 
scape glide  rapidly  away,  and  felt  the  quick,  jarring 
motion  of  the  iron  horse — a  novelty  and  delight. 

Mrs.  Howard  was  afraid  he  would  be  garrulous  on  the 
cars,  where  she  loved  to  dream,  but  emotion  held  him 
silent.  He  was  a  man  of  keen  sensibility,  and  enjoyed 
everything  as  persons  so  organized  only  can  do  with  in- 
tense and  almost  unreasonable  consciousness. 

After  a  journey  of  six  and  thirty  hours,  they  arrived 
at  the  great  city  of  their  destination,  and  it  was  on 
leaving  the  cars  that  Mrs.  Howard  first  observed  the 
peculiarity  of  Mr.  Steinbach^s  garment  with  a  mixture 
of  amusement  and  terror  portrayed  in  her  face  that  was 
ludicrous  in  the  extreme.  She  dreaded  lest  he  should 
read,  as  he  had  done  before,  through  her  expression,  what 
was  passing  in  her  mind.     She  would  have  endured  any 
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amount  of  torture  rather  than  have  wounded  his  '^  amour 
propre ''  ever  so  slightly  again.  Yet  the  effect  of  that 
Siberian  garment  was  irresistible  at  that  season^  and  was 
"winter  lingering  in  the  lap  of  spring"  literally. 

The  consequence  was  inevitable^  she  knew.  She  felt  it 
in  every  fibre,  in  every  muscle.  She  mud  laugh,  and 
that  outright !  Those  only  who  have  felt  this  morbid 
and  hysterical  inclination  at  a  funeral,  or  in  cimrch,  or 
in  the  middle  of  a  deep  tragedy,  can  conceive  of,  and 
pity  her  sufferings,  as,  clinging  to  Mr.  Steinbach's  arm, 
she  felt  herself  convulsed  by  thb  elfin  temptation,  and 
gradually  growing  less  and  less  able  to  resist  it,  until  at 
last  she  quivered  like  a  leaf  from  the  repression  of  her 
internal  merriment,  shall  we  call  it?  Nay,  sad  and  &tal 
sense  of  the  ridiculous  rather,  more  melancholy  in  its 
way  than  despair  itself. 

"She  is  affected!''  thought  Mr.  Steinbach.  "Poor 
lady!  Perhaps  her  husband  died  in  this  city.  She 
draws  down  her  veil.  She  is  in  tears.  I  must  not 
appear  to  observe  her." 

Fortunately  at  that  moment  he  darted  off  in  quest  of 
a  hackney  coach,  a  sudden  thought  having  shewn  him 
that  this  mode  of  transportation  would  be  more  in  ac- 
cordance with  Mrs.  Howard's  agitated  condition  than 
the  publicity  of  an  omnibus.  And  she  was  left  alone, 
greatly  to  her  relief,  for  five  minutes,  during  which,  to 
Lora's  amazement,  her  mistress  rang  so  hearty  a  peal  of 
merriment  that  she  looked  about  to  see  what  could  have 
caused  it,  and  espying  a  monkey  dancing  on  a  hand- 
organ,  immediately  settled  this  fantastic  animal  in  her 
own  mind  to  be  the  occasion  of  so  unusual  a  manifesta- 
tion. 
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By  the  time  Mr.  Steinbach  reappeared^  Mrs.  Howard 
was  as  grave  as  a  judge — Mattie  Lynue  would  have  said 
as  solemn  as  a  bumble-bee — aud  willing  to  make  any 
possible  atonement  to  satisfy  her  own  conscience.  She 
even  went  so  far  in  her  self-abasement  as  to  put  her  hand 
on  the  cuff  of  his  paletot  as  they  sat  fece  to  face  in  the 
hack,  and  say,  "  What  beautiful  fur  this  is ! ''  which  was 
true,  or  had  been  before  the  moths^  invasion.  '^  What 
do  you  call  it,  Mr.  Steinbach  ?^' 

"Sable,  madam — princely  sable'' — ^he  answered,  lof- 
tily, "of  which  some  day  my  little  Gertrude  shall  have 
a  muff  and  tippet  equal  to,  or  superior  to  tlie  good  Queen 
Victoria's." 

This  nearly  upset  Mrs.  Howard's  wise  intentions.  She 
succeeded,  however,  in  repressing  her  rising  risibles,  but 
firmly  determined  never  again  to  allude  to,  or  even 
glance  at  the  ill-fated  garment,  if  such  power  within 
her  lay — not  even  with  the  pious  wish  of  doing  penance 
fi>r  the  past 

This  good  and  simple  old  man  had  concentrated  all 
the  vain-glory  of  his  nature  in  this  robe  of  reverence. 
Kespect  for  the  rank  of  its  first  possessor,  affection  for 
its  second,  had  gilded  it  all  over  with  a  sheen  of  splen- 
dor and  unapproachable  perfection.  What  if  the  daring 
moth  had  rioted  therein,  or  the  fashion  of  the  garment 
was  strait  and  uncouth,  or  the  braiding  gingerbreadish, 
or  the  velvet  threadbare?  Was  it  not  still  rightly 
sanctified  in  his  sight  ?  and  was  it  not  a  demon's  work 
to  mock  at  such  virtuous  simplicity?  Thus  reflected 
poor,  contrite  Mrs.  Howard,  as  she  suffered  herself  to  be 
led,  like  a  lamb  to  the  slaughter,  to  the  very  most  in- 
tolerable caravansary  in  that  city  of  palatial  hotels,  be- 
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cause  it  was  called  "  Faderland,"  or  some  such  outlandish 
name,  and  was  situated  on  a  crowded  thoroughfare,  and 
kept  by  a  worthy  Grerman,  who  revelled  in  the  greasy 
delights  of  his  national  cuisine. 

Mrs.  Howard's  publisher  and  personal  friend  speedily 
rectified  this  error,  for  such  alone  it  was  on  the  part  of 
the  right-minded  Mr.  Steinbach,  and  Hester  felt  that  in 
her  two  days'  abode  in  that  pandemonium  she  had  some- 
what expiated  her  ill-timed  levity. 

Of  this  visit  and  its  consequences  it  boots  not  here  to 
speak.  She  found  herself  f(Sted,  caressed,  and  honored 
through  his  kindness,  as  she  could  not  bear  to  be,  but 
was  fain  to  appear  reconciled  to  a  state  of  things  that 
drove  her  very  speedily  back  to  her  retirement;  not, 
however,  until  she  had  realized  the  revivifying  power  of 
the  opera,  and  lapped  poor  Mr.  Steinbach's  soul  in 
elysium  by  the  frequency  of  her  attendance  in  his  society. 

It  was  in  returning  home  that  her  fate  turned  on  one 
of  those  small  pivots  that  so  frequently  determine  des- 
tinies. And  now  the  leaven  of  her  life  begins  to  work. 
Reader,  will  you  forgive  much  detail  and  past  digression, 
and  patiently  follow  me  to  the  final  'MifUng  of  the 
loaf?" 
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CHAPTER    IV. 

MAOKETIC  CHAINS  RECLA8PED— AN  IRON-HEED  ANALYZED 
— "  HOME  AGAIN  I  HOME  AGAIN  I  " 

A  DAY  and  a  half  of  railroad  travel  divided  Hester 
Howard  from  her  obscure  home,  when  she  left 
New  York.  It  was  on  the  evening  of  the  first  day  that 
grievously  oppressed  by  migraine  she  thi*ew  back  her 
veil  and  clinging  almost  convulsively  to  the  back  of  the 
seat  before  her,  so  as  to  maintain  as  immovable  a  posi- 
tion as  possible,  met  the  pitying  gaze  of  a  bearded  man, 
who  sat  at  some  distance  from,  yet  facing  her,  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  crowded  and  ill-ventilated  car. 

She  did  not  recognize  the  glance  that  she  had  encoun- 
tered, or  him  from  whom  it  emanated,  nor  in  her  evident 
agony  of  pain  could  she  resent  it  as  an  impertinence,  but 
drawing  down  her  veil  she  leaned  back  wearily  in  her 
seat,  saying,  as  she  did  so,  to  Lora, "  If  I  could  sleep  five 
minutes  on  your  shoulder  I  should  be  better,  but  that 
cannot  be;  the  motion  will  recommence  in  a  moment  and 
that  is  so  distracting.^' 

The  cars  had  stopped  as  she  spoke,  and  her  low,  clear 
words  were  not  lost  on  the  ear  of  her  compassionate  and 
attentive  observer,  who  had  the  fellow-feeling  for  her 
suffering  that  none  but  the  children  of  Sisera — still 
haunted  by  the  periodical  visits  of  the  phantom  of  Jael 
with  her  piercing  tent-nail— Ksan  ever  truly  feel  for  one 
another. 

In  a  few  minutes  more  they  were  flying  along  the  track 
again  with  renewed  velocity,  and  the  jar  set  up  by  the 
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Inachinery  was  thrilling  her  to  the  marrow.  A  wild  sort 
of  Runic  rhymed  chant,  such  as  the  Parcae  might  sing 
at  their  work,  seemed  connected  with  the  clashing  of  the 
engine,  insufferably  mechanical  and  self-repeating,  of 
which  she  could  not  rid  her  brain  for  a  moment,  and  as 
the  evening  closed  in,  the  cars  were  both  dim  and  noisy — 
an  incongruous  mixture  of  the  elements,  certainly,  since 
darkness  and  silence  have  been  linked  together  as  twin* 
born  from  time  immemorial. 

Hester  Howard  lay  panting  with  pain  on  the  shoulder 
of  her  servant,  her  eyes  covered  with  her  steeped  hand- 
kerchief, her  bonnet  and  veil  thrown  off  now  in  the 
friendly  gloom,  and  everything  but  suffering  for  the 
time  forgotten.  Lora  had  drawn  off  the  gloves  of  her 
mistress  so  as  to  chafe  her  icy  hands.  Suddenly  she 
heard  a  suppressed  voice  speaking  near  her  in  one  of  the 
pauses  of  the  car. 

^*It  is  the  hand  of  Hester  Howard,"  it  said.  "I 
would  know  it  among  a  thousand — and  the  ring  is  there !  '^ 

There  was  something  exultant  even  in  the  subdued 
tones  of  the  voice  that  spoke  these  words  that  struck  the 
old  servant,  so  that  she  remembered  them  later,  and  at 
the  moment  turned  and  looked  fixedly  at  the  speaker, 
now  seated  behind  them. 

The  lamps  of  the  car  were  being  lighted,  commencing 
with  that  above  Hester,  as  if  through  some  special  in- 
junction of  her  &te;  and  thus  the  revelation  of  the 
hands  and  ring  had  been  made  to  the  eyes  of  the  stranger; 
(or  it  may  be,  old  and  long  established  acquaintance)  in 
that  new  phase  of  pandemonium. 

In  a  few  moments  more  the  suffering  lady  was  lying 
locked  in  a  deep  and  tranquil  sleep  in  the  arms  of  her 
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attendant;  from  which  she  did  not  awake  until  the  rising 
sun  threw  strong,  slant  crimson  rajs  through  the  open 
window  beside  her. 

She  awoke  with  a  sudden  sense  of  lifted  pain,  of  re- 
newed freedom,  life  and  energy,  inexpressibly  delicious 
and  invigorating.  It  was  the  new-bom  feeling  that  a 
truly  strong  and  well-organized  physique  is  conscious  of 
in  the  cessation  of  suffering,  when  nature  springs  back  at 
once  to  the  performance  and  enjoyment  of  her  functions 
with  all  the  certainty  and  suddenness  of  an  elastic  bow 
just  released  from  pressure. 

She  felt  herself  in  the  fullest  sympathy  with  the  as- 
pect of  awakening  nature,  with  the  clear,  slmrp,  vernal 
air,  the  dew-besprinkled  grass,  the  tender  and  vivid  green 
of  shrub  and  tree,  the  odor  of  clover-fields  and  lilac 
hedges,  and  apple-bloom,  caught  on  the  wing  of  the  wind 
as  the  cars  whirled  rapidly  on,  and  as  quickly  lost  again. 
With  an  audible  thanksgiving  to  Grod  for  her  emanci- 
pation from  pain  and  her  renewed  power  to  appreciate 
the  glorious  gifts  lavished  so  freely  around  her,  she  sat 
for  a  few  moments  unconscions  of  observation;  then 
started  back  from  reverie  to  reality,  as  she  recognized  the 
slight  disorder  of  her  hair  and  dress,  and  met  scrutiniz- 
ing eyes  fixed  upon  her.  With  the  aid  of  the  contents 
of  her  travelling  satchel  and  the  glass  of  water  Lora 
brought  to  her,  she  soon  made  her  simple  morning  toilet, 
and  by  the  time  she  had  tied  on  her  bonnet  Mr.  Stein- 
bach  was  beside  her.  He,  too  (excellent  soul),  had  just 
been  aroused  from  his  rosy  Teutonic  slumbers,  and 
perhaps  from  mingled  dreams  of  Mozart,  Beethoven  and 
the  German  cuisine,  and  now,  arrayed  in  his  royal  paletot, 
was  bending  inquiringly  and  deferentially  above  her. 
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As  to  Lora,  with  the  peculiar  facility  of  her  race  for 
sleeping  under  difficulties^  she  had  nodded  quietly  all 
night  above  her  mistreeS;  like  a  black  holly-hock  bending 
over  a  marble  vase,  and  was  now  fresh,  smiling,  and 
fiilly  awake  as  a  bird  that  sleeps  contentedly  perched  on 
a  bough,  instead  of  lying  down  in  the  more  rational  and 
human  squirrel  fiishion  on  its  bed  of  leaves. 

But  ev^i  as  the  bird  reposes  entirely  in  its  erect  posi- 
tion, doth  the  negro  of  true  African  descent  find  rest  and 
refreshment  from  sleep,  whether  sitting  or  standing,  as 
the  case  may  be,  with  or  without  support  for  the  irre- 
sponsible head.  It  is  your  thinkers  and  doers  that  need 
the  pillow  even  more  than  the  bed,  and  who  suffer  phys- 
ically from  brain  weariness,  as  well  as  mentally ;  for  it  is 
a  mortifying  &ct,  that  thought,  the  ethereal,  makes  the 
brain  ponderous,  even  if  it  be  not  large,  as  action  devel- 
ops muscle  in  the  body.  So  Hester  Howard  absolutely 
needed  what  was  superfluity  to  Lora — rest  for  the  ex- 
hausted head;  and  woke  refreshed  as  from  a  pillow  of 
down,  from  her  long  night's  slumber  on  that  faithful 
bosom,  black,  in  one  sense,  as  Erebus;  in  another,  whiter 
than  driven  snow ! 

"  I  am  so  glad  to  find  madam  better,"  said  the  kindly 
Grerman.  ^^  If  I  had  not  known  otherwise  I  should 
have  deemed  her  sleep  the  result  of  an  opiate,  so  profound 
was  it,  so  slumber-full." 

The  strange  word  did  indeed  express  the  true  nature  of 
that  trance-like  sleep,  as  no  other  better  chosen,  according 
to  dictionary  usage,  could  have  so  perfectly  done.  Those 
compound  Grerman  words,  even  when  translated,  have 
great  comprehensiveness,  it  seems  to  me ;  but  they  do  nof 
suit  the  genius  of  our  tongue  at  all,  and  come  in  clumsily 
13 
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enoagh  even  when  appropriate  to  the  idea,  so  that  we  do 
perfectly  right  to  banish  them  after  (me  trial,  jost  as  we 
tarn  Newfoundland  and  mastiff  dog^  oat  of  oar  par- 
lors, in  which  French  poodles  are  welcomed  with  fond 
affection.  Bat  digression  is  my  bane  and  yoars,  dear 
reader. 

^^Ah  I  here  we  are  at  the  breia^&st  house  just  in  good 
time/'  said  Mr.  Stanbach,  rnbbing  his  leathefy-looking 
hands  with  honest  joy,  for  the  childlike  creatare  of  one 
idea  at  a  time  thought  it  no  shame  to  be  demonstrative, 
even  in  so  material  a  matter  as  the  prospect  of  a  meal. 

^^Come,  my  dear  good  madam,  let  as  not  lose  one 
moment;  each  one  is  precious  whai  they  limit  us  so 
sovereign-like  as  to  time,  drawing  their  watdies  on  us 
like  bayonets,  and  compelling  us  to  hasten  in  that  which 
should  be  most  leisurely.    But  already  time  passes.'' 

A  shade  of  impatience  was  visible  in  Mr.  Stdnbadi's 
manner  as  Hester  lingered  over  a  little  pale-foced  shabby- 
looking  girl  of  twelve  or  thirteen,  on  an  adjoining  seat, 
travelling  alone,  with  a  small  bundle  beside  her,  and 
nibbling  at  a  withered  apple  with  a  hopeless  sort  of 
makeshift  appetite,  that  betrayed,  evai  by  its  necessity, 
the  insufficiency  of  the  food  it  fed  on. 

*'  But  you  will  be  ill  if  you  eat  nothing  substantial," 
said  Mrs.  Howard,  '^and  no  one  will  touch  your  bundle: 
come  with  me;  it  is  perfectly  safe  on  the  seat." 

"I  have  no  money,  madam,"  said  the  child,  drawing 
back  with  an  honest  pride,  and  coloring  to  the  roots  of 
her  tawny  hair,  so  that  every  freckle  on  her  peaked  little 
face  stood  forth  in  bold  relief,  scarlet  picked  out  with 
chocolate,  until  she  looked  like  a  lady-bug. 

"  But  I  Aare,"  said  her  friendly  persecutor,  "  so  come 
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aloDgy  and  some  day  jou  shall  do  as  much  for  some  one 
else,  if  not  for  me.^' 

So  leading  the  little  girl  resolutely  along,  poorly  clad 
and  lamentably  plain,  went  the  proud,  beautiful  woman, 
in  strange  procession  with  the  fantastic  old  music  master 
in  his  royal  robe,  the  withered  negress  in  her  red  madras. 
Great  hearts  all!  Jewels  of  price,  though  shrined  in 
different  settings. 

The  end  of  it  was  that  Myra  Clay  went  home  with 
Mrs.  Howard  on  trial  as  a  handmaid  (for  her  mission  in 
a  strange  place  and  among  strange  kindred  was  to  find 
service),  and  acquitted  herself  so  fidthfully  that  thereafter 
the  current  of  their  lives  flowed  together. 

In  the  meantime  Lora  had  recounted  to  her  mistress 
what  she  had  seen  in  the  demeanor  of  a  strange  gentle- 
man who  took  the  seat  behind  them  for  a  few  moments 
the  night  before,  while  Mr.  Steinbach  went  out  to  smoke 
his  pipe,  and  repeated  the  remark  she  had  overheard, 
and  which  clung  with  surprising  and  unusual  tenacity  to 
her  memory. 

Mrs.  Howard  mused  for  a  while  over  the  relation  of 
the  servant,  strictly  truthful  as  she  knew  her  to  be. 

"Do  you  recollect  to  have  seen  this  gentleman  before^ 
Lora?'^  she  asked. 

"  I  don't  know,  honey;  I  mout and  I  moutn't;  all  dem 
bearded  men  looks  alike  to  me.  Dis  one  had  a  long 
brown  beard  and  mighty  steady  eyes,  dat's  all  I  'member 
'bout  him  at  dis  time.  It  wasn't  Mr.  Mulgrave,  no,  I 
promise  you  dat,  nor  Doctor  Clarke,  no,  neider  of  dem 
two." 

"  Doctor  Clarke,  indeed !  why,  Lora,  his  beard,  what 
little  tliere  was  of  it,  was  gray  when  we  left  California; 
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besides  that,  do  you  suppose  he  would  have  passed  me 
by  iu  that  way  and  with  such  a  careless  remark  ?  No, 
not  for  worlds." 

"  Dat^s  what  I  say,  chile  I  U  toasnH  Doctor  Clarke  nor 
Mr.  Mulgrave  neider." 

^^  True,  true,  that  was  what  you  said,''  mused  Hester. 
^'  Who  on  earth  could  it  have  been?  Some  one  that  knew 
me,  certainly,  or  pretended  to." 

^^  Maybe  dere  was  some  strangeness  in  dat  man,"  pur- 
sued Lora,  '^  for  I  seed  him  waving  his  hands  onoed  or 
twioed  over  your  head  just  so,"  imitating  the  gesture. 
"Den  you  fell  fast  asleep  like  you  did  in  Californy,  an' 
he  bent  clar  over  the  seat  to  see  your  face,  and  jus  den 
de  'ductor  man  came  along  and  shouted  out  ^  Spring  sta- 
tion,' and  he  jumped  up  and  took  down  his  little  red 
carpet  satchel  and  was  off  widout  a  word,  but  seems  to 
me  I  has  seen  dat  man's  &ce  before  and  heered  him 
speak,  'way  off  like  a  dream." 

"  I  see  it  all  now,  Lora,  perfectly,"  said  Mrs.  Howard, 
while  a  glow,  like  that  the  rising  sun  difiuses  over  the 
hill-tops,  broke  over  her  speaking  hoe.  "Lora,"  and 
she  laid  her  hand  on  her  old  attendant's  arm,  and  looked 
steadily  into  her  eyes,  "that  gentleman  was  Doctor 
Mordaunt,  I  am  sure;  the  same  who  came  to  me  in  my 
deep  trouble  in  San  Francisco,  after — after,  you  surely 
remember,  Lora,  the  circumstance  of  the  ringf* 

"  Yes,  chile,  I  does  belebe  it  was  dat  'netic  doctor,  aft«r 
all  done  an'  said,  all  dem  black -bearded  men  looks  as 
much  alike  as  one  pecan  nut  like  de  oder  to  Lora." 

"  Well,  it  can't  be  helped  now,  but  I  should  so  much 
have  liked  to  meet  Doctor  Mordaunt  again  and  speak 
to  him,  and  perhaps  I  may  still  have  that  pleasure — 
perhaps/^  and  she  shook  her  head  sadly. 
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What  train  of  musing  this  suggestion  gave  rise  to  is 
of  little  moment  here.  Retrospection  is  a  wondrous 
thing;  and  the  birdseye  view  of  memory  in  this  sphere 
may  give  as  clearer  insight  into  the  instantaneous  sum- 
mary of  the  mind  at  the  final  bar  of  judgment  than  any 
other  &culty  we  now  possess* 

Suffice  it  to  say,  the  incidents  of  this  singular  rencoun- 
ter supplied  food  for  thought  to  Mrs.  Howard  until  she 
reached  her  home,  where  she  found  her  sister  Melissa  en- 
sconced with  her  crochet  work  and  band-boxes,  and  Mr. 
Mulgrave  awaiting  her  arrival  with  considerable  impa- 
tience,  furnished  as  he  was  with  the  accounts  of  his  suc- 
cessful stewardship. 

She  had  dreaded  almost  weakly  the  return  to  that 
empty;  desolate  house,  for  such  it  was  to  her,  with  all  its 
refinements  of  comfort  and  surroundings  of  luxury.  It 
was  a  relief  to  her  feelings  to  see  Melissa  standing  at  the 
open  door  when  she  arrived,  work  and  ivory  needles  in 
hand,  uncongenial  as  she  was,  to  receive  her  fiigid  em- 
brace, and  to  hear  that  Mr.  Mulgrave  was  at  Briar- 
heath  on  business  which  he  was  in  haste  to  transact,  and 
had  just  stepped  down  to  Lynnesborough.  All  this 
would  fill  up  the  few  first  hours  or  days  of  her  return, 
and  prepare  her  to  desire  solitude  again,  after  which  she 
would  slide  imperceptibly  into  the  old  grooves  of  habit, 
measured  and  monotonous  as  these  were.  Mr.  Steinbach 
flew  off  immediately,  of  course,  to  his  home,  to  lay 
aside  his  royal  robe  and  salute  Margot  and  his  grand- 
daughter, both  in  dutiful  attendance  for  the  jojrful  occa- 
sion, and  to  partake  once  more,  with  a  renewed  appetite, 
of  his  own  homely  fare,  of  the  brown  bread  and  stewed 
prunes,  and  the  various  simple  bakemeats  of  his  national 
and  individual  cuisine. 
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It  was  several  days  before  he  came  to  Briarheath^  for 
a  slight  attack  of  gout  prostrated  him  ingloriously  soon 
after  his  return^  and  proved  to  him  not  only  the  aristo- 
cracy of  his  descent,  bat  the  value  of  his  poverty,  as  fiur 
as  health  and  length  of  life  were  conoemed,  as  well  as 
the  guilt  of  gormandizing. 

When  again  he  stood  before  the  companicm  of  his  jour- 
ney he  was  struck  with  the  altered  expression  of  her  face. 
It  seemed  to  him,  in  his  tender  and  not  unobservant  sim- 
plicity, that  some  great  change  was  passing  over  her  he 
loved  and  revered  so  much,  and  he  felt  dulled  and  de- 
pressed by  what  he  felt,  rather  than  saw;  for  in  all  exter- 
nal observances  Mrs.  Howard  was  the  same,  nor  was  her 
health,  seemingly,  impaired. 

In  her  solicitude  for  the  comfort  of  others,  her  regard 
for  the  enjoyment  of  her  guests,  there  was  little  difference; 
but  the  look  of  the  eye  was  fiir-seeing  and  vague,  the  lips 
alternately  too  loosely  parted,  or  too  tightly  compressed ; 
the  hands  carelessly  clasped  together,  or  clenched  convul- 
sively; the  cheek  unsteadily  and  unnaturally  pale  or 
hectic.  All  this  had  escaped  Melissa,  but  the  dim  eyes 
of  poor  old  absent-minded  Mr.  Steinbach  were  sharpened 
by  the  instinct  of  affection  to  perceive  and  to  oompas^ 
sionate,  if  not  to  comprehend. 

What  Mr.  Mulgrave  knew  or  observed  it  was  difficult 
to  arrive  at;  he  had  so  much  the  trick  of  glossing  over 
his  real  convictions  by  the  specious  manner  of  speech  and 
manipulation  habitual  to  him  that  he  was  fenced  about 
at  all  points,  and  perfectly  inscrutable  to  most  simple- 
minded  and  straightforward  people. 

The  truth  was,  the  contents  of  a  letter  Mrs.  Howard 
had  reoeived  soon  after  her  return  home  were  weighing 
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heavily  on  her  mind,  and  the  very  same  information, 
differently  imparted  to  Mr,  Mulgrave,  was  now  detain- 
ing him  at  Briarbeath  in  an  irresolute  condition^  con- 
trary to  all  the  laws  of  propriety  or  apparent  necessity, 
and  in  defiance  of  his  own  interests. 

An  opportunity  for  explanation  was  by  him  most 
earnestly  desired  and  even  iudirectiy  sought  for  on  several 
sacceesive  days.  At  last  this  was  afforded  him  by  the 
temporary  absence  of  Melissa  Lynne,  in  dutiful  attend- 
ance at  the  sewing  society,  patronized  by  the  Rev.  Elias 
Crawford,  for  the  benefit  of  the  Tywoppatee  savages, 
fin*  up  to  this  moment  no  dragon  of  ancient  fable  ever 
kept  more  nnfiiltering  watch  over  golden  fruits  than  did 
this  vigilant  damsel  above  the  intercourse  of  her  hostess 
and  the  captivating  attorney,  who,  to  her  admiring  and 
unsophisticated  eyes,  seemed  all  that  was  desirable  and 
attainable  in  man.  At  this  point  of  reference  to  his 
fiisdnations  it  may  not  be  considered  inappropriate  by 
the  inquisitive  reader  to  give  a  somewhat  dose  description 
of  one  to  whom  we  have  hitherto  alluded  with  littie 
detail  as  to  his  outward  man,  but  who  occupies  no  unim- 
portant position  in  our  story,  even  as  to  its  romance. 

Mr.  Mulgrave,  at  the  time  we  write  of,  was  about 
thirty-seven  years  old;  his  figure  was  tall  and  thin,  and 
taken  in  connection  with  his  style  of  &ioe  and  dress  v^y 
passable,  although  an  accurate  observer  might  have  ob- 
jected to  the  somewhat  disproportionate  divisions  of  its 
length,  whidi  accorded  somewhat  more  than  their  due  to 
the  forearm  and  leg  below  the  knee,  signs  of  a  recent 
civilization,  we  are  told. 

Yet  Mr.  Mulgrave's  &ce  was  &r  firom  ignoble,  despite 
these  discouraging  signs  of  form.    His  lineage  was  in- 
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deed  respectable  enough,  as  far  as  could  be  ascertained 
or  demanded;  his  features,  as  well  as  could  be  seen,  were 
regular  and  indicative  of  shrewdness  and  good  temper: 
and  whatever  deficiency  existed  about  the  mouth  and 
chin,  if  any,  was  completely  concealed  by  his  long,  flow- 
ing black  beard,  fine  as  silk,  and  glossy,  though  without 
the  slightest  wave,  as  was  the  hair  that  still  grew  luxu- 
riantly about  his  temples,  though  somewhat  worn  and 
faded  on  the  top  of  his  tall,  narrow,  and  fanatical-looking 
head.  He  had  those  bright  black  eyes  and  close,  white, 
even  teeth  that  so  often  go  together,  and  which  possess 
so  little  individuality  in  themselves,  though  usually 
agreeable.  His  complexion  was  olive,  and  its  pallor 
gave  him  an  air  of  refinement  in  the  eyes  of  those  who 
look  no  deeper  than  the  surface.  His  ears,  carefully  con- 
cealed by  his  straight,  luxuriant  side-locks,  but  which  we 
take  the  liberty  of  peeping  at  for  the  benefit  of  our  phys- 
iological or  phrenological  readers  (I  scarcely  know  to 
what  department  ears  belong,  unless,  indeed,  physiog- 
nomy will  deign  to  accept  them  as  a  portion  of  the  divine 
human  countenance,  modelled  in  the  image  of  its  Maker 
in  the  beginning  of  time,  however  d^nerate  now),  were 
Midas-like  appendages,  coarse,  pointed,  and  somewhat 
hairy,  the  one  discord  in  the  strain  of  his  otherwise  irre- 
proachable physique;  for  Mr.  Mulgrave  was  generally 
considered  a  handsome  man,  especially  by  very  young 
girls— one  of  that  class  you  pass  every  day  in  the 
streets  of  a  large  city  and  call  "  genteel '*  looking  for 
want  of  some  more  definite  term  whereby  to  distin- 
guish their  mediocrity.  Good-looking  he  certainly  was, 
and  treB-behaved,  if  not  precisely  well-mannered.  You 
had   an  indistinct  idea  (judging  you  by  myself,  of 
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coarse,  my  reader)  that  the  restraint  under  which  he 
seemed  to  labor  habitually^  upon  close  inspection,  became 
him  better  than  perfect  freedom  would  have  done ;  that 
abandon,  in  his  case,  might  mean  coarseness,  and  was  a 
forbidden  delight  never,  by  him,  to  be  with  impunity 
indulged  in,  as  indeed  can  be  the  case  alone  with  people 
of  true  genius  or  the  finest  breeding.  Self-consdousness 
is  the  skeleton  at  the  feast  of  all  who  want  these  attri- 
butes, and  if  only  for  the  privil^e  of  its  absence,  let  us 
bless  good  breeding  and  its  progenitor,  genius,  from 
which  Cometh  directly  the  delicious  and  suggestive  word 
"  geniay  before  which  vulgarity  flies  aghast  I 

Yet  there  was  a  superficial  ease  about  Mr.  Mulgrave 
which  delighted  and  deceived  many ;  and  the  close  and 
cordial  grasp  of  his  hand,  sedulously  cultivated,  was 
adduced  by  his  acquaintances  as  a  proof  of  his  warm- 
heartedness, as  it  really  was  of  his  worldliness. 

Why  grasp  every  hand  alike?  why  not  reserve  the 
closer  pressure  for  the  friend  beloved  and  tried,  or  well- 
approved?  What  social  justice  is  there  in  this  indis- 
criminate cordiality?  Politeness  is  another  matter,  the 
simple  social  due  of  all  we  meet ;  but  preserve  me  from 
the  man  who  wrings  every  hand  alike,  with  a  stereotyped 
smile  upon  his  face  the  while,  which  never  reaches  his 
eyes !  Better,  as  signs  of  the  inner  man,  gruffness,  cold- 
ness, incivility  even,  for  these  may  pass  away  on  nearer 
acquaintance,  as  fogs  disperse  before  the  genial  sun ;  but 
those  glassy,  undiscriminating  natures  can  never  be 
}>enetrated  without  suffering  and  disappointment  on  the 
part  of  the  enterprising  expectant. 

I  do  not  mean  to  class  Mr.  Mulgrave  wholly  with 
such  as  these.     He  was  a  self-made  man,  and  had  been 
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on  the  "  qui  vive  ^'  from  boyhood,  so  that  he  had  become 
wary  as  an  Indian  guide.  He  was  capable  of  strong 
attachment,  but  his  capacities  in  this  line,  by  the  very 
circumstances  of  his  life,  had  never  been  developed.  He 
had  the  money-changer's  ideas  of  honor.  In  pecuniary 
matters  he  stood  intact  and  firm.  He  took  good  care  of 
bis  character ;  but  magnanimity,  generosity,  forbearance 
were  to  him  unoomprehended  words,  only  to  be  found  in 
the  mouths  of  high-strung  enthusiasts,  and  recorded  on 
the  graves  of  unsuccessful  athletes  of  society  I  He  re- 
pudiated all  such  ^^  humbug ''  as  he  called  it,  and  so  he 
walked  in  one  sphere  unconsciously,  and  his  friend,  as 
he  t^med  her,  Mrs.  Howard,  in  another,  as  perfectly 
separated  in  soul  as  though  heaven  held  the  last  and 
earth  the  first 

A  woman  of  Mr.  Mulgrave's  own  calibre  might  have 
been  very  happy  in  his  society,  and  very  proud  to  bear 
his  name,  but  these  he  affected  not.  He  was  ambitious 
in  his  love  as  in  his  worldly  views.  He  was  one  of  those 
not  unusual  persons  whose  tastes  rank  their  capabilities — 
a  class  of  people  universally  doomed  to  disi^pointmeni 

But  enough  of  Mr.  Mulgrave,  who  if  common-place 
had  glimpses  of  better  things,  and  who,  if  not  heroic,  was 
at  least  enterprising  and  manly,  and  honest  in  extemes, 
and  who  had  the  sense  and  decency  to  keep  down  his  own 
defects,  under  strong  bonds  of  outwardly  observance,  so 
that  the  satyr  nature  that  was  in  him  seldom  came  to  the 
surface,  and  the  grasping  avarice  of  his  mind  never  sul- 
lied his  actions. 

I  ought  to  have  left  this  man's  life  to  tell  its  own 
story ;  perhaps  it  is  the  better  way ;  but  I  have  chosen  to 
analyze  him,  principally  for  my  own  amusement^  and  I 
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hope  my  readers  will  put  him  tx^ther  again,  effectively, 
for  theirs. 

It  is  a  poor  business  to  dive  to  the  bottom  of  the  ocean 
and  bring  up  nothing  but  sea-weed  after  all.  "It  does 
not  pay,^'  as  the  phrase  goes.  There  were  no  pearls  in 
poor  Mr.  Mulgrave's  shallow  depths,  and  it  was  scarcely 
worth  while  to  go  so  &r,  and  lose  so  much  time,  for  such 
meagre  results. 

And  yet  there  was  one  lava  vein  threading  the  mine 
of  his  existence  that  might,  indeed,  in  time  bubble  up  to 
the  surface,  and  lie  thereon  forever,  in  the  shape  of  a 
green  and  fertile  island,  shaped  wondrously  from  ashes 
(as  we  know  such  things  are  shaped  on  material  oceans), 
should  the  sunshine  of  the  sphere  above  him  ever  &11 
thereon  to  change  its  barrenness  to  beauty  and  perfection, 
and  this  was  his  passion  for  Mrs.  Howard. 


CHAPTER   V. 

MR.  MULQRAVE'S  SECOND  VISIT— FRESH  RECOGNIZANCES- 
MELISSA  MEETS  HER  DESTINY. 

"VTR.  MULGRAVE  entered  the  library  in  which 
-LV-L  Mrs.  Howard  was  sitting  with  an  open  book  be- 
fore her  (one  page  of  which  she  had  not  turned  in  the 
last  half  hour),  entered  very  quietly  and  gravely,  and  with 
a  settled  purpose  written  on  his  face.  This  was  on  the 
afternoon,  it  may  be  remembered,  on  which  the  Rev. 
Elias  Crawford  had  draftied  the  ladies  of  his  congregation 
to  do  duty  at  his  sewing  society^  for  the  benefit  of  a 
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people  who  would  greatly  have  preferred  partaking  of 
his  flesh  to  his  discourses. 

They  would  not  probably  have  set  up  the  same  pre- 
text in  his  favor  that  saved  the  life  of  Madame  Ida 
Pfeiffer,  for  the  Rev.  Elias  was  both  cleanly  and  healthy, 
and  in  the  enjoyment  of  a  reasonable  share  of  plumpti- 
tude*  He  deserved  all  the  more  credit,  of  course,  for  in- 
truding his  valuable  aid  upon  them,  distant  and  ungrate- 
tdl  as  they  were,  and  it  is  to  be  hoped  may  yet  obtain  the 
desirable  distinction  of  martyrdom  at  their  hands,  which 
would  no  doubt  be  a  highly  gratifying  circumstance  to 
his  biographer,  if  not  to  himself. 

Mrs.  Howard  looked  up  in  a  troubled  way  as  Mr. 
Mulgrave  entered,  placidly  dropped  her  eyes  again  for  a 
moment,  then  suddenly  rose  and  closed  her  book  reso- 
lutely, and  laid  it  down. 

"Won't  you  sit  down  a  while,  Mr.  Mulgrave?''  she 
said,  "or  is  it  too  quiet  here  for  you  on  this  jubilant  May 
evening  ?  I  feel  half  ashamed  of  being  within  doors 
myself,  and  this  sweet-briar  peeping  in  at  the  window 
has  been  wooing  me  to  come  out  to  it  ever  since  I  took 
my  seat.  I  am  a  little  stubborn,  I  believe,  to  be  so  in- 
sensible to  nature's  smiles  and  voices." 

She  was  talking  on  he  saw  merely  to  fill  the  time,  and 
preclude  dialogue  perhaps,  or  to  be  rid  of  him. 

"Can  she  suspect  my  secret?"  he  thought,  "and  does 
she  fear  me  ?  She  need  not  I  I  know  better  than  to  kill 
my  bird  in  the  egg,  and  I  can  afibrd  to  wait — vxiU  as 
I  have  often  waited  before  for  an  object;  yes,*  very 
patiently.    My  time  will  come."    He  smiled  gloomily. 

"  I  would  join  nature  in  her  entreaties,"  he  said,  "  and 
offer  to  accompany  you  in  your  stroll,  had  I  not  come 
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here  this  afternoon  (finding  jou  alone  for  the  first  time)) 
in  order  to  speak  with  you  privately  about  your  afiairs; 
affiurs  which  interest  me  deeply •'' 

She  was  silent,  but  attentive. 

^^  I  have  the  transfer  here  for  the  first  proceeds  of  land 
sales  (those  I  accounted  to  you  for  by  letter  the  other 
day  are  still  in  my  possession),  and  I  wish  to  give  them 
to  your  own  hand.  At  the  same  time  I  am  about  to 
venture  to  offer  you,  very  humbly  indeed,  my  counsel,  as 
to  the  conduct  of  your  money-matters,  somewhat  in 
jeopardy  I  fear." 

^*  Has  anything  occurred  to  lessen  the  value  of  the 
stocks  you  purchased  for  me  ? ''  she  asked,  coldly. 

^^  Nothing !  These  are  safe,  and  the  moderate  income 
they  afford  you  can  only  be  alienated  by  your  own  act ; 
but  money  uninvested  is  personal  property,  and  belongs 
as  such  to  the  husband.'' 

'^  I  thought  there  was  a  contract  to  secure  me  in  my 
property  when  the  yearly  stipend  was  agreed  on.  I  sup- 
posed you  cognizant  of  this.'' 

"  You  will  remember,  madam,"  said  Mr.  Mulgrave, 
with  quiet  dignity,  "that  you  waived  aside  all  inter- 
ference of  mine  on  that  occasion.  I  was  not  permitted 
then  to  make  any  suggestion,  even  for  your  safety.  The 
lands  are  yours  alone  by  the  laws  of  the  States  they  lie 
in,  but  in  this  State  it  is  only  through  deed  of  trust  that 
a  married  woman  can  be  separately  secured  in  her  per- 
sonal property.  I  thought  of  this  when  I  took  the 
liberty  of  purchasing  the  stocks  for  you  in  my  own 
name,  even  at  the  risk  of  incurring  your  displeasure 
when  disclosure  should  be  made.  I  have  made  out  the 
transfer  for  these  stocks:  it  is  here,"  and  he  laid  it  before 
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ber.  '^  Here^  also,  are  the  checks  for  the  ten  thousand 
dollars  recently  paid  to  me,  for  land  sales,  as  your  agent, 
and  I  woald  respectfully  suggest,  that  these,  like  the 
first,  should  be  invested  in  the  same  permanent  shape, 
and  that  you  would  permit  me,  or  Mr.  Sutton,  or  any 
otlier  honorable  firiend  of  yours,  to  hold  this  fund  in 
trust  for  your  benefit ;  otherwise,  I  fear — '*  he  hesitated. 

"  What,  Mr.  Mulgrave  ?  Speak  out !  These  are  truths 
that  I  must  listen  to,  and  that  you  are  right  to  tell  me." 

"Otherwise,  I  fear,"  he  continued,  calmly,  "that  your 
property  will  be  absorbed  and  wasted  by  one  who  has  a 
legal  right  to  do  both.     You  understand  me  now?" 

"I  do,  and  I  thank  you  for  your  well-intended  warn- 
ing ;  nor  do  I  feel  myself  at  liberty  any  more  on  his  ac- 
count than  my  own  to  decline  your  disinterested  advice 
and  ofier.    Will  you  be  my  trustee,  Mr.  Mulgrave?" 

He  bowed  gravely  for  all  reply. 

"As  to  tliis  last  ten  thousand  dollars — ^"  she  hesitated. 

"Ah,  you  have  use  for  that  1  You  are  your  own  mis- 
tress, certainly ;  but  I  regret  the  necessity  you  are  under 
for  using  this  sum  at  this  time.  Your  income  so  far  is 
a  small  one.     This  would  add  greatly  to  your  capital." 

She  rose,  went  to  the  window,  broke  off  the  branch  of 
sweet-briar  that  nodded  at  her  between  the  curtains, 
twisted  it  mechanically  into  a  knot,  tore  away  some  of 
its  leaves  between  her  teeth,  threw  down  the  knotted 
branch  upon  the  floor,  then  came  back  and  reseated  her- 
self quietly,  confronting  Mr.  Mulgrave,  with  a  pale  but 
resolute  aspect, 

"I  will  be  frank  with  you,"  she  said,  "you  deserve  it 
at  my  hands;  besides  I  would  not  have  you  think  I  re- 
paid all  your  provident  care  with  thoughtless,  and  it 
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would  seem^  under  such  drcumstanoes^  hearUesa  extrava- 
ganoe.  My  husband  needs  this  money.  He  has  written 
to  me  from  Paris.     He  is  under  arrest.'^ 

Mr.  Mulgrave  knew  all  this  before^  jet  he  was  glad  to 
be  spared  the  pain  of  such  communication ;  glad  to  be 
able  to  appear  ignorant  of  the  unpleasant  news  he  had 
lingered  at  Briarheath  to  break  to  its  mistress. 

"  You  surprise  me/^  he  said,  with  such  natural  im- 
pulse that  Mrs.  Howard  was  deceived  (in  his  peculiar 
code  of  morality,  he  did  not  call  this  fakehoodj  only  ne- 
cessary tact,  or  expediency).  "When,  madam,  when  did 
this  intelligence  reach  you  V* 

"  By  the  last  packet,  just  after  my  return  fix)m  New 
York.  I  am  glad,  now  that  the  ice  is  broken,  to  be  able 
to  have  your  assistance  in  the  safe  transmission  of  these 
checks.  I  meant  to  have  managed  it  alone,  but  for  this 
well-timed  conversation." 

Mr.  Mulgrave  mused. 

"  I  will  tell  you  what  I  will  do,  Mrs.  Howard,'*  he 
said  at  last.  "  I  am  compelled  to  go  to  England  in  June. 
I  will  cross  to  the  continent — the  delay  will  be  but  slight — 
and  convey  this  money  myself  to  Mr.  Howard,  and  see 
that  the  demand  of  the  law  be  set  at  rest.'* 

"  No,  remit  it  at  once ;  he  surely  can  attend  best  to 
his  own  affitirs.'* 

She  spoke  with  a  h'ttle  asperity.  Still  Mr.  Mulgrave 
persevered. 

"  There  is  only  this  about  it,"  he  said,  clearing  his 
throat,  "  he  is  surrounded  with  a  gay  and  dissipated  set 
of  companions  in  Paris ;  this  I  have  heard  from  unques- 
tionable authority.  Men  who  have  preyed  upon  him, 
and  will  do  so  again,  if  the  opportunity  presents  itself." 

"  It  was  always  thus,"  she  faltered. 
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He  ooDtiDued^  as  if  unheeding  her  low-voiced,  and  it 
almoet  seemed  unoonscious,  interruption  of  his  remarks. 

"  Now  should  these  gentlemen  (we  will  call  them  so  by 
courtesy)  get  wind  of  this  remittance — ^fifty  thousand 
francs  seems  a  large  sum  to  Bohemians — ^they  will  render  - 
the  prison  residence  of  Mr.  Howard  so  agreeable  to  him 
that  his  checks  will  make  wings  for  themselves  before  he 
knows  it,  and  after  such  abandonment,  you  will  again  be 
called  on  for  the  means  of  his  manumission." 

''What  you  say  is  reasonable.  Secure  my  husband's 
enlargement  in  your  own  way,  and — and — believe  me, 
Mr.  Mulgrave,  you  insure  my  gratitude  by  all  this  fore- 
sight and  truly  disinterested  kindness." 

He  saw  that  she  was  weeping  and  busied  himself  with 
the  checks,  which  still  lay  upon  the  table,  and  the  folding 
up  of  tlie  paper  of  transfer,  to  give  her  time  to  recover 
herself  before  he  said,  gravely : 

"  This  is  but  the  beginning  of  the  end,  Mrs.  Howard. 
Buin  stares  you  in  the  face  grimly,  unless  you  harden 
your  heart  against  all  such  appeals  in  future." 

"  I  know  this,  I  know  this,"  she  rejoined,  meekly. 
"But  what  am  I  to  do?  He  is,  or  was  my  husband." 
She  shook  her  head  sadly,  looking  down  on  the  floor,  her 
hands  carelessly  clasped  on  her  knee.  Mr.  Mulgrave 
thought  her  beautiful,  sitting  thus  in  her  sad  uncon- 
sciousness of  any  observation,  and'  a  flash,  keen  and 
almost  withering,  went  forth  from  his  quick,  black  eye 
to  light  upon  her  pale  and  troubled  aspect,  as  he  mut- 
tered inwardly,  for  the  voice  of  the  soul  has  its  separate 
phases  of  speech  and  sound,  like  that  which  leaves  the 
lips: 

"  Can  it  be  that  she  loves  him  still?    The  wretch !  her 
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destroyer,  hvifor  me.  Nay,  can  it  be  that  she  ever  loved 
him,  shallow  and  base  as  nature  herself  has  made  him ; 
even  at  his  best,  as  &r  beneath  her  as  the  dost  of  earth 
beneath  the  clouds  of  heaven.  Truly  the  heart  of  wo- 
man is  a  strange,  mysterious  thing.  I  would  I  knew  I 
I  wonder  if  Melissa  oould  assist  me  in  probing  this 
peculiar  nature  to  the  root.^' 

And  even  as  he  spoke  the  object  of  his  latest  reflection 
came  noiselessly  and  smilingly  to  the  door,  standing 
open,  as  was  that  of  the  hall  on  that  balmy  evening,  and 
suddenly  peered  in,  still  dressed  in  her  walking-costume, 
white  chip  bonnet,  lace  scarf,  lavender  silk  dress,  as  she  had 
emerged  firom  the  street  door  of  the  Rev.  Elias  Crawford. 

"Oh, you  are  engaged,"  she  said,  drawing  back  as  Mr. 
Mulgrave  bowed  to  her  encouragingly,  at  the  same  time 
packing  the  checks  into  an  envelope  in  a  compact  and 
business-like  way,  before  depositing  them  in  his  pocket- 
book. 

"  Not  at  all,  not  at  all ;  do  come  in.  Miss  Melissa.  You 
know  the  old  adage:  I  was  just  thinking  of  you,  and 
give  us  the  result  of  your  evening's  experience  under  the 
wing  of  the  minister." 

"Melissa,  come  in,"  said  Mrs.  Howai'd,  rousing  her- 
self fix)m  reverie,  "  come  sit  by  me,"  extending  her  hand 
to  her  sister.  "  Mr.  Mulgrave,  if  you  should  think  of 
anything  more  in  relation  to  this  matter,  you  can  write  to 
me  about  it.  I  believe  I  would  rather  not  discuss  it 
again.  I  do  so  shrink  firom  all  the  details  of  business; 
and  now  let  us  hear  what  the  Eev.  Chadband  has  been 
saying  to  his  sheep." 

"  Oh,  sister,  I  wish  you  were  less  insensible  to  the 
merits  of  our  pastor ;  he  does  so  deplore  your  condition, 
14 
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as  well  as  that  of  Mattie,  Do  you  know  she  had  the 
impudenoe  to  tell  him  that  if  he  could  proselyte  you  his 
gain  would  be  equal  to  twelve  ordinary  converts ;  that  you 
had  a  great  big  soul  that  could  be  cut  up  to  advantage.^' 

'^That  was  just  like  Mattie^  certainly/^  and  she  shook 
her  head^  smiling  as  she  did  so^  ^Mike  Juliet  cutting 
Borneo  up  in  little  stars ;  but  I  never  heard  it  before/' 

"  Grood — very  good !  '^  said  Mr.  Mulgrave,  laughing 
his  artificial  laugh — ^he  rarely  permitted  a  natural  one. 
'^  I  declare  I  must  know  Miss  Mattie  better.  I  think 
she  would  suit  me  exactly." 

''  I  didn't  suppose  she  was  your  style  at  all^  Mr.  Mul- 
grave/' said  Melissa,  a  little  sharply.  ^'  Dark  people  so 
seldom  &ncy  one  another." 

Melissa,  it  may  be  remembered,  was  a  blonde  of  the 
wax-doll  order. 

^^Oh,  I  wasn't  speaking  matrimonially  at  all.  A 
pretty  girl  of  seventeen  would  scarcely  lend  ear  to  a  plain 
bachelor  of  thirty-five;  besides,  as  you  say,  Miss  Me- 
lissa, or  rather  insinuate,  we  like  usually  our  opposites 
in  temperament,"  and  he  bowed  quite  significantly  to 
the  fair  and  fluttered  girl.  She  simpered  for  all  reply. 
Mrs.  Howard  looked  from  one  to  tiie  other,  somewhat 
archly. 

A  new  light  broke  over  her  spirits.  "  What  an  ad- 
mirable thing  it  would  be  for  both ! "  she  thought.  "  I 
never  thought  of  it  before,  or  I  am  sure  I  should  have 
gone  to  match-making  months  ago.  Henceforth,  I  will 
lose  no  pains  in  bringing  them  together.  Poor  Melissa 
will  never  have  so  good  an  opportunity  again  probably, 
situated  as  she  is,  and  she  is  just  the  sort  of  woman  to 
make  a  man  like  Mr.  Mulgrave  happy." 
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On  the  following  morning  Mr.  Mulgrave  left  Briar- 
heath,  to  return  no  more  until  autumn.  He  carried 
awaj  a  slight  commission  for  books  and  laces  for  Mrs. 
Howard,  and  Miss  Melissa  charged  him,  at  her  sister's 
request  and  expense,  to  bring  her  a  silk  dress  from 
Paris,  of  that  peculiar  color  then  new  in  the  world  of 
fiushion,  called  ^'Soupin  de  Singe  mousant,''  translated 
somewhat  literally  by  our  poetic  man  milliners  as 
*^  Menkes  last  sigh."  She  described  it  as  a  greenish, 
grayish,  blueish,  sort  of  sage  color,  which  she  thought 
would  be  peculiarly  becoming  to  her  pink-and-white 
complexion. 

^Oh,  yes,  I  know,''  exclaimed  the  astute  lawyer. 
^^  Just  the  color  of  your  eyes,  Miss  Melissa."  He  had 
no  idea  of  offending  her,  but  the  result  of  his  remark 
taught  him  a  lesson  never  to  be  forgotten — one  his  pro- 
fession should  have  taught  him  before.  He  managed, 
however,  to  soothe  her  offended  vanity  before  he  left  her, 
and  completed  his  triumph  by  sending  her  from  Paris,  a 
month  later,  a  turquoise  ring  surrounded  by  pearls,  bear- 
ing within  the  device,  quaint  enough,  and  very  absurd  it 
must  be  confessed,  '^  (Eil  de  Mdlisse ! " 

The  infiituated  girl  considered  this  offering  as  a  mere 
premonition  of  what  was  to  follow;  nay,  by  the  time 
of  Mr.  Mulgrave's  return  had  wrought  her  imagination 
up  to  the  pitch  of  a  fiincied  engagement  between  herself 
and  the  idol  of  her  fimcy,  and  wore  that  indifferent  and 
preoccupied  air  peculiar  to  those  whose  hearts  have 
passed  out  of  their  own  keeping. 

It  was  not  in  those  days  so  easy  as  it  now  is  to  prepay 
European  letters  in  inland  towns,  and  as  Mrs.  Ho^inud 
wished  to  forward  quite  a  bulky  package  to  her  friend 
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Mrs.  Carisbrook,  she  requested  Mr.  Mulgrave  to  post  it 
from  New  York. 

*'  I  will  do  still  better,"  he  volunteered.  ^'  I  will  carry 
it  myself  to  London,  and  mail  it  thence  to  Derbyshire ; 
but  I  did  not  know  ladies  wrote  such  voluminous  letters 
as  this  to  one  another  even  at  such  a  distance." 

"  It  is  very  full  of  details  of  San  Francisco,  where  she 
once  resided  and  probably  will  again,  though  I  sincerely 
hope  she  will  divide  her  time  with  me  when  she  finally 
returns  to  this  continent." 

"  You  were  old  friends,  then  ?" 

"Yes,  very  dear  ones,  too.  She  has  done  more  to 
deserve  my  gratitude  than  any  person  living.  I  can 
never  forget  her  kindness,  her  disinterested  zeal.  She 
first  unsealed  my  intellect." 

"  Really  I  I  should  like  to  see  this  lady.  Perhaps  I 
may  go  myself  to  Derbyshire.  Is  she  young  and  hand- 
some, married  or  a  widow  ?  "  and  he  laughed  carelessly, 
but  in  truth  his  curiosity  was  excited. 

"She  is  thegrandmother  of  a  girl  of  seventeen,"  Mrs. 
Howard  replied.  "  Her  age  is  somewhere  between  fifty 
and  sixty;  her  beauty  indestructible,  since  all  she  has 
proceeds  from  her  great,  noble,  indefatigably  benevolent 
soul,  and  now  I  fear  your  interest  is  destroyed." 

"  No,  not  at  all ;  it  was  chiefly  on  your  own  account  I 
questioned,  knowing  how  solitary  you  must  have  been  in 
that  land  of  strangers,  and  away  from  your  own  family. 
There  are  few  ladies  of  interest,  I  believe,  in  Califoniia." 

"  I  knew  no  one  in  San  Francisco,  save  herself,  and 
she  was  thrown  upon  my  hands  in  a  very  touching  man- 
ner, when  I  stood  most  in  need  of  friendship.  Sfae  was 
lifted  senseless  from  the  street  before  my  door,  after  an 
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overset^  and  was  unable  for  months  to  leave  my  boose ; 
first  from  illness,  tbe  consequence  of  a  broken  arm,  and 
lat^  from  stress  of  weather/^ 

'^And  she  was — "  he  paused  as  if  to  ask  for  the  infor- 
mation he  coveted. 

'^An  English  lady,  highly  cultivated  and  perfectly 
well-bred ;  a  very  rare  woman," 

"I  never  beard  you  speak  of  her  before,"  observed 
Melissa,     "  Sister  Hester,  what  makes  you  so  reserved  ?  " 

"Circumstances,  my  dear,"  was  the  quiet  answer; 
"  but  we  are  detaining  Mr,  Mulgrave  in  the  hall,  and  he 
is  impatient  to  be  gone." 

The  package  was  sent  to  Mrs.  Carisbrook  in  good  con- 
dition, carefully  enveloped  and  sealed,  as  it  had  been  by 
the  hand  of  the  writer,  and  yet  by  some  subtle  process, 
best  known  to  village  postmistresses,  the  contents  had 
transpired  and  passed  into  the  subtle  chambers  of  Mr, 
Mulgrave's  brain.  These  enlightened  him  greatly  on 
some  points  of  mystery,  and  while  convincing  him  of  the 
sweetness  of  character  and  purity  of  soul  of  her  he  adored, 
showed  him  the  slippery  path,  for  such  he  at  least  es- 
teemed it,  she  had  been  forced  to  tread  at  one  period  of 
her  life. 

*"  No  wonder  she  resembled  Mrs.  Myrtis  Lynne,"  he 
chuckled  at  his  skilful  detection  of  the  truth,  "  and  now 
I  remember,  she  refused  an  introduction  to  me  in  her  rdle 
of  actress ;  to  me,  to  all  applicants  as  well,  the  manager 
assured  me.  Virgin  snow  is  not  more  pure  than  that 
woman ;  but  what  would  she  think  of  me  if  she  knew  of 
this  intrusion  on  her  privacy?  "Well,  well,  her  money 
is  safefwith  me,  and  that  is  the  principal  matter  with  her 
just  now.    I  feel,  that  serving  her  as  sincerely  as  I  do, 
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I  have  a  right  to  know  all  aboat  her,  and  some  day, 
when  she  dispenses  with  that  rascal,  and  the  coast  is 
clear,  she  shall  know  how  I  adore  her,  and  hpw  wil- 
lingly I  would  give  up  every  other  hope  on  earth  to  call 
her  mine.  She  will  know  then,  too,  how  generous  I 
have  been  in  condoning  her  past—only  to  think,  an 
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CHAPTER    I. 

THB  SCHOOL  AND  THB  SLEBP-BOCTOB— FRBSH  FUBL  FOB 
FLAMB, 

THE  school  which  Mattie  Lynne  attended— one 
femous  during  nearly  half  a  century  for  the  skil- 
ful training  of  teachers — ^was  situated  in  the  town  of 
Ilium^  and  in  the  same  community  a  very  different  in- 
stitution was  equally  celebrated  and  useful.  This  was 
the  infirmary  of  Doctor  Mordaunt  Trevor,  who,  although 
the  graduate  of  a  great  Italian  college,  depended  chiefly 
for  his  success  in  the  treatment  of  the  class  of  diseases  he 
confined  himself  to  ordinarily,  on  some  inherent  faculty 
that  he  could  not  himself  define  or  even  account  for. 

On  this  power  he  reposed  with  an  earnest  simplicity 
that  might  have  had  much  to  do  in  the  first  instance 
in  persuading  others  of  its  existence,  and  which  was 
borne  out  frequently  by  the  results  of  his  mode  of  prac- 
tice. He  was  considered,  by  most  physicians,  either  a 
fimatic  or  a  charlatan ;  but  men  of  science  bestowed  upon 
his  peculiar  gift  a  very  different  consideration  and  esti- 
mate, and  he  stood  among  them  as  a  living  evidence  of 
the  great  truth  of  electric  affinity.  One  thing  was  cer- 
tain, he  must  have  owed  his  evident  wealth  to  other 
sources  than  his  practice,  not  lucrative  enough,  certainly, 
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to  warrant  alone  his  expenditures.  Simple  in  his  personal 
habits  and  apparently  a  man  of  few  wants^  his  house  was 
large  and  commodious,  and  his  pleasure-grounds  were 
extensive  and  kept  with  a  fastidious  care  that  must  have 
been  costly  in  its  requisitions. 

These  last  he  threw  open  freely  to  the  public,  and  his 
mansion  was  crowded  daily  with  patients,  many  of  whom 
he  dismissed  without  a  charge.  In  its  large,  well-ven- 
tilated, yet  plainly  furnished  chambers,  nervous  patients 
were  accommodated  from  time  to  time ;  the  use  of  books 
and  musical  instruments  was  lavishly  afforded  them,  and 
plain  yet  nourishing  food  set  before  them  by  cleanly  and 
quiet  attendants,  who  came  and  went  as  if  impelled  by 
some  subtle  machinery.  For  he  depended  much  on 
quiet  and  regularity  to  aid  him  in  the  accomplishment 
of  his  cures,  wonderful  as  these  often  seemed. 

If  he  fiuled  to  relieve  a  resident  patient  he  dismissed 
him  or  her  without  a  charge ;  nor  did  he  in  any  case 
make  lodging  a  consideration  at  all.  These  invalids 
were  his  guests.  Yet  those  who  could  afford  it,  and 
who  gained  relief  by  means  of  his  remedies,  were  ex- 
pected to  pay  a  moderate  fee ;  nor  was  he  willing  that  any 
one  should  remain  a  day  longer  than  absolutely  neces- 
sary for  the  re-establishment  of  health  beneath  his  roof. 

This  whimsical  devotion  to  his  own  peculiar  theories, 
even  to  the  sacrifice  of  time  and  means,  drew  upon  him 
the  curious  attention  of  the  community.  Like  all  ab- 
sorbed persons,  to  this  he  seemed  indifferent,  if  indeed 
conscious  at  all  that  such  scrutiny  existed ;  but  had  he 
made  it  his  daily  study  to  defy  inspection,  and  set  cen- 
sure at  naught,  he  could  not  more  perfectly  have  suc- 
ceeded in  doing  both,  than  through  his  utter  abstraction. 
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Hia  life,  as  fiur  as  ooald  be  known,  was  absolntelf 
qK>tle8s;  bis  temperance  and  placid  energy  perfectly 
marvellous ;  his  command  over  himself  only  equalled  by 
the  strange  influence  he  exerted  over  others.  He  ac- 
cepted no  invitations,  gave  none,  yet  those  who  called  to 
see  him  were  welcomed  kindly,  and  found  him  simple, 
genial,  diffident  of  self,  and  full  of  accurate  and  varied 
information.  When  questioned  of  his  gift,  he  replied 
frankly,  that  he  knew  no  more  of  its  secret  sources  than 
did  others ;  that  he  had  been  called  to  this  mode  of  life 
as  a  vocation  which  he  could  not  resist,  and  that  in 
order  to  be  useful  to  suffering  humanity,  he  found  it 
necessary  to  lay  aside  all  private  tastes,  and  turn  away 
from  all  distracting  causes. 

Society,  wine,  excitement  of  every  kind,  he  was  neces- 
sitated to  forego,  or  fail  in  his  efforts  to  relieve  suffering. 
Even  the  art  he  loved  benumbed  by  absorbing  his  pecu- 
liar powers,  and  he  felt  himself  obliged  to  surrender  it, 
although  gifted  by  nature  with  all  a  painter's  fire. 

No  man,  indeed,  was  ever  less  self-indulged  or  egotisti- 
cal than  he  of  whom  it  now  behooves  us  to  speak,  and  as 
a  natural  consequence  of  the  absence  of  these  qualities, 
none  ever  shrank  more  instinctively  from  the  grasp  of 
that  natural  inquisitor,  the  catechist  of  society. 

He  was  called  by  educated  men  ^'a  magnetic  agent;" 
but  the  common  people,  among  whom  he  moved  habitu- 
ally, and  with  grave  earnestness,  conferred  on  him  the 
fer  more  marvellous  appellation  of  "  The  Sleep  Doctor.'* 

The  power  to  command  sleep  I  Have  you  thought 
what  that  is,  my  reader?  It  is  something  that  ap- 
proaches the  Gk)d-like  more  nearly  than  any  other  gift. 
It  is  more  absolute  than,  courage,  more  noble  than  gen-« 
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erosity^  more  potent  than  gold^  more  benevolent  than 
charity  itself.  Within  the  breast  of  a  man  so  constitnted 
think  what  entire  empire  over  self  must  first  prevail  I 
What  infinite  strength  and  calmness,  what  yearning 
compassion,  what  intimate  sympathy  with  suffering  must 
be  his,  who  can  compel  repose  for  weary  or  fevered  eye- 
lids and  breathe  tranquillity  above  the  restless  couch  of 
mental  anguish  I 

No  wonder,  then,  that  through  the  streets  of  the  city  in 
which  he  lived  straining  eyes  followed  his  footsteps,  as 
the  blessings  he  had  borne  to  many  disconsolate  hearts 
were  remembered,  and  the  incalculable  good  to  many 
weary  frames  exhausted  by  wofiil  vigils. 

I  am  led  to  speak  of  Doctor  Trevor  in  this  place  be- 
cause Mattie  Lynne  wrote  eloquently  about  him  at  this 
period  to  her  sister,  Mrs.  Howard. 

A  young  schoolmate  of  hers,  between  whom  and  her- 
self had  sprung  up  a  strong  and  sudden  attachment,  or 
rather  intimacy,  had  died  a  month  before,  suddenly,  of 
congestive  fever,  in  the  academy  at  Ilium. 

She  was  the  only  daughter  of  her  mother,  who  had  ar- 
rived just  in  time  to  see  her  expire,  and  whose  whole 
nervous  system  seemed  to  have  yielded  before  the  unex-. 
pected  and  terrific  blow  thus  received. 

Lovely  and  gifled,  and  healthy  as  a  Hebe,  life  had 
seemed  to  belong  to  Laura  Clarke  as  by  especial  right,  and 
when  she  expired,  after  a  brief  illness  of  three  days,  only 
violent  during  the  last  few  hours  of  her  life,  even  tliose 
who  were  boimd  to  her  by  no  peculiar  ties  of  affection, 
recoiled  from  the  strange  irrelevance  of  the  decree  with 
an  almost  indignant  surprise. 

It  was  a  positive  rebellion  against  the  will  of  God 
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that  pervaded  the  school  from  high  to  low,  until  reason 
and  submission  came  to  the  assistance  of  necessity.  But 
the  mother  was  beyond  these  inflnences,  and  her  tearless, 
sleepless,  restless  condition  foreboded  madness. 

It  was  under  these  circumstances  that  her  friends  con- 
veyed her  to  the  abode  of  Doctor  Trevor — asylum  he 
would  not  suffer  it  to  be  called.  He  demanded  this 
transfer  of  residence  as  one  of  the  necessities  on  which 
depended  her  cure.  The  entire  quiet  and  vigilance  re- 
quired by  her  condition  could  nowhere  else  be  com- 
manded; not  certainly  in  the  noisy  hotel  of  the  town,  or 
the  still  more  noisy  academy  of  Madame  de  Winter. 

Mattie  Lynne  went  with  her  friend's  mother  in  the 
carriage  to  the  door  of  the  doctor's  residence.  He  met 
his  patient  here,  and  declined  all  further  attendance  on 
the  part  of  her  friends.  Her  servant  only  accompanied 
her  at  her  own  request,  for  she  dreaded  the  ministry  of 
strangers.  Mattie  Lynne  described  her  haggard,  wild- 
^ed,  ghastly  appearance  as  she  entered  the  peaceful  door 
of  the  commander-general  of  sleep,  supported  by  the 
austere  wizard  himself. 

She  thought  she  descried  Somnus  waiting  in  the 
shadow,  she  said,  but  was  not  certain  (the  girl  had  a  wild 
turn,  we  know,  and  made  game  of  everything).  She  had 
a  mere  glimpse  of  the  "  sleep  doctor,"  and  he  had  im- 
pressed her  favorably.  Indeed  she  thought  he  looked 
like  a  very  lovable  sort  of  magician  as  well  as  respec- 
table man,  and  had  she  a  better  chance  she  might  set  her 
cap  and  bells  for  him ;  but  that  would  never  be  the  case, 
probably,  for  on  going  to  see  Mrs.  Clarke,  a  week  later 
(she  was  summoned  by  this  lady  as  her  daughter's  friend 
and  from  the  natural  wish  of  the  bereaved  to  find  sympa- 
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thj  through  the  claims  of  the  beloved  dead),  the  doctor 
was  notvisible,  though  he  permitted  the  call;  nor  in 
anj  subsequent  visit  had  she  seen  him. 

Mrs.  Clarke  had  in  the  meantime  recovered  her  equi- 
librium,  and  though  still  the  most  afflicted  of  mourners, 
was  strong  again  to  bear  and  to  hope.  The  natural  love 
of  life  had  returned  to  her,  and  she  desired  once  more  to 
survive  for  her  husband's  sake  and  son's,  both  absent 
now  in  Europe;  and,  less  selfish  in  her  grief,  had  com- 
menced to  think  as  much  of  their  sorrow  and  disap- 
pointment as  of  her  own. 

All  this  was  right  and  natural,  and  all  this  had  been 
brought  about  hy  the  magnetic  power  entwined  so 
mysteriously  in  the  organization  of  Doctor  Trevor.  Mrs. 
Clarke  slept,  ate,  rested  once  again,  and  bore  a  composed 
countenance,  and  whatever  might  be  the  continuance  of 
her  sorrow,  madness  had  at  all  events  been  put  away 
from  her  existence,  and  despair  had  succumbed  to  reason. 

''All  this,  dear  sister,"  writes  Mattie,  ''recalls  your 
own  experiences  in  California  too  vividly  to  be  agreeable, 
no  doubt,  but  I  am  impelled  to  relate  the  circumstances 
of  tliis  case,  from  the  thought,  that  should  you  at  any 
time  need  such  soothing  influences  again,  you  will  re- 
member Doctor  Trevor.  If  I  find  an  opportunity  I 
shall  surely  tell  him  the  episode  of  the  ring  and  my 
dream,  if  only  to  prove  my  natural  gift  of  clairvoyance. 
Perhaps,  after  hearing  this,  the  doctor  may  propose  to 
me — ^to  travel  around  with  him  as  a  medium  I  mean — 
and  so  insure  my  fiune  and  fortune  both,  as  well  as  im- 
prove his  own,  which,  however,  is  said  to  be  ample. 
After  acquaintance,  there  can  be  little  doubt  that  a  prop- 
osition of  matrimonial  partnership  would  ensue,  which 
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woold  wind  up  the  whole  affitir  verj  like  the  oonclusion 
of  a  second-rate  romance. 

"  This  much  is  sure.  If  I  assume  to  be  the  head  of  a 
magnetic  establish meot,  I  shall  charge  board,  and  not 
receive  broken-down  gentlemen  and  ladies  as  guests  for 
the  love  of  science,  or  humanity,  or  from  mistaken  pride 
of  position.  The  wish  to  play  the  Queen  in  the  Court 
of  Somnus  would  never  govern  me.  Why,  Mrs. 
Clarke^s  bill  was  perfectly  contemptible  I  (She  received 
it  yesterday,  by-the-by,  with  a  notice  to  leave).  Such 
charges  let  a  physician  down  in  the  estimation  of  all 
rational  persons.  Bread  and  butter  and  tea  don't  cost 
much,  it  is  true,  and  that  is  some  comfort  in  discharging 
this  ignoble  bill!'' 

So  ran  on  fluent  Mattie  Lynne,  of  whose  progress^ 
however,  in  the  grand  purpose  of  her  life  at  that  tim^ 
there  can  be  little  doubt. 

She  was  acquiring,  with  an  ease  and  pleasure  wonder- 
ful even  to  herself,  much  valuable  erudition.  Her  very 
handwriting  had  gained  new  character  in  the  confidence 
of  her  own  powers  that  had  come  to  her  since  she  had 
tested  these,  and  her  wiry  and  elastic  organization  en- 
abled her  to  pursue  her  studies  without  detriment  to  her 
health.  So  far  she  had  taken  all  prizes  for  composition 
and  elocution  with  scarce  an  effort,  but  she  was  still  be- 
hind many  girls  of  inferior  abilities  to  her  own  in  those 
branches  called  solid,  and  was  now  deep  in  trigonometry 
and  algebra  and  astronomy,  trying  to  repair  lost  time, 
and  prepare  herself  for  the  struggle. 

^^And  is  all  this  brilliancy  and  learning,  the  first 
natural  to  me,  the  second  to  be  acquired,"  mused  Mattie, 
^'to  be  expended  in  teaching  the  hornbook  to  detestable 
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village  brats?  for  of  coarse  I  shall  have  to  commenoe  in 
that  way^  or  play  a  subordinate  part  in  a  school  or 
&mily^  both  equally  distasteful  to  my  sense  of  independ- 
ence. Oh!  for  the  lecturess'  mantle,  or  the  sandal  of 
the  actress,  rather. 

"  Life — life !  What  discords  mar  your  harmony  1 
''  Now,  if  I  had  only  had  a  remarkable  and  melliflu- 
ous organ  instead  of  all  this  sense  that  burdens  my  brain, 
I  might  have  made  a  fortune  at  once,  by  simply  opening 
my  mouth  and  giving  voice  like  a  pack  of  hounds  after 
a  fox ;  or  if  I  could  have  cavorted  about — ^both  gracefully 
and  shamelessly — in  the  ballet,  and  bad  a  little  more 
strength  in  my  calves,  a  golden  shower  would  have  re- 
warded my  active  immodesty.  If  I  could  even  write  a 
book  like  sister  Hester  {that  secret  is  out  at  last.  I 
wonder  what  sort  of  a  thing  it  is,  by  the  way?)  I  might 
realize  some  money  and  position ;  but  as  it  is — oh,  me  I " 
clasping  her  hands,  and  drawing  a  long  sigh,  'Mife  is 
weary,  weary  work ! 

''Why  was  all  the  beauty,  elegance,  &scination  and 
fortune  in  our  family  conferred  on  the  eldest  daughter  of 
Judge  Lynne,  that  California  widow  who  does  not  value 
her  gifls  one  jot,  nor  know  how  to  take  advantage  of  her 
position  ?  Oh !  the  hearts  that  should  be  broken,  the 
dresses  that  should  be  purchased,  the  horses  that  should 
be  driven,  the  papers  that  should  be  bribed  to  puff  any 
absurdity  I  might  choose  to  commit  or  produce  and  call 
a  book,  and  palm  off  upon  the  gaping  public !  Oh  !  the 
style,  prestige  and  6c\ai  that  in  her  place  and  with  her 
facilities  should  surround  my  every  movement  were  I  in 
her  place!  'Mrs.  Julius  Howard  goes  to-morrow  to 
Newport.     We  understand  her  diamonds  and  bathing- 
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dress  are  both  for  exhibition  on  Broadway ; '  or, '  That 
woman  of  incomparable  genius  and  beauty,  Mrs.  J. 
Howard,  is  about  to  cast  forth  a  poem  on  the  ocean  of 
letters  that  shall  bear  on  its  crested  waves  rich  tribute  in 
return  to  her  expectant  feet ; '  or, '  Mrs.  Howard  gives  a 
ball  this  evening  at  her  superb  villa,  where,  like  a  second 
Zenobia,  she  lives  in  splendid  seclusion.  In  our  next 
issue  we  will  gladden  the  eyes  of  our  readers  with  a  de- 
scription of  this  superb  f§te/  etc  Ah !  that  would  be 
life  indeed  !  but  to  vegetate  at  Briarheath  is  a  different 
aflBiir  altogether/' 

The  sound  of  the  school-bell  rouses  Mattie  from  her 
trance.  All  her  enei^es  are  bent  now  towards  the  end 
of  achieving  honors  at  the  July  examination ;  then  home 
and  Briarheath  will  claim  her  during  the  vacation,  after 
which,  school  again  for  a  year,  study,  severe  self-sacri- 
fice, and  then  the  struggle  begins. 

Ah !  Mattie,  who  can  foresee  what  one  little  year  will 
bring  forth  ?  Not  you  nor  I  surely !  No,  nor  Solomon 
upon  his  uneasy  throne. 

It  was  on  the  close  of  a  sultry  July  evening,  a  few 
dajrs  before  the  examination  at  the  academy,  that  Mattie 
Lynne,  accompanied  by  Miss  McClane,  the  drawing- 
teacher  of  the  school,  entered  the  pleasure  grounds  that 
surrounded  the  gray-stone  mansion  of  Doctor  Trevor, 
for  a  stroll  under  the  spreading  trees,  and  through  the 
gay  and  carefully-kept  parterres.  They  were  attracted 
by  the  sight  of  some  swans  (recently  introduced  to  the 
waters  of  a  mimic  lake)  to  turn  out  of  the  usual  path, 
and  to  croBB  the  closely-cut  grass,  as  the  shortest  mode  of 
reaching  them.  A  gentleman  was  standing  with  his 
back  to  them  as  they  approached,  apparently  intent  on 
15  ' 
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his  occupation  of  feeding  the  swans  with  bread-crumbs, 
for  he  did  not  seem  to  heed  them,  and  was  about  to  turn 
off  unconscious  still  of  their  presence,  having  exhausted 
his  store  of  food,  when  Miss  McClane  accosted  him  with 
outstretched  hand : 

"Doctor  Trevor,  is  this  the  way  you  treat  old  friends, 
on  your  own  premises,  too  ? '' 

His  fine  &ce  was  all  aglow  in  a  moment,  very  calm  as 
it  was  usually. 

"  Miss  McClane !  I  am  truly  glad  to  see  you.  How 
could  you  doubt  it  ?  "  and  he  shook  her  hand  heartily. 

"I  did  not  for  a  moment,  or  I  should  never  have 
spoken  to  you  first  under  the  circumstances.  I  was  sure, 
however,  you  did  not  see  me.  This  is  Miss  Lynne, 
Doctor  Trevor,  one  of  our  recent  but  most  promising 
scholars."    He  bowed  for  all  answer. 

"  Your  health  is  good  just  now  I  hope.  Miss  McClane," 
he  pursued,  scarcely  glancing  at  Mattie.  "  Indeed  I  am 
confident  of  it  from  your  changed  appearance.  You 
sleep  well  of  nights,  I  suppose?" 

"Yes,  soundly;  but  at  one  time  I  thought  my  first 
slumber  would  be  the  eternal  one.  I  have  to  thank  you, 
you  know." 

He  waved  his  hand  slightly,  interrupting  her  with  an 
inquiry  at  the  same  time.  "  The  picture.  Miss  McClane, 
how  goes  it?    When  shall  I  see  it? " 

"  Whenever  you  choose  to  call.  Doctor  Trevor ;  but 
you  have  scarcely  time  for  that,  I  know.  I  will  bring  it 
to  you  myself  when  it  is  completed.  I  hope  you  may 
like  it.  I  cannot  tell  really  whether  it  is  a  success  or  a 
failure,  or  a  compromise  between  the  two." 

"  There  is  no  such  thing  as  the  latter  possible,"  said 
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Mattie  Lynne.  "  It  must  be,  nay,  it  had  better  be,  one 
or  the  other." 

She  spoke  with  that  decision  and  vivacity  natural  to 
her,  boring  a  hole  in  the  ground  with  her  parasol,  as  she 
delivered  herself  of  this  oracular  remark,  then  planting 
it  firmly  as  a  staff,  on  which  she  supported  herself  care- 
lessly, she  gazed  around. 

She  was  dressed  in  a  rose-colored  muslin,  with  pink 
roses  in  the  &ce  of  her  white  straw  hat,  and  never  looked 
better  than  so  attired,  and  with  her  slight,  elastic  figure 
so  gracefully  poised. 

Doctor  Trevor  for  the  first  time  really  may  be  said  to 
have  looked  at  her.  He  was  attracted,  as  quiet  men  are 
apt  to  be,  by  her  animation  and  the  somewhat  daring 
spirit  she  evinced,  and  surveyed  not  without  passing  ad- 
miration her  small,  spirited,  dark  face,  in  which  the  eyes 
were  the  most  conspicuous  feature,  and  her  slight,  young 
figure  with  its  expression  of  elfin  grace. 

"  You  are  the  young  lady,"  he  said,  after  the  survey 
of  a  moment,  "  who  came  with  Mrs.  Clarke.  How  is 
your  friend  ?    I  have  been  desirous  to  learn." 

'^  So  he  saw  me  that  day,  after  all,"  she  thought,  and 
smiled. 

"  Better — nay,  quite  restored,  as  far  as  health  goes ;  her 
heart,  of  course,  is  broken,  ought  to  be;  slie  lost  her  only 
daughter." 

"  I  know,  I  know.  You  have  heard  firom  her  then 
since  she  left  me?" 

**  Yes ;  she  wrote  to  me  from  New  York,  whence  she 
was  on  the  eve  of  sailing  to  join  her  husband  in  Europe. 
They  will  never  return,"  shaking  her  head  prophetically 
and  earnestly. 
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He  was  amused  and  even  pleased  with  the  condensa- 
tion or  rather  with  the  energy  of  her  speech. 

"  Do  you  know  this  last  to  be  her  determination,"  he 
asked,  "  or  do  you  only  feel  inspired  to  prophecy  ?  '^ 

"  Both,"  was  the  unexpected  reply.  "  Her  expressed 
intention  will  be  confirmed  by  circumstances,  otherwise 
it  would  amount  to  nothing." 

"  Your  friend  is  a  philosopher.  Miss  McClane,  if  not 
a  clairvoyante,"  he  said,  smiling,  as  he  spoke,  a  grave, 
slow,  half-sweet,  half-satiric  smile,  peculiar  to  those  who 
think  much  and  smile  rarely,  yet  pleasant  to  behold. 

"  I  really  do  believe  I  am  something  of  the  last,"  said 
Mattie,  seriously,  "  and  if  you  had  time  to  spare  might 
give  you  my  reasons  (as  you  are  a  connoisseur  in  such 
matters),  if  such  they  may  be  called,  for  this  belief;  but 
you  are  probably  in  a  hurry — all  doctors  are,  or  pretend 
to  be,  that  I  have  ever  seen,  except  dear  old  Doctor 
Patterson,  our  family  physician  at  Lynnesborough,  who 
usually  spent  the  day  when  he  was  called  to  see  a  friend, 
and  insisted  on  seeing  every  pint,  and  ounce,  and  even 
pound,  of  his  medicines  administered." 

"  Lynnesborough  must  be  a  healthy  place,"  said  Doctor 
Trevor,  dryly,  *^  or  your  physician  gifted  with  ubiquity, 
or  perhaps  his  practice  small,  though  its  administra- 
tions would  seem  large ;  but  however  it  may  be,  imagine 
me  Doctor  Patterson  for  the  nonce,  I  pray  you,  and  give 
me  the  benefit  of  your  dairvoyante  experience.  Yes, 
every  ^  ounce  and  every  pint  of  it.' " 

"What,  standing  here?  I  should  feint  before  I  got 
through,  from  sheer  fetigue,  and  so  might  you,  for  it  is 
really  a  long  story,  with  a  preamble." 

"  Preamble  and  all,  I  must  hear  it ;  you  know  already 
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it  seems  that  I  am  somewhat  curious  in  that  particular 
line  (<Aa^  only,  I  believe),  although  I  have  never  ven- 
tured to  dabble  in  clairvoyance.  Walk  to  my  house  with 
me,  ladies,  and  while  you.  Miss  McClane,  look  over  a 
package  of  new  books  I  have  received,  any  of  which  are 
at  your  service.  Miss  Lynne  will,  doubtless,  for  the  cause 
of  science,  oblige  me  with  her  narrative;  nay,  permit  me 
to  make  notes  of  it.'' 

"  On  one  condition  I  will  do  this— one  only,"  said 
Mattie,  plucking  up  her  parasol  at  first  as  if  preparing 
to  accompany  him,  then  suddenly  hesitating  and  re- 
planting it:  'Mt  is  that  you  come  to  our  examination  on 
Thursday  night.  We  want  all  the  luminaries.  Now  you 
will  have  to  promise  this,  or  remain  in  outside  darkness 
forever  as  to  my  power  of  clairvoyance." 

"  It  will  give  me  great  pleasure  to  go,"  he  said,  quietly; 
'Hhat  is,  if  no  necessity  exists  for  my  services  at  home; 
but  I  am  not  a  luminary,  nor  am  I  in  the  habit  of  ap- 
pearing among  such,  therefore  you  must  oblige  me  by 
leaving  me  perfectly  unnoticed  if  I  infringe  a  rule  of 
mine  at  your  request" 

"  Certainly,  certainly ;  I  shall  not  bore  you  with  my 
attentions  at  all  (as  I  have  bored  your  walk  with  my 
parasol,  I  perceive  to  my  regret),  and  poor  Miss  McClane 
will  have  only  time  to  hold  up  a  meagre  water-color 
painting  (the  prize  production,  probably),  and  shake  it  at 
you  from  afar  recognizingly  and  triumphantly!  My 
part  of  the  performance  will  be  to  read  a  composition  of 
my  own — a  very  nice,  elaborate  mosaic  indeed,  made  from 
many  books,  and  so  ingeniously  fitted  as  to  defy  the  closest 
detection  that  it  is  not  all  of  a  piece.  After  I  get  through 
with  this  I  will  go  into  a  somnambulic  state,  if  you  bid 
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me  with  your  enchantment,  and  tell  you  the  secret 
thoughts  of  every  one  in  the  room." 

'*Ah  I  if  you  coiUd  do  this  what  treasures  you  might 
command!"  he  said,  shaking  his  head  sadly,  "what 
bribes  would  be  offered  you  as  the  price  of  your  silence 
and  secrecy  1  I  am  sorry  to  say  this,  but  I  believe  few 
hearts  are  pure  to  the  very  fountain-source.  Some  are, 
however,  as  I  have  cause  to  believe,  but  these  are  the 
exceptions." 

They  were  walking  on  slowly  as  they  talked,  yet  still 
at  some  distance  from  the  house,  when  a  low  thunder- 
peal attracted  Miss  McClane's  attention. 

"  We  must  go  home  at  once,  Mattie,"  she  said,  "  we 
must,  indeed,  or  be  drenched,  or  claim  Doctor  Trevor's 
hospitality  for  the  night,  which  he  never  extends  except 
to  sufferers  (and  then  what  would  Madame  de  Winter 
say?)  or  take  forcible  possession  of  his  barouche." 

"  Which,  unfortunately,  is  not  here,"  he  interrupted, 
with  an  air  of  real  concern,  '^so  that  perhaps  it  may  be 
as  well " — he  hesitated — "  could  you  not  return  to-mor- 
row?" he  asked  earnestly. 

"  No,  no,  impossible ! "  responded  Mattie.  "  I  shall  be 
busy  up  to  the  hour  of  the  examination  from  this  time. 
Besides  that,  I  have  made  this  silly  communication  a 
matter  of  too  much  consequence,  perhaps ;  yet,  to  show 
you  I  have  premeditated  this,  I  wrote  to  my  sister,  Mrs. 
Howard,  of  my  intention.  She  is  a  sort  of  third  party  in 
the  affair,  having  been  magnetized  in  California  by  some 
English  quack  or  other,  some  years  since,  and  benefited 
thereby;  but  good-evening;  Miss  McClane  is  impatient, 
I  see,  as  is  the  thunder  storm  which  is  politely  holding 
back,  no  doubt  on  our  account.     Fortunately  we  have 
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large  parasols,  and  not  very  far  to  go.  Be  sure  and 
come  to  the  examination  all  the  same." 

^^I  shall  be  ihere/^  he  said,  with  strange  emphasis, 
^'  and  70a  shall  recount  to  me  then  this  vision  of  clair- 
voyance. You  have  scarce  time  to  reach  home,  unless 
you  hasten,  before  the  rain  storm.  I  feel  this  in  my 
veins,  and  my  estimates  are  usually  pretty  accurate  as  to 
electric  influences.  Miss  McClane,  good-by ;  you  must 
call  again  to  see  me  soon,  and  don't  forget  the  picture  I 
Miss  Lynne,  farewell." 

He  removed  his  hat,  bowed  low,  and  left  them. 

^^What  a  difierence  in  the  tone  and  style  of  those 
adieux ! ''  thought  Mattie  Lynne,  as  she  stepped  rapidly 
after  Miss  McClane,  who,  walking  along  with  her  long 
and  regular  strides,  taxed  the  poor  little  feet  to  the 
utmost  to  keep  up  with  her. 

'^  Miss  McClane  is  a  gaunt,  plain  woman  of  thirty- 
five,  and  I  am  an  elf  of  seventeen ;  that  makes  all  the 
difierence.  Still  what  real  genuine  friendship  he  seems 
to  have  for  her,  and  has  testified  by  all  he  has  done  evi- 
dently to  serve  her,  and  what  a  knightly  air  and  manner 
the  man  has  to  all;  so  proudly  deferential!  I  could 
love  that  man,  worship  him.  I  feel  it  even  aft^r  this  one 
interview ;  but  what  would  be  the  use  ?  He  would  never 
fitnqr  me  enough  to  marry  me;  never!  He  has  the 
heart  of  a  stone-imprisoned  toad,  according  to  common 
report,  and  women  are  no  more  than  ghosts  to  him, 
unless  they  fiill  sick  and  threaten  to  become  ghosts  in 
reality.  Then  his  high  and  mighty  contrariness  goes  to 
work  to  cram  back  the  spirit  in  the  unwilling  flesh 
again!'' 

Mattie  rang  a  peal  of  merriment  here  at  the  absurdity 
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of  her  own  thoughts,  which  was  not  lost  on  Miss  Mc- 
Clane. 

"  What  can  you  be  laughing  at,  Mattie  Lynne,  in  the 
midst  of  this  hurricane?  The  point  of  your  parasol  steel, 
too  I  It  is  really  tempting  Providence  to  exhibit  such 
levity  at  such  a  trying  time.  But  what  were  you  think- 
ing of,  child,  to  laugh  so  heartily  ?    Do  tell  me.'* 

"  The  man  we  have  just  left.'* 

'^Surely,  Mattie  Lynne,  there  is  nothing  ridiculous 
about  him — ^the  best,  the  noblest,  the  stateliest  man  I  ever 
knew.'' 

"All  this,  no  doubt ;  though  I  thought  he  came  down 
from  his  stilts  towards  the  last  pretty  decidedly,  finding 
me  so  dwarfish,  perhaps!  Did  you  not  remark  the 
change?" 

"He  turned  very  pale  when  you  were  referring  to 
having  written  to  your  friends  of  your  intention  to  tell 
him  of  your  clairvoyante  experience.  I  remarked  this, 
and  could  not,  I  confess,  account  for  it.  Just  see  that 
flash  of  lightning !     It  is  terrific" 

"Never  mind,  we  are  almost  there;  besides  the 
chances  are  in  our  favor,  a  million  to  one.  Such  are  the 
statistical  reports,  I  believe.  But  don't  you  think  the 
physician  kindled  up  a  little,  grew  more  genial  towards 
the  last  ?  His  second  acceptance  of  my  invitation  was 
very  different  from  the  first." 

"  It  was  imprudent  in  you  to  give  it  at  all,  Mattie. 
Nothing  justified  that  invitation  on  your  part — nothing." 

"  Yet  we  can  each  invite  one  person,  you  know ;  but 
that  was  not  all.     I  wanted  him  to  come." 

"  Why  should  you  care  for  the  presence  of  a  perfect 
stranger  ?    You  showed  too  flattering  an  earnestness." 
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*'  Partly  because  he  never  goes  anywhere,  and  it  is  a 
sort  of  triumph  and  distinction  to  have  him,  and  partly  *' 
— she  hesitated — "  because  I  Ja'nxy  him  I '' 

"  You  are  very  frank.  Take  care  how  your  fancy 
runs  away  with  you  in  this  case.  I  will  tell  you  before 
hand,  it  will  be  of  no  avail.  He  will  never  more  than 
very  slightly  fancy  you.''  Miss  McClane  spoke  coldly, 
almost  reprovingly. 

"  Do  you  know  these  things  by  experience  ? "  asked 
Mattie,  bitterly. 

**  I  do,"  was  the  unexpected  and  almost  grim  reply. 
*'  Yet,  mark  me,  Mattie  Lynne,  not  from  my  own  case 
comes  this  experience.  No.  Grod  knows  how  purely 
and  entirely  gratitude  and  esteem  have  governed  me  in 
my  feelings  toward  that  noble  gentleman.  But  there  was 
another  less  guarded  at  every  point,  fiu:  more  beautiful, 
more  attractive,  more  gifted  than  either  of  us  two ;  dearer 
to  me  than  any  one  can  ever  be  again,  who  fancied  Doctor 
Trevor,  and  the  end  of  it  was — despair !  But  he  was 
not  to  blame ;  nay,  I  doubt  if  he  ever  knew  her  feelings 
entirely,  he  is  so  unselfishly  self-absorbed,  a  contradiction 
as  it  would  seem;  but  if  you  knew  him  better,  you 
would  understand  me,  Mattie.  Still  another  paradox.  I 
know  not  a  purer  or  a  more  dangerous  man  than  he;  be- 
ware of  him !     He  cannot  help  his  gifts." 

"  No  need  of  such  warning.  Yet  I  thank  you  all  the 
same,"  and  Mattie  laughed  merrily.  "  Why  the  man  is 
old  enough  to  be  my  father  almost.  When  I  grow  love- 
sick, it  will  not  be  for  quackdom  and  age." 

^^A  man  of  six  and  thirty  is  in  the  prime  of  his  life 
and  manhood;  besides,  there  are  few  men  so  unconsciously 
attractive  as  Doctor  Trevor.    His  face  is  among  the 
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noblest  I  have  ever  seen  in  or  out  of  marble,  and  its  ex- 
pression rare.     An  aged  quack,  indeed ! " 

"  Yes,  he  is  very  good-looking.  (How  it  darkens !) 
Few  men  have  so  well-knit  and  graceful  a  figure  and 
such  a  straight  leg.  I  remarked  that  first  of  all.  I 
always  do.  (I  declare,  that  fiash  was  almost  blinding !) 
By-the-by,  what  became  of  that  lady  you  spoke  of  in 
connection  with  him  ?  " — this  last  spoken  very  carelessly. 

"She  is  dead." 

"  Did  she  die  of  disappointed  affection  ?  Do  tell  me. 
Miss  McClane.  I  ask  firom  real  interest,  not  vulgar 
curiosity.'^ 

"No— no,  not  at  all.  She  was  a  happy  married 
woman  and  the  mother  of  several  children  when  she 
died.  Her  phase  of  melancholy  had  passed,  a  whole- 
some reaction  had  occurred ;  yet  for  years  before  she  was 
utterly  blighted  by  this  misplaced  affection.  It  was 
through  Doctor  Trevor  himself  that  she  was  restored.'' 

"Strange — strange!  I  suppose  the  idea  is  this:  he 
first  wakened  her  emotions,  then  laid  them  to  sleep 
again  at  will!  The  man  is  unconsciously  a  homoeo- 
pathist ! '' 

"Her  nearest  friends  knew  nothing  of  the  cause  of 
her  melancholy.  I  alone  was  cognizant  of  it.  It  was 
at  my  urgent  suggestion  that  she  was  again  conveyed  to 
the  residence  of  Doctor  Trevor,  and  placed  under  his 
treatment.  If  that  honorable  man  suspected  the  cause 
of  this  new  alienation  of  mind,  or  rather  of  energy  and 
interest  in  life,  he  never  betrayed  the  slightest  suspicion 
thereof.  She  passed  through  his  hands,  as  others  have 
done,  unscathed,  and  left  her  malady  and  her  unhappy 
passion  both  behind  her.     When  she  quitted  his  house  for 
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the  last  time,  friendship  alone  survived.  The  only  pecu- 
liarity I  noticed  was  that  he  insisted  upon  it  that  /should 
remain  with  her  on  this  second  visit,  in  the  capacity  of 
nurse  and  assistant.  He  had  treated  her  before  for 
the  nerve  of  the  eyes  only.  The  stress  he  laid  upon  this 
arrangement,  as  I  have  said,  was  the  only  indication 
afforded  of  his  possible  suspicions  to  me,  to  her,  or  any 
one.  It  was  in  this  way  that  I  came  to  know  him  well, 
and  esteem  him  highly,  and  became  possessed  of  a  few 
of  the  secrets  of  his  life,  as  did  she,  which  exalted  him 
still  more  in  my  opinion  and  even  hers. 

'*  Later,  when  I  was  ill  with  nervous  fever,  through 
secret  stru^les  of  feeling,  united  to  overtaxed  powers 
(we  had  been  well  off  once,  and  my  father  had  failed  and 
died,  and  teaching  was  new  to  me  and  very  irksome 
then,  even  more  than  it  is  now),  ho  ministered  to  me 
night  and  day  with  untiring  fidelity,  and  saved  my  life. 
Kow,  Mattie,  you  know  what  ties  bind  me  to  Doctor 
Trevor.  Believe  me,  my  advice  to  you  is  entirely  dis- 
interested." 

"  I  do  believe  it,"  said  Mattie,  with  some  show  of  real 
feeling,  *'  and  I  scarcely  deserve  that  you  should  have 
condescended  to  make  such  explanations  to  disabuse  my 
mind.  Do  you  know  that  I  think  you  deserve,  more 
than  any  woman  I  have  ever  known,  just  such  a  hus- 
band as  Doctor  Trevor?  It  seems  to  me  that  you  two 
would  suit  exactly." 

A  faint  glow  for  a  moment  flickered  over  the  sallow 
cheek  of  the  teacher,  whose  veil  thrown  back  revealed 
every  cliange  of  her  plain  yet  regular  face,  and  her  clear, 
gray  eye  was  bent  for^vard  with  strange  steadiness  on 
space. 
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"  My  dear  girl/*  she  said  at  last,  "  I  thank  you  for 
your  good  opinion.  You  do  not  mean  to  mo^k  me,  I 
know,  bat  you  do  this  unconsciously.  Dr.  Trevor  has 
naturally  the  most  artistic  eye  I  ever  knew.  Such  per- 
sons adore  beauty ;  nay,  demand  it  as  a  necessity  of  their 
daily  life.  On  this  ground  alone  I  should  never  have 
suited  Doctor  Trevor.  Let  that  subject  drop  now  for- 
ever, I  beg.*' 

She  laid  her  hand  lightly  on  the  arm  of  Mattie. 

''And  on  that  ground  I  should  certainly  be  minus 
also,*'  rejoined  Mattie,  adding  inwardly,  however, "  there 
are  other  sources  of  attraction,  thank  goodness,  almost  as 
powerful,  though  a  little  more  troublesome  in  practice, 
that  I  am  young  enough  to  bring  to  bear.  Grood  and 
admirable  as  Miss  McClane  is,  she  is  no  reader  of  the 
heart  of  man,  no  match  for  a  bom  coquette.'* 

Ah,  Mattie,  there  are  men  who  are  above  coquetry. 
Nets  spread  on  the  ground  catch  partridges,  not  eagles; 
or  even  if  entangled  for  a  moment  in  their  meshes,  these 
last  do  but  have  to  spread*  their  strong,  brave  wings  and 
burst  them  to  shreds,  while  they  soar  away  majestically 
and  unharmed  to  seek  their  native  mountain  heights 
and  fan  a  purer  atmosphere. 

They  walked  on  in  silence  and  slowly,  until  they 
reached  the  gate  of  the  small  enclosure  around  Madame 
de  Winter's  academy.  It  was  raining  steadily  now,  the 
wind  had  died  away  and  the  muttering  of  the  thunder 
was  dull  and  distant  The  lightning  flashes  no  longer 
set  the  heavens  in  a  blaze. 

"What  a  grand  thing  a  storm  is,  and  how  I  love  to 
meet  it  face  to  face !  It  is  life-giving,  inspiring !  I  feel 
like  a  new  creature  when  it  is  over,"  said  Mattie,  as  she 
opened  the  gate. 
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^'  It  leaves  me  perfectly  collapsed,  on  the  contrary/' 
said  Miss  McClane.  "  I  suppose  the  storm  drains  me  of 
what  little  electricity  I  contain.  This  is  the  philosophy 
of  the  matter,  no  doubt;  while  you,  who  are  overcharged, 
lose  some  of  yours,  and  through  its  influence  thus  expe- 
rience relief.  That  vision  of  yours  convinces  me  that 
you  are  a  natural  medium,  a  lightning  spirit,  and  so 
much  the  more  for  that,  under  the  dominion  of  magnet- 
ism and  its  agents.     Prospero  and  Ariel,  remember  1 " 

"Ah,  I  understand  you,"  said  Mattie,  with  a  curl  of 
scorn  on  her  young,  red  lips.  "  You  may  be  mistaken, 
however,  in  your  references  and  comparisons.  The  light- 
ning spirit  may  command  the  magnetic  agent,  for  all  you 
know,  reversing  all  former  precedents.  There  is  some- 
thing beyond  animal  attractiveness  very  potent  in  this 
world  at  this  time.  The  power  of  will  and  intellectual 
effort  may,  it  is  conceded,  subdue  physical  forces,  and 
baffle  even  electric  currents.  For  my  part,  I  defy  mag- 
netism, and  intend  to  resist  all  its  subtle  encroachments 
to  the  death." 

They  separated  in  the  hall;  Miss  McClane  to  go  to  bed 
and  have  a  cup  of  tea,  for  slie  was  drenched  to  the  skin, 
and  threatened  with  nervous  headache;  Mattie  to  make 
a  fircsh  toilet  (for  it  was  reception  evening),  and  shine 
like  a  glittering  fire-fly,  eclipsing  a\l  the  plainer  insects 
around  her  in  the  parlor  until  midnight,  then  read  over 
and  touch  up  her  composition,  and  recite  some  passages 
of  it  aloud,  to  try  the  effect,  with  her  head  thrust  out  of 
a  third  story  window,  for  fear  of  disturbing  the  slumbers 
of  her  schoolmates  or  teachers,  and  with  the  sailing  moon 
and  stars  overhead  for  all  audience  and  spectators. 

"  It  will  do/'  she  said  to  herself,  as  she  blew  out  the 
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candle,  and  glided  into  her  narrow,  white  bed,  light  and 
noiseless  as  a  phantom.  ^^  There  are  passages  in  that 
paper  that  will  bring  down  the  house,  and  make  that  old 
'sleep  doctor'  wink  like  a  newly-aroused  owl.  He 
aflects  the  impassive,  that  is  plain ;  but  I  will  bring  him 
out  of  that  before  I  have  done  with  him  1  There's  Par- 
thenia  Forbes ;  her  composition  is  superior  to  mine.  I 
would  swap  with  her,  as  horse-traders  say,  and  give  boot 
willingly,  this  moment;  but  in  the  way  that  she  will 
read  it,  frightened  to  death,  and  dolefully  as  if  she  were 
officiating  at  her  great-grandmother's  funeral,  with  a 
snuffle  in  her  voice,  and  eyes  blinded  and  bleared  with 
unmeaning  tears,  and  a  large  white  handkerchief  in  her 
hand,  which  she  will  flourish  between  times  like  a  ban- 
ner, the  whole  effect  will  be  lost,  or  ridiculous.  But 
there  is  poetry  in  that  girl,  and  in  me  no^  a  bU,  and  that's 
just  where  I'm  superior  to  her. 

*'As  to  being  frightened  in  anybody's  presence,  I  can't 
conceive  of  such  a  thing.  Providence  never  made  this 
scoop  in  my  head  for  nothing,"  putting  her  hand  on 
the  sink  whence  her  mound  of  reverence  should  have 
risen.  "  Besides,  I  have  yet  to  see  any  person's  tDorth 
being  frightened  before.  I  told  that  man  the  truth,  when 
I  said  I  could  lay  bare  people's  motives ;  /  can.  It  is  a 
natural  gifl  of  mine.  No  humbug  about  it.  I  wish  I 
couldn't,  then  I  might  indulge  in  diffidence  before  the 
stuck  up,  hero-worship,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  and 
believe  lies  and  fiilse  pretences,  as  it  is  sometimes  conve- 
nient and  even  pleasant  to  do;  6ti^  IcanH. 

"Now  McClane  is  good  and  truthful ;  sister  Hester 
is  pure  gold ;  that  man,  well — moderately  so.  I  have 
not  quite  made  him  out  yet.     There  ia  something  a  little 
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inscrutable  about  his  composition^  and  that  is  what  inter- 
ests me ;  but  it  will  all  be  clear  soon.  Then  what  a  £ice 
he  has !  Ye  gods^  what  a  face !  Baphael  looked  just  so^ 
as  I  imagine  him — St.  John,  perhaps.  The  devil  may 
be  behind  all  that,  though,  twisted  up  with  this  gift  of 
his,  ^nona  verronaJ  Really  I  cannot  pray  to-night, 
there  is  no  use  trying.  I  consider  it  sinful  to  pray 
'agin  the  grain,'  as  old  Lora  says.  Therefore,  with 
many  profound  excuses,  I  commend  myself  most  humbly 
on  this  occasion  to  the  kind  indulgence  of  saints  and 
angels,  and  beg  leave  to  withdraw  without  further  cere- 
mony into  the  realms  of  Somnus,  and  drop  the  curtain.'' 
So  saying,  Mattie  nestled  her  face,  after  a  childish 
iashion  she  had  never  given  up,  into  her  pillow,  crossed 
her  hands  kittenwise  above  her  head,  and  fell  to  sleep, 
saints  and  angels  fully  satisfied,  no  doubt^  of  the 
politeness  of  her  intentions. 


CHAPTER    II. 

THE  SOPHISTRY  OF  SELFISHNESS— THE  GARDENIA. 

THE  strong  crimson  rays  of  the  glorious  sun  of  sum- 
mer in  its  solstice  aroused  Mattie  Lynne  from 
sound  slumber  the  next  morning,  and  she  rose  from  her 
pillow  at  the  summons  (for  which  she  had  purposely  left 
open  a  window  shutter),  fresh  and  vigorous  as  a  dryad, 
afler  the  drenching  experience  of  the  evening  before. 

At  break&st  she  missed  Miss  McClane  from  her  usual 
seat  behmd  an  immense  mound  of  sliced  and  buttered 
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bread,  which  it  was  her  province  to  dispense,  while  Mad- 
ame de  Winter  presided  in  state  at  the  coffee  urn  and 
surveyed  her  forces,  like  an  experienced  general,  behind 
this  intrenchment  or  chevaux-de-frise  of  Britannia  ware. 

"Where  is  Miss  McClane,  after  her  wetting?'^  asked 
Mattie  of  her  next  neighbor,  a  large-eyed  Southern  girl, 
full  of  quick  sympathy. 

"  Sick  with  nervous  headache,  for  which  there  is  no 
immediate  relief,^'  was  the  mournful  answer. 

"  I  could  cure  her  if  I  would,'^  thought  Mattie;  "  but 
I  shall  keep  my  own  secret,  as  the  process  makes  me  feel 
very  much  like  a  boiled  rag  myself  and  I  cannot  afford 
to  lose  my  vitality  just  now;  I  cannot,  really.  I  want 
it  for  a  purpose,  and  I  remember  just  how  I  used  to  feel 
when  I  got  through  with  manipulating  mother.  As  to 
being  shut  up  this  glorious  July  day  with  smells  of  cam- 
phor and  vin^ar  and  the  groans  of  Sisera  under  the  tent- 
nail  of  Jael  ringing  in  my  ear,  I  cannot  think  of  it  for 
one  moment ;  a  day  on  which  the  bees  and  the  butterflies 
are  abroad  in  full  gala  costume,  and  the  very  motes  are 
dancing  Scotch  reels  in  the  sunshine.  These  are  my 
affinities,  and  to  them  I  go. 

"  I  have  no  turn  for  martyrdom,  decidedly.  By-the-by, 
I  wonder  why  she  doesn't  send  up  for  the  magnetic  doc- 
tor, her  friend.  I  know  I  would,  if  I  had  half  so  good 
a  chance.  Only  I  am  an  ugly  little  thing  in  bed,  and 
must  always  be  up  and  dressed  to  make  any  show  at  all. 
Gowns  and  caps  are  not  my  style.  I  am  like  the  Greek 
orator,  great  only  in  action,  action." 

And  she  frisked  joyously  about  for  a  while  in  the  pure 
delight  of  her  young,  healthy  organization,  in  and  out 
of  the  portico,  until  even  she  was  weary. 
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"  I  believe  I  will  venture  into  the  prison-house^  just  to 
make  a  suggestion.  It  would  afford  me  such  a  golden 
opportunity  if  the  'waving  man'  should  arrive  to-daj  on 
his  errand  of  mercy.  I  could  be  found  lingering  on  the 
staircase,  so  anxious  about  a  sick  friend,  and  it  would  be 
so  interesting!     I  will  try  it." 

Mattie  entered  Miss  McClane's  darkened  room  ac- 
cordingly, about  ten  o'clock  that  morning,  on  tiptoe,  very 
quiet  and  sympathetic,  and  groping  to  find  a  chair.  She 
was  greeted  with  a  groan  like  an  unsuccessful  orator. 

"  How  do  you  feel,  dear  Miss  McCIane  ?  You  don't 
know  how  sorry  I  am  to  see  you  thus.  I  can't  realize 
sick  headache,  but  I  know  it  must  be  dreadful.  Can  I 
do  anything  for  you  ?  " 

'^  Nothing — nothing ;  unless,  indeed,  you  would  press 
my  temples  for  a  moment,  they  throb  so." 

''And  make  a  rag  of  myself,"  murmured  Mattie,  "  to 
make  a  vampire  of  you !  Now  really  this  is  asking  too 
much  "  (aloud),  "  my  hands  are  so  warm,  dear  Miss  Mo- 
Clane,  they  would  only  aggravate  your  suffering.  Would 
not  a  cold  cloth  suit  your  condition  better?  I  will 
wring  out  my  pocket  handkerchief  in  ice-water — ^" 

"No,  no,  Mattie;  that  would  kill  me.  My  head  is 
cold ;  your  sofl,  warm  hand  would  be  the  greatest  com* 
fort     Let  it  lie  on  my  forehead  a  while." 

Thus  appealed  to,  Mattie  could  not  refuse,  consistency 
was  at  stake;  but  the  hand  was  very  soon  removed  on 
some  trifling  pretext,  and  Mattie  prepared  to  take  her 
departure. 

"  I  must  go  now,  dear  Miss  McClane,  I  have  so  much 
to  do"  (a  conventional  fib  not  very  hard  to  tell  in  most 
cases).  "But  why  don't  you  send  for  Doctor  Trevor ? 
16 
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He  could  assuage  your  paiii,  no  doubt,  and  lap  you  in 
unconsciousness,  if  not  Elysium  itself/^ 

"  I  know  he  could  the  first,  and  would  most  willingly, 
but  I  never  abuse  kindness.  He  is  much  engaged,  too, 
and  requires  rest  and  time  whereby  to  recuperate  his 
powers.  If  I  were  ill  I  would  send  unhesitatingly,  but 
tliis  paroxysm  will  pass  off  of  itself,  great  as  the  suf- 
fering is.  Besides,  Mattie,  I  know  that  he  often  absorbs 
these  headaches  into  his  own  system ;  no  Elysium  to  him, 
I  assure  you,  and  I  have  too  much  regard  for  him  to 
occasion  him  unnecessary  pain.  It  is  not  just  that  he 
should  suffer  my  portion.'' 

"This  is  very  heroic,''  thought  Mattie,  "and  exactly 
my  own  private  opinion,"  but  she  said: 

"  It  is  his  business  to  do  this,  and  I  should  not  take 
that  view  of  the  matter  at  all  in  his  case.  He  sets  up 
for  an  absorbent,  a  sort  of  mad-stone,  and  an  absorbent 
let  him  prove  himself.  I  have  a  great  mind  to  put  on 
my  bonnet  and  go  after  this  medical  sponge  myself." 

"  Do  no  such  thing,  Mattie  Lynne,  if  you  value  my 
esteem,"  said  the  sick  woman,  in  a  sharp  and  querulous 
accent,  strangely  at  variance  with  her  situation  and  pre- 
vious tone  of  voice.  "  There,  you  have  made  me  worse,  un- 
intentionally I  know,  dear,  but  I  am  better  alone,  I  be- 
lieve.  Come  back  when  I  am  relieved.    I  must  be  still." 

"  Now  my  weary  lips  I  close, 
Leave  me— leave  me  to  repose," 

murmured  Mattie,  as  she  turned  away  from  the  bed. 
"  Here  endeth  the  descent  of  Odin." 

At  twilight,  when  the  weary  pain  was  lifted  away  from 
the  sufferer's  brow,  Mattie  came  softly  back,  with  a 
bouquet  of  exquisite  flowers  to  lay  on  her  pillow. 
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"  Doctor  Trevor  sent  them  to  us,"  she  said.  "  I  sup- 
pose he  thought  we  could  divide  them  amicably,  but  I 
oulj  took  one,  all  the  rest  I  bring  to  jou.  Are  they  not 
delightful?" 

"  Truly  so  I  What  flower  did  you  retain^  Mattie  ?  " 
with  a  &int  huskiness  of  voice. 

"  Only  a  gardenia  1  I  thought  it  would  look  well  in 
my  dark  hair  to-morrow,  and  it  keeps  fresh  longer  than 
the  rest  Besides,  I  do  not  much  care  for  little  odorous 
weeds,  such  as  this  bouquet  is  chiefly  composed  of,  though 
I  know  you  do.  Heliotrope  and  mignonette  are  foolish  sen- 
timentalities, I  think,  in  the  world  of  flowers.  The  smell 
is  an  ignoble  sense  after  all,  but  the  sight  is  god-like." 

'^  It  surely  is  the  king  of  the  senses,  still  none  could 
be  dispensed  with  very  conveniently,  I  for  one  have  a 
perfect  passion  for  sweet  odors." 

"  It  is  well  I  brought  you  the  weeds  then.  Now  for 
the  doctor.  He  sent  his  barouche  and  card  to-day,  with 
a  pencilled  request  that  we  would  drive  out  in  his  car- 
riage, as  he  could  spare  it  to  us.  I  wonder  he  didn't  add 
umbrellas;  don't  you?  as  an  additional  Hibernianism, 
as  the  law  was  once,  and  with  it  the  necessity  for  his 
ancient  barouche." 

'^  He  meant  kindly,  Mattie ;  he  is  not  a  man  of  the 
world,  you  know,  as  the  word  goes.  He  wanted  to  prove 
to  us  his  sincerity  yesterday  in  r^retting  the  absence  of 
his  carriage.  His  patients  use  it  all  the  time.  He  goes 
about  himself  in  a  cabriolet,  a  clumsy  French  afiair,  for 
which  he  has  an  affection." 

"Well,  I  supposed  as  much,  and  gave  him  credit  for 
good  motives.  You  are  an  incorrigible  literalist,  I  de- 
clare. Miss  McClane."  There  was  a  moment's  pause. 
The  invalid  broke  the  silence. 
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"You  sent  the  barouche  away  empty,  of  course, 
Mattie?'' 

"  Not  at  all.  Parthenia  Forbes  and  I  went  driving 
in  it  by  Madame  de  Winter's  permission,  and  we  met 
Doctor  Trevor,  out  visiting  his  patients,  and  he  alighted 
from  his  cab  to  speak  to  us,  and  has  promised  us  a  break- 
£i6t  after  the  examination,  and  you  are  to  be  invited  as 
lady  patroness,  and  one  of  bis  sick  tabbies  is  to  come 
likewise  to  play  propriety,  and  I  am  to  tell  him  my 
vision,  which  you  know  all  about  already,  and  which  so 
startled  sister  Hester,  and  which  you,  too,  credulous 
creature,  believed." 

"It  was  surely  true,  Mattie  Lynne,"  said  Miss  McClane, 
gravely.    "You  would  not  dare  " — with  severity. 

"  It  proves  its  own  truth,"  interrupted  Mattie,  care- 
lessly, "  from  the  fact  that  I  knew  nothing  of  the  circum- 
stances before,  and  sister  knew  that  I  did  not,  as  did  old 
Lora." 

"  Then  why,  by  your  uncontrollable  levity,  cast  a  doubt 
on  your  own  veracity?" 

"What  is  the  use  of  bells  to  one's  cap  if  it  may  not  be 
shaken  occasionally  ?  I  like  to  make  you  open  your  great 
gray  eyes,  that  is  all.  By-the-by,  I  think  Doctor  Trevor 
and  you  are  alike  in  that  feature.  You  have  both  such 
a  steadfast  gaze." 

"Only  when  we  look  inwardly,  Mattie.  That  is  the 
expression  of  reverie.  When  people  look  at  you  thus 
they  never  see  you ;  their  r^ard  is  introverted." 

"Thank  you  for  the  information.  Then  the  doctor 
was  looking  at  his  own  viscera  to-day,  when  I  thought 
he  was  observing  me  attentively.  Once  I  heard  him 
murmur,  when  so  employed,  ^not  the  least  resemblance,' 
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and  I  supposed  he  was  contrasting  me  fevorably  with 
Parthenia  Forbes,  until  you  explained  his  habits.  Now 
I  see  plainly  that  he  was  absorbed  in  internal  compari- 
sons.    Liver  and  lungs,  perhaps.'* 

"  But  never  spleen,  Mattie,  whatever  else  he  may  be 
considering.  He  is  the  sweetest-tempered  man  I  ever 
knew.'' 

"All  cold  creatures  are  meek  and  mild,  you  know; 
even  sister  Melissa  gets  up  a  reputation  of  that  sort  on 
the  strength  of  her  lymphatic  temperament.  By-the-by, 
such  people  vampirize  me  and  steal  my  fire.  It  is  like 
filling  up  the  vacuum,  you  know.  Still," — soliloquizing 
evidently — "  she  is  a  thousand  times  better  than  the  viper- 
ish  Sophia  Sutton,  my  sister.  Miss  McClane,  at  your 
service.'' 

*^And  you  show  them  up  in  this  manner  !  Believe 
me,  you  are  wrong,  my  dear  pupil,  and  your  affectionate 
heart  will  rebuke  you  when  this  conversation  is  over." 

"My  affectionate  heart — God  save  the  mark! — will 
certainly  do  no  such  thing.  Yet  I  am  capable  of  affec- 
tion. Miss  McClane.  I  love  you,  and  I  love  sister 
Helen,  and  I  could  love  others,  but  not  those  women. 
Some  sort  of  a  sticking-plaster  attachment  there  is,  of 
course;  the  attraction  of  adhesion  that  keeps  all  fitmilies 
together,  else  would  they  wage  open  war  in  most  cases. 
I  wish  you  knew  sister  Hester;  you  would  like  one 
another,  I  am  convinced.  You  must  go  home  with  me 
for  a  visit.     It  would  delight  her." 

"Ah,  would  that  I  could  I  but  I  have  still  a  few  who 
love  and  watch  for  me  in  a  distant  home,  and  I  would 
not  disappoint  them  to  please  Queen  Victoria." 

"  That  is  the  way  every  one  ought  to  feel,  I  know," 
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baid  Mattie — a  momentaiy  hesitation  was  observable  here 
— "  but  as  to  those  women,  I  find  them  equally  detestable, 
and  brother  Sutton  not  much  better,  though  he  is  a  good 
sort  of  sneaking  creature  enough,  hen-pecked  and  goose- 
pecked,  and  withal  a  slave  of  mammon  to  a  degree  that 
amounts  to  fanaticism.  He  is  not  one  of  your  hypocrites 
who  fall  down  at  the^  feet  of  rich  men,  and  then  deride 
them  as«oon  as  their  backs  are  turned;  but  he  has  an 
honest  awe  and  adoration  for  all  such  golden  calves  that 
amounts  to  hero-worship,  and  would  have  satisfied  Moses 
and  Aaron  themselves  had  he  been  one  of  their  congre- 
gation. King  Midas  would  have  found  him  a  most 
loyal  subject,  and  had  he  found  out  about  the  asses'  ears 
he  never  would  have  gone  babbling  to  the  reeds  about 
them,  but  regarded  them  with  mysterious  reverence,  as  a 
mark  of  superiority.'' 

"Oh,  Mattie,  Mattie,  how  you  do  run  on !" 
'*  Yes,  yes;  I  am  very  absurd,  no  doubt;  but  the  fact 
is,  this  matter  of  kindred  love  is  a  vexed  question  that 
perplexes  me.  '  We  accept  our  relations,  but  we  choose 
our  friends,'  was  the  saying  of  some  wise  person,  I  forget 
who,  whom,  was,  no  doubt,  trying  to  find  good  reasons 
for  detesting  his  own  relations  and  liking  those  of  other 
people. 

"Good-night,"  and  she  disappeared. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

THE  ORDEAL  OF  THE  BITRNINO  PLOUGHSHARE— PABTHENIA 
FALTERS — ^MATTIE  PREVAILS. 

THE  examination  at  Madame  de  Winter's  academy 
was  a  very  brilliant  afiair,  and  '^  went  off  splen- 
didly/' as  everybody  said,  a  judgment  which  the  morn- 
ing papers  confirmed,  through  the  experience  of  their 
two  rival  editors,  who  came  in  just  before  supper,  and 
went  out  immediately  afterwards. 

All  the  "luminaries''  of  the  town  of  Ilium  were  there, 
from  the  fashionable  Mrs.  Jarvis  and  her  showy  daugh- 
ters, and  sneaking-looking,  little,  rich,  dyspeptic  husband, 
down  to  the  meek,  dried-up  French  dancing-master  with 
his  family,  who  had  lived,  poor  man,  so  long  in  this 
country  that  he  had  forgotten  his  native  tongue,  without 
acquiring  any  other,  so  that  he  found  himself  almost  as 
badly  off  as  the  Peter  Schlemyll  of  Grerman  story — ^a 
man  without,  not  a  shadow,  but  a  language. 

There  also  might  have  been  seen  Doctor  Spartacus, 
the  distinguished  divine — ^tall,  commanding,  looking 
solemnly  urbane  and  wholly  artificial;  and  Mr.  Jau 
Jeune,  the  celebrated  naturalist,  who  found  his  &vorite 
pastime  in  impaling  insects  and  witnessing  their  dying 
agonies,  and  who  had  consequently  acquired  a  fiendish 
expression  of  face;  and  Mr.  Sinclair,  the  young  poet, 
undergoing  the  torture  of  self-consciousness  as  the 
penalty  of  his  fancy,  and  overcoming  native  diffidence 
by  an  affected  air  of  haughty  Byronic  indifference. 
Madame  Baretti  was  there  also,  the  delightful  foreigner 
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whose  receptions  were  the  talk  of  Ilium^  and  who  spoke 
six  languages,  all  imperfectly,  but  still  sufficiently  to 
be  understood  by  the  aid  of  pantomime,  and  who  wore 
a  black  wig  curled  in  the  neck^  and  teeth  like  saucers, 
and  peony-colored  rouge,  and  pearl-powder  in  patches, 
and  an  imitation  emerald  necklace  set  in  Etruscan  gold, 
and  was  short  and  fat  and  vociferous  and  outwardly 
vulgar,  and  still  perfectly  enchanting,  because  of  her 
naivete,  good-humor,  tact,  and  common  sense,  and  entire 
want  of  pretension  and  selfishness. 

She  had  been  a  second-rate  singer  everybody  knew, 
and  made  her  money  honestly  at  least,  with  her  melo- 
dious pair  of  bellows,  and  she  had  cherished  her  did 
paralytic  husband  tenderly  to  the  last  day  of  his  life, 
and  lamented  him  heartily,  and  then  wiped  her  eyes,  and 
bought  herself  a  pretty  villa  at  the  edge  of  Ilium,  be- 
cause "  ze  air  was  zo  healthy  for  de  longs/'  and  removed 
thither  with  her  delicate  son,  and  poodle  and  foreign 
domestics,  all  of  whom  she  petted  and  spoiled  (as  she 
did  every  creature  that  ever  entered  her  gates),  and  thus 
established  herself  as  one  of  the  institutions  of  that 
ancient  town,  which  boasted  many  other  &r  less  amiable 
oddities. 

Finding  that  society  was  slow  to  solicit  the  honor  of 
her  acquaintance — as  was  commonly  the  case  in  that 
fastidious  community,  when  any  peculiar  prestige  at- 
tached to  its  new-comers — she  played  the  part  of 
Mahomet,  and  went  to  the  mountain  that  refused  to  ap- 
proach her,  and  issued  cards  first  for  a  grand  *^  fSte  cham- 
pfitre,"  in  which  she  introduced  the  new  feature  of  an 
archery,  so  that  curiosity  drew  a  crowd  together,  and 
later  gave  invitations  for  receptions^  which  were  really 
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very  agreeable^  free-and-easy^  and  suooessful  afiairs,  in- 
expensive as  they  were. 

To-night  there  was  quite  a  little  "^meute'Mn  the 
crowd,  because  her  lapdog  had  followed  her  to  the  enter- 
tainment, and  made  his  way  resolutely,  and  with  many 
"  yaps  "  and  "  snaps ''  at  all  obstructing  heels,  to  the  feet 
of  his  beloved  mistress.  It  was  very  funny  to  see 
Madame  Baretti  disengage  herself  from  the  arm  of  her 
lame  son  (the  poor  fellow  had  been  a  martyr  to  hip- 
disease,  but  was  relieved  as  far  as  pain  went,  and  enjoyed 
society  as  none  but  foreigners  can  do  for  its  own  sake, 
so  that  his  mother  convoyed  him  everywhere,  and  sup- 
ported while  she  appeared  to  lean  on  him). 

It  was  very  funny,  I  repeat,  to  see  her  forego  this 
maternal  office  for  a  moment  to  seize  the  little  shaggy 
intruder,  and  fold  him  tenderly  in  her  arms,  while  she 
addressed  him  with  affected  displeasure. 

"  Zou  naughty  little  Zylphide  I  Who  did  invite  zou  to 
leave  de  bed  were  zou  was  sleeping  zo  zweetly  ven  I  left 
my  room,  to  trouble  all  dese  ladies  and  gentlemen  vith 
de  zitc  of  dat  ugly  little  black  face  *mug,'  vat  you  call  ? 
Madame  de  Wintair'' — raising  her  voice  so  as  to  l)e  heard 
by  that  majestic  lady,  then  moving  in  her  orbit  in  the 
direction  of  Madame  Baretti — ^^  vat  shall  I  do  about  zis 
vicked  little  dog,  who  has  intrude  on  your  elegant  as- 
sembly uninvite?  Ve  place  ourselves  at  your  mercy, 
most  sovereign  lady.'*  Bowing  low.  "  Mus  ve  go  home 
vid  dis  little  saucy  interloper,  or  vill  you  graciously 
permit  us  to  remain,  on  de  condition  dat  ve  hold  him 
turns  around,  Guiseppe  and  myself  all  de  evening,  zus, 
safely  in  de  arras?!' 

^If  you  can  insure  his  silence,  Madame  Baretti,  we 
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shall  be  perfectly  willing  tliat  your  lapdog  shall  remaiD ; 
but  you  know,  dear  madame,  how  very  awkward  it  would 
be  should  he  bark  in  the  wrong  place;  how  absurd,  indeed, 
it  would  render  our  exhibition.  Suppose  I  supply  you 
with  a  covered  basket  and  a  saucer  of  milk,  a  pillow  even 
for  his  accommodation,  and  have  him  transported  ?'' 

^'Oh,  nosing  of  de  kind,  I  beg!"  interrupted  madame. 
"  It  would  break  Zylphide's  heart,  vid  de  most  profoun* 
mortificate  to  find  herself  in  such  limbo  in  a  strange 
place ;  bettaire  we  should  return  home  and  forego  your 
delightful  soiree  altogeder!  But  your  smile  reassures 
me ;  ve  remain !  Now,  Zylphide,  be  on  your  very  best 
behaviour,  petite  vagabonde." 

Madame  de  Winter  bowed  courteously  and  passed  on 
(a  stately  dame,  arrayed  in  black  satin  and  a  white  tur- 
ban, adorned  with  a  bird  of  paradise  plume).  She  was 
about  fifty-five  years  old,  tall,  thin,  fidr,  well  preserved, 
as  the  word  goes,  and  wore  gold-rimmed  spectacles  habit- 
ually across  her  Roman  nose. 

Her  manners  were  strictly  conventional,  consequently 
faultless  as  to  common  estimates.  She  was,  what  is 
not  so  rare  as  people  think,  an  excellent,  unexception- 
able worldling.  Yet  it  was  difficult  for  the  human  mind 
so  fiir  to  penetrate  the  arcana  that  surrounded  her  as  to 
imagine  what  she  might  have  been  in  her  pristine  and 
natural  condition. 

Amid  all  these  worthies,  and  many  more  that  we  shall 
not  mention  here,  and  despite  the  dense  crowd,  the  hawk- 
eye  of  Mattie  Lynne  soon  singled  out  the  object  of  her 
peculiar  interest  on  this  occasion.  She  saw  him  when  he 
came  in,  quite  alone,  and  certainly  very  distingue-look- 
ing.    She  saw  him  when  he  shook  hands  with  Madame 
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de  Winter  and  Miss  McCIane,  and  discerned  him  clearly 
out  of  the  corner  of  her  eye  seated  partly  behind  a  pillar 
watching  her  while  she  was  reading  her  composition^ 
which  she  knew  perfectly  by  rote,  and  therefore  scarcely 
looked  at  at  all. 

Yet,  when  later  in  the  evening  he  approached  her,  she 
affected  great  surprise  and  pleasure,  and  pretended  not  to 
have  seen  him  until  that  moment.  Mattie's  triumph  had 
been  so  complete  that  she  was  quite  a  centre  after  she 
descended  from  the  platform,  scroll  in  hand,  led  off  by 
Mr.  Martingale,  the  teacher  of  elocution,  with  her  eyes 
cast  down,  her  cheeks  suffused  with — ^blushes  (?)  She  was 
dressed  in  India  muslin,  trimed  with  Valenciennes  lace 
over  white  silk.  The  dress  had  been  sent  from  New 
York  for  the  occasion,  by  order  of  Mrs.  Howard,  and 
was  exquisitely  fine  and  very  stylish,  though  simply 
made. 

Her  soft  black  hair  was  arranged  in  a  gypsyish  fimcy, 
peculiar  to  herself  and  very  artistic,  partly  pushed  back 
from  the  feoe  by  coral  combs,  and  partly  dropping  in  a 
few  careless  tendril  ringlets  behind  her  ears  and  from 
the  invisible  comb  behind.  She  wore  a  gardenia  in  her 
back  hair  as  all  ornament.  Her  dress  was  clasped  with 
coral  cameos  at  waist  and  wrist  and  throat.  Her  &n 
and  handkerchief  were  tiny — ^the  first  scarlet,  the  last  a 
film  of  lace.  Having  very  small  feet,  she  had  ventured 
on  scarlet  slippers  and  checked  silk  stockings,  the  only 
daring  feature  in  her  costume.  She  had  composed  by 
skilftil  mixtures  a  creamy  powder,  which,  applied  to  her 
skin,  gave  its  olive  tint  the  hue  of  a  magnolia  leaf.  Her 
hands  alone  remained  impracticably  brown,  and  these 
tiny  claws  she  had  encased  in  exquisite  French  gloves  of 
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snowy  kid,  fitting  to  a  fault,  if  such  a  thing  may  be. 
Two  small  hectic  spots  appeared  on  her  delicate  cheeks, 
and  gave  additional  lustre  to  her  large,  well-opened  bla6k 
eyes,  but  whether  natural  or  artificial  it  was  absolutely 
impossible  to  determine,  so  daring  was  the  fraud. 

When  she  read,  her  parting  lips  disclosed  small,  pearly, 
glittering  teeth,  pointed  and  characteristic,  and  almost 
"  varmint-like,'^  as  one  of  her  rustic  admirers  had  once 
vengefully  told  her,  after  she  had  mercilessly  jilted  him 
at  dancing-school. 

But  from  between  those  straight,  thin  lips  and  figiug-like 
teeth  issued  a  wonderful  voice,  clear,  sweet,  and  flexible, 
if  somewhat  high-pitched,  and  capable  of  the  nicest  dis- 
criminations, the  most  passionate  intonations  imaginable. 

She  had  told  Doctor  Trevor  the  truth,  when  she  said 
her  composition  was  "a  nice  mosaic^  made  from  many 
books.'' 

Not  a  quaint  allusion,  not  a  pathetic  touch,  not  an 
eloquent  description  or  appeal  was  there,  that  had  not 
been  carved  out  whole  from  some  other  book,  and  inserted 
in  this  literary  patchwork;  nor  was  this  a  case  of  con- 
sarcination.  All  was  joined  neatly  and  artistically 
together,  and  made  to  harmonize ;  and  to  do  Mattie  jus- 
tice, there  really  were  some  original  ideas  scattered  here 
and  there,  partaking  of  her  own  peculiar  moods  and 
humors,  and  clothed  in  very  good  native  language. 

The  production  was  received  with  unanimous  applause, 
and  the  fair  reader  greatly  approved  and  admired,  much 
to  her  own  and  Mr.  Martingale's  satisfaction,  though, 
truth  to  tell,  the  success  of  Parthenia  Forbes  lay  much 
nearer  his  heart  of  hearts. 

In  this^  however,  he  was  signally  disappointed^  as 
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Mattie  had  predicted  to  herself  he  would  be,  when  he 
gave,  and  she  acknowledged  with  what  justice  and  good 
taste,  his  meed  of  preference  to  the  essay  of  his  younger 
pupil. 

Parthenia  was  to' succeed  Mattie  in  the  reading  chair, 
her  composition  being  considered  the  climax  of  the  occa- 
sion, at  least  as  &r  as  this  part  of  the  exhibition  was  con- 
cerned; and  in  truth,  for  purity  and  consistency  of 
thought  and  expression,  and  poetic  power,  it  surpassed 
very  far  anything  of  which  Mattie  Lynne  was  capable, 
and  was  the  result  of  a  higher  organization. 

"Who  is  that  young  lady?  She  looks  very  much 
agitated,  and  very  pale,"  asked  Mr.  Sinclair  of  his  friend, 
Miss  Jar  vis,  against  the  back  of  whose  chair  he  was 
attitudinizing  as  Parthenia  took  her  seat. 

"I  really  can't  inform  you,  Mr.  Sinclair;  I  don't  keep 
the  run  of  Madame  de  Winter's  school-girls  at  all.  That 
was  a  brilliant  creature,  though,  who  was  just  led  off. 
What  pathos,  what  wit,  what  originality!" 

"  Yes,  but  superficial,  I  thought ;  this  young  lady  has 
really  a  very  interesting  face.  What  a  fine  pose  of  the 
head,  and  what  a  correct  profile !     I  like  to  look  at  her." 

"  So  it  seems ;  but  why  doesn't  she  b^in,  I  wonder, 
and  what  makes  her  twitch  so  at  the  comer  of  her 
pocket-handkerchief?  I  can't  conceive ! " 

"  It  is  embarrassment,"  said  the  poor  poet,  who  recog- 
nized at  a  glance  the  workings  of  the  evil  genius  of  his 
life.  "  She  will  be  better  directly,  at  least  I  hope  so. 
I  pity  her  sincerely." 

*'  She  is  clearing  her  throat,"  said  Miss  Jarvis ;  "  I 
suppose  we  shall  have  it  now,  whatever  it  is,  good,  bad, 
or  indifferent ;  the  last,  I  wager." 
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Mr,  Sinclair  made  no  reply,  but  for  a  moment  forgot 
to  attitudinize,  and  bent  his  ear  to  listen  to  the  muffled 
voice  that  came  reluctantly  forth  from  that  young,  feir, 
swelling  throat  of  moulded  beauty. 

Putting  her  hair  resolutely  back  with  one  trembling 
hand,  the  same  which  contained  the  banner-like  pocket- 
handkerchief,  and  choking  back  her  tears,  Parthenia 
Forbes  began. 

"  She  is  a  dowd,"  interpolated  Miss  Jarvis.  **  Who- 
ever dressed  her  in  that  blue  gown  is  her  secret  enemy, 
if  not  open  foe.  It  fits  wretchedly,  and  is  a  real  dingy 
imitation  of  a  washerwoman's  blue  bag  (she  had  been 
reading  an  old  copy  of  Fanny  Kemble's  journal  a  day  or 
two  before,  and  had  been  struck  by  this  comparison), 
both  as  to  shape  and  color.'' 

**  You  will  confuse  her,"  said  the  compassionate  Mr. 
Sinclair,  bending  low  and  speaking  in  the  ear  of  Miss 
Jarvis;  "she  hears  your  voice  and  is  looking  this  way. 
See  how  unhappy  she  seems ! " 

"  For  heaven's  sake  don't  let  that  idiot  make  love  to 
you,  Caroline  Jarvis ! "  whispered  her  mother  on  the 
other  side,  observing  the  confidential  attitude  of  the 
handsome,  penniless  young  poet.  "  I  can  tell  you  what, 
Colonel  Carageen  is  observing  you  closely,  and  every- 
thing hangs  on  a  hair  now  between  you  two.  He  will 
never  stand  another  attack  of  jealousy  like  the  last,  and 
remember,  twenty  thousand  a  year  is  not  to  be  sneezed 
at  nor  picked  up  every  day." 

"  Be  good  enough  to  be  silent,"  said  Mr.  Martingale, 
coming  forward;  "  my  pupil  has  not  her  usual  voice  to- 
nis^ht,"  then  waving  his  hand  majestically,  he  added, 
"  Proceed  now,  if  you  please,  Miss  Parthenia." 
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A  few  muffled  sentences,  a  few  imperfect  pauses^  a 
few  more  gasping  hesitations,  and  Parthenia  Forbes  was 
launched  upon  the  waters  of  her  subject,  and  was  just 
banning  to  lose  sight  of  self  in  her  occupation,  and  sail 
comfortably  along,  when  an  unforeseen  contretemps  oc- 
curred, in  the  shape  of  a  most  dismal  shrieking,  yelping, 
and  otherwise  discordant  barking,  that  could  not  be, 
by  any  means,  arrested  or  prevented,  set  up  all  at  once 
by  the  little  dog  of  Madame  Baretti.  There  was  a  gen- 
eral laugh. 

Parthenia  Forbes  burst  into  tears,  rose,  handed  her 
composition  to  Mr.  Martingale,  and  rushing  down  off 
the  platform  with  both  hands  over  her  eyes,  speedily 
disappeared. 

"Poor  thing,  poor  thing!''  said  Miss  McClane,  "Fm 
so  sorry  for  her.  She  worked  so  hard  and  dreaded  this 
ordeal  so  much.     What  a  trial  she  has  experienced  ! '' 

"Pity,  pity,"  said  Doctor  Trevor  to  himself.  "Yet 
what  a  lovely  nature  I  it  seems  much  more  like  hers  than 
the  other,  brilliant  little  humming-bird  as  she  is ! " 

Mr.  Sinclair  bit  his  lip  and  said  nothing ;  he  was  in- 
tensely sympathetic,  partly  from  fellow-feeling,  which 
we  were  told  of  old,  "  makes  us  wondrous  kind,"  partly, 
perhaps — but  why  anticipate? 

Miss  Jarvis  laughed  maliciously.  "  I  knew  it  would 
be  a  feilure,"  she  said,  "  when  I  saw  how  dowdy  she 
was ;  now.  Miss  Lynne's  costume  was  perfect." 

-^t  this  crisis  Mr.  Martingale  stepped  forth,  with  the 
composition  Miss  Forbes  had  handed  him  ostentatiously 
displayed,  and  proffered  to  read  it  himself,  since  he  could 
not  bear  to  see  so  much  merit  extinguished. 

He  did  so,  in  a  cut-and-dried,  correct,  and  matter-of- 
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fact  way^  doing  justice  to  all  the  stops^  rolling  all  the 
r^s,  and  hissing  fiercely  at  every  final  s.  Still  it  was  a 
very  wooden  performance  compared  to  Mattie  Lynne's ; 
though  some  there  were  who  saw^  through  all  these  dis- 
advantageSy  the  beauty  of  the  style  and  subject^  and 
evidences  of  unmistakable  genius. 

Nothing  couldy  however,*  entirely  do  away  with  the 
prestige  of  that  absurd  interruption;  and  suppressed 
laughter,  at  the  memory  of  that  scene  and  Madame 
Baretti's  good-natured  despair  on  the  occasion,  would 
burst  out  every  now  and  then  from  the  younger  mem- 
bers of  the  audience  like  a  half-smothered  fire  to  inter- 
rupt Mr.  Martingale,  who,  feigning  not  to  perceive  it, 
though  deeply  annoyed,  read  on  steadily  to  the  end. 

As  soon  as  he  had  finished,  Miss  McClane  stole  out  in 
quest  of  Parthenia.  She  found  her  seated  at  her  desk  in 
the  great,  dim  school-room,  as  if  it  had  been  some 
friendly  refuge  for  despair  in  default  of  her  mother's 
bosom,  to  pour  out  her  grief  and  disappointment  upon, 
sobbing  bitterly  in  the  first  excess  of  her  distress  and 
mortification. 

"Parthenia,  this  is  unworthy  of  you,"  said  Miss 
McClane,  affecting  sternness  to  conceal  her  own  soft- 
hearted sympathy,  which,  she  felt,  would  only  unnerve 
the  poor  young  creature  the  more  if  too  clearly  mani- 
fested. "  You  shouldn't  have  minded  that  interruption, 
or  should  have  laughed  it  off  like  others;  but  the  evil  is 
all  over  now.  Mr.  Martingale  read  your  composition 
himself,  and  it  was  very  well  received  by  all,  and  highly 
eulogized  by  many  persons  of  taste.  Come,  dry  your 
tears  " — kissing  her^ — "  and  let  us  go  back  together." 

"Oh,  no,  no!  I  cannot  go  back,  indeed,  aftier  dis- 
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gracing  myself  so  foolishly.  I  was  frightened  in  the 
beginnings— all  those  eyes  you  know — and  just  as  I  was 
beginning  to  forget  them  that  odious  little  dog  b^an/' 
and  she  sobbed  afresh.  '^Such  a  fidlure!  What  will 
mother  think?'' 

'^She  will  be  proud  of  her  childy  when  she  reedves 
the  reports  of  her  teachers;  and  this  scene  will  only 
amuse  her^  jH^bably^  as  you  recount  it.  You  will  laugh 
about  it  yourself  in  a  few  days — nay,  perhaps^  to^ 
morrow.'' 

^'But  I  have  made  myself  so  very  ridiculous.  What 
did  Mattie  Lynne  say  ?" 

"  I  have  not  seen  her  since  the  occurrence." 

^*  Just  to  think  I  She  will  get  the  medal  now^  and  I 
woB  to  have  had  it,  I  know ;  Mr.  Martingale  told  me  he 
thought  so.  But  it  is  only  mother's  disappointment  I 
care  fw." 

The  mother  in  question  was  a  refined  and  delicate 
woman^  a  widow  with  two  diildren — a  son  and  daughter 
— whoae  study  it  was  to  please  her. 

^'  Reflect  on  this,  Parthenia,"  said  Miss  McClane,  lay- 
ing her  hand  on  the  plump,  white  shoulders  of  the  girl. 
''Your  mother  is  well  off,  rich  for  aught  I  know,  and 
your  lines  of  life  will  be  cast  in  pleasant  places;  but 
Mattie  Lynne  is  fitting  herself  for  a  teacher  as  her 
means  of  livelihood,  and  this  gold  medal,  which  she  will 
of  course  retain,  may  be  the  means  of  proving  her  capa- 
city and  obtaining  for  her  a  lucrative  situation.  You 
are  generous  enough,  I  know,  to  take  this  into  considera- 
tion. As  elocution  and  composition  were  to  be  com- 
bined, in  order  to  gain  this  prize,  you  will,  of  course,  be 
obliged  to  yield  it  to  your  only  competitor.  But  even 
17 
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had  you  read  aloud  your  own  composition,  your  delivery 
never  could  have  vied  with  hers.  You  have  not  her 
confidence.^' 

"  No— no,  indeed !  I  wish— oh,  how  I  wish  I  had !  I 
shall  never  attempt  anything  of  the  kind  again,  never. 
It  is  too  dreadful.^'    And  here  the  child  wept  afresh. 

**It  was* all  I  could  do,''  said  Miss  McClane,  "to  pre- 
vent Madame  Baretti  from  following  you  with  her  little 
dog  in  her  arms  to  crave  jour  pardon.  You  must  g^ 
Mattie,  to-morrow,  to  imitate  her  despair,  and  her  absurd 
reproaches  to  the  poor,  unconscious  little  offender.  You 
know  how  well  Mattie  can  do  these  things.  As  to  the 
poor  little  poodle,  I  do  not  wonder  he  yelped.  Some 
one  had  run  a  needle  in  the  fleshy  part  of  his  long, 
bushy  tail,  as  it  hung  over  madame's  lap.  The  little 
deaf  and  dumb  boy  is  suspected  who  came  with  his 
mother  (Mrs.  Keene  brought  him  merely  because  she 
thought  it  unsafe  to  leave  him  at  home),  and  Madame  de 
Winter  will  not  hurt  her  feelings  by  making  an  investi- 
gation to-night ;  but  the  dog  has  been  sent  home  in  dis- 
grace, and  Madame  Baretti  is  inconsolable." 

"  Do  tell  Madame  Baretti,  from  me,  never  to  think  of 
it  again.  I  am  so  sorry  she  is  troubled  on  my  account, 
and  certainly  the  poor  little  dig  was  not  the  least  to 
blame,  nor  the  deaf  and  dumb  boy  either,  who  has  not 
been  taught  better,  nor  any  one,  except — except — ^^  she 
hesitated.  "  You  are  right.  Miss  McClane,  I  behaved 
very  foolishly.  I  will  make  what  reparation  I  can,  and 
try  and  go  back  again  before  Madame  Baretti  leaves. 
Do  you  think  it  would  please  her  ?  " 

"  Very  much,  Parthenia." 

^^  Miss  McClane,  I  have  a  question  to  ask  you  before 
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you  go ;  be  good  enough  to  tell  me  who  saw  poor  little 
Freddy  Keene  run  the  needle  in  the  dog^s  tail  ?'' 

"  There  is  no  absolute  certainty  about  it ;  but  Mattie 
Lynne  told  Madame  de  Winter  that  she  thinks  be  did  it. 
She  was  standing  near  when  the  dog  commenced  his 
agonizing  shrieks.  Yon  are  as  solemn  about  the  matter 
as  a  county  court  judge,  Parthenia.'^ 

^^  It  is  a  very  solemn  thing  to  have  one's  confidence  in 
a  friend  suddenly  shaken,  Miss  McClane,  however 
trifling  the  cause.  It  comes  to  me  like  a  flash  that  this 
was  a  piece  of  Mattie  Lynne's  dishonorable  mischief. 
Don't  look  at  me  so  reproachfully;  the  pain  of  this 
thought  is  the  hardest  of  all  to  bear." 

^'  But  you  have  no  right  to  entertain  such  a  suspicion, 
Parthenia  Forbes,"  said  Miss  McClane,  indignantly. 
^'It  is  absolutely  wicked  to  malign  a  friend  even  in 
thought.  I  hope  you  will  recant  your  impression  before  yoa 
sleep  to-night,  and  above  all,  never  breathe  it  to  another." 

^^  I  will  try  and  put  it  away  from  me,  dear  Miss  Mc- 
Clane; but  if  I  eannoi^  Mattie  Lynne  must  know  why 
I  give  her  up." 

"  Give  her  up  ?  What  nonsense  I  This  is  sheer  folly, 
presumption  even.  What  foundation  have  you  for  such 
conduct,  such  belief?" 

Parthenia  Forbes  solemnly  tapped  her  breast  with  her 
left  hand  for  all  reply,  and  looked  full  in  Miss  McClane's 
fiice.  There  was  something  rather  striking  in  the  action, 
the  expression  of  the  young,  true  &ce,  so  sweet  on  in- 
spection, so  little  captivating  to  the  common  beholder  at 
first  sight. 

"  Parthenia,  your  romantic  notions  will  be  the  death 
of  you,"  said  Miss  McClane^  turning  away  impatiently, 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


276     HE8TEB     HOWARD^S    TEMPTATION* 

and  somewhat  disgusted.  "  Do  you  mean  to  all^,"  she 
said^  pausing  before  she  went  many  steps  from  the  desk, 
beneath  a  dingy  lamp,  and  speaking  in  a  sharp,  sarcastic 
tone,  '^  that  Mattie  Lynne  plunged  that  needle  in  with 
her  own  hands  ?    Is  this  what  yon  think  ?  " 

"  I  consider  her  the  instigator  of  a  ready  and  defence- 
less tool,''  was  the  calm  and  firm  reply  of  the  young  girl. 
^*Make  what  you  will  of  it,  Miss  McClane." 

^^Not  mischief,  certainly,  then,  my  dear  mistaken 
child,"  said  Miss  McClane,  kindly.  "  I  shall  never  be  a 
fomenter  of  discord.  You  are  excited  now.  Let  me  beg 
you  to  say  nothing  more  on  this  subject  to-night  to  any 
one.  Bathe  your  face,  brush  your  hair,  change  your 
dress,  if  you  wish  to  escape  identification.  You  are 
better  in  white  muslin  than  this  blue  dress,  which  lights 
80  ill ;  though  pretty  enough  in  the  day  time,  and  come  in 
quietly  again  to  the  saloon.  Treat  Mattie  Lynne  as  you 
always  do,  and  smile  at  Madame  Baretti.  I  think  by 
this  means  all  these  pernicious  vapors  will  be  dissipated." 

"  I  will  follow  your  advice  to  the  letter,"  said  the 
young  girl,  rising  from  her  desk,  ''and  strive  against 
conviction.  For  this  much  believe :  I  would  go  through 
that  dreadful  trial  thrice  over  and  lose  a  hundred  medals, 
even  to  the  disappointment  of  my  precious  mother,  rather 
than  keep  these  thoughts  against  Mattie  Lynne,  if  I  can 
cast  them  outJ^ 

''You  are  honest,  at  all  events,"  thought  Miss  Mc- 
Clane, as  she  turned  her  &ce  from  the  school-room  again, 
"  and  your  instincts  are  undefiled.  My  God  I  if  this 
should  be  true  I  How  dreadful !  Levity  is  surely  the 
deviPs  delight ;  the  opening  wedge  to  all  abominations. 
There  are  highway  robbers  who  would  not  do  so  mean  a 
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thing.  Bat  I  must  not  entertain  for  a  moment  so  foul  a 
suspicion;  that  is  the  worst  of  aspersion.  It  stains 
whether  we  will  or  not  Boys  cast  mud  in  the  street  on 
the  passers  hjy  and  the  whitest  garments  are  soiled^  be 
they  ever  so  carefully  protected.  No!  Mattie  Lynne 
is  incapable  of  such  a  petty  malignity .'' 

As  she  entered  the  saloon  she  saw  Mattie  Lynne  in 
animated  conversation  with  Doctor  Trevor^  and  the  ex- 
pression of  his  face  was  one  of  delighted  attention.  She 
paused  a  moment  and  surveyed  them  attentively. 

''Am  I  mistaken  in  my  estimate  of  this  man  afiar 
all  ?'^  she  murmured.  ''  But  I  forget^  circumstances  are 
changed ;  he  is  at  liberty  now.  Yet  I  should  be  Borry, 
sorry  indeed,  for  his  own  sake,  that  he  should  wed  at 
last  so  '  slight  a  thing '  as  this,  after  proving  the  love  of 
the  noblest^  sweetest,  most  unselfish  nature  the  sun  eveat 
shone  upon,  and  putting  it  calmly  by,  even  to  its  own 
despair.'^ 

About  eleven  o'clock  Parthenia  Forbes  entered  the 
saloon  alone,  very  pale,  but  resolute.  She  made  her  way 
straight  to  Madame  Baretti. 

^  I  hope  your  little  dog  is  not  injured,  madame,^^  she 
said.     "  I  was  so  sorry — " 

Mr.  Guiseppe  rose,  lame  as  be  was,  and  interrupted 
ber  by  the  offer  of  his  seat^  whidi  she  gracefully  de- 
clined. 

"  Oh,  zu  are  very  good,  indeed,''  said  the  warm-hearted 
foreigner.  "  Nosing  could  have  been  more  inopportune ; 
but  de  poor  little  Zylphide  was  not  entirely  to  blame. 
A  very  great  indignity,  indeed,  vas  offered  to  her  tail — 
which  she  alvays  resent,  even  ven  de  torture  is  not  in- 
flict— vich,  in  dis  case,  it  very  truly  vas." 
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*'And  the  poor  little  dumb  boy  did  it?  Of  course  he 
knew  no  better/' 

"  I  don't  know/'  with  a  shrug  of  the  shoulder ;  *'  he 
say  *  yes,'  he  say  *  no ;'  his  own  moder  could  make  ver 
little  of  vat  he  say ;  but  my  son  and  Miss  Lynne,  dey 
both  are  of  de  opinion  he  did  insert  de  needle  vich  Doc- 
tor Bellair  vas  good  enough  to  take  out  vonoe  more.  Do 
you  know  de  young  Doctor  Bellair,  dear  yong  lady? 
Oh,  he  is  von  charming  man,  and  dere  he  stands.  Come 
here  to  me,  Bellair,"  shrieking  and  beckoning  at  the 
same  time,  so  as  to  silence  all  those  immediately  around. 
"  I  vish  to  introduce  you  to  de  heroine  of  de  night.  Miss 
Forbes,  vat  my  poor  Zylphide  chased  avay  by  her  cries," 

Thus  summoned,  Doctor  Bellair  came  promptly.  He 
was  a  very  ugly,  jimber-jawed  young  man,  with  red, 
bushy  hair  and  side  whiskers ;  but  gentlemanly,  intelli- 
gent, and  fiicetious;  on  the  whole,  quite  agreeable. 

He  took  Parthenia  in  to  supper,  introduced  Mr.  Sin- 
clair to  her  at  his  own  request,  and  astonished  Miss  Jar- 
vis,  whose  power  of  observation  or  identification  never 
went  beyond  costume,  by  pointing  out  "that  pretty  little 
thing  in  white,  with  the  statuesque  shoulders,"  as  the 
identical  reader  who  broke  down  at  the  barking  of  the 
dc^,  and  fled  from  the  platform  like  Banquo's  ghost. 

After  supper  Matde  Lynne  came  affectionately  up  to 
Parthenia,  still  clinging  to  the  arm  of  Doctor  Trevor. 

"  Dear  child,"  she  said,  "  I  hardly  knew  you  in  your 
change  of  dress.  I  thought  you  were  still  in  the  blues ; 
but  I  declare  I  think  you  do  look  better  in  white  after 
all.  My  judgment  was  at  feult,  I  confess.  So  you  two 
poets  have  found  each  other  out.  Mr.  Sinclair,  have  you 
read  ^Counterparts?'    It  is  just  out.    It  is  delightful; 
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just  such  a  book  as  you  would  be  apt  to  take  up  on  a 
&sbionable  table  in  the  next  sphere;  all  film^  dreamland 
syllabub.  I  am  reminded  of  it  by  seeing  you  two  to- 
gether. Salph  and  Ceoilia,  no  doubt^  to  perfection! 
Doctor  Trevor^  you  and  I  will  have  to  play  Bose  and 
Sarona,  I  fear.'' 

^'  I  have  not  read  the  book^  Miss  Lynne/'  said  Mr. 
Sinclair,  stiffly ;  she  was  his  "  pet  aversion  "  (that  phrase 
again),  and  trod  on  the  corns  of  his  amour  propre  all  the 
time. 

^^At  such  recommendation  we  must  all  read  it,"  said 
Doctor  Trevor,  blandly;  "don't  you  think  so,  Miss 
Forbes?  or  do  you  eschew  novels?" 

"  It  has  not  been  recommended  to  me  by  such  refer- 
ences," was  Parthenia's  slow  reply. 

**  Nor  to  me,"  said  Mr.  Sinclair,  "  by  Miss  Lynne's 
diaracterization  of  its  contents — ^  foam '  and  ^  syllabub.' " 

"*  Film!'  I  said.  *  Film  I'  rejoined  Mattie.  "The 
words  are  several :  '  syllabub '  ia  ^  foam,'  and  I  hate  tau- 
tology. But  you  shall  read  the  book,  and  see  the  truth 
of  my  criticism  for  yourself;  and  so  shall  Parthenia,  for 
I  own  it,  sister  sent  it  to  me  last  week,  and  her  own 
novel  ^  Falconbridge,'  as  well.  The  murder  is  out  now 
and  may  as  well  be  avowed." 

"I  have  read  that,"  said  Mr.  Sinclair;  "it  is  splendid. 
Is  it  possible  such  blood  of  authorship  runs  in  your 
veins?" 

"And  I  must  read  it,"  whispered  Doctor  Trevor; 
"  since  y<mr  sister  wrote  it.     Where  can  I  get  a  copy  ?" 

"  I  will  send  you  mine,"  replied  Mattie,  bending  upon 
him  a  pair  of  beaming  eyes.  "  I  had  intended  to  lend  it 
first  to  Miss  McClane,  but — ^"  and  she  wheeled  away 
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from  the  group  so  as  to  finish  her  sentence,  unheard  hy 
all  save  one — "  but  you  are  beyond  and  above  all." 

"  I  do  believe  this  girl  knows,"  mused  the  doctor,  *'of 
that  old  acquaintanceship,  if  such  it  might  be  called. 
This  promised  story  of  the  vision  may  all  be  a  trap  to 
draw  me  out  on  the  subject.  I  am  determined  not  to 
speak  first,  however.  I  do  not  care  to  be  identified,  nor 
to  see  Mrs.  Howard  again,  as  the  wife  of  that  man.  Or 
perhaps  the  poor  child  is  throwing  herself  at  my  head, 
like  the  wretched  moth  that  flings  its  life  away  in  the 
blaze  that  attracts  it.  Grod  forbid !  God  fi>rbid !  I  have 
seen  enough  of  that  sort  of  thing.  Ida  McClane,  you 
made  me  an  anchorite,  and  yet  how  was  I  any  more  to 
blame  then  than  now?" 

He  was  roused  from  reverie  by  the  vibrant  tones  of 
her  fresh  young  voice. 

"  You  are  absent.  Doctor  Trevor,"  said  Mattie.  **  I 
have  made  three  several  and  sapient  remarks  to  you, 
unanswered  so  far,  within  the  last  two  minutes.  These 
precious  books  of  the  sibyl  are  now  lost  to  you  forever, 
yon  foolish  modem  Pompilions ;  and  you  will  have  to  pay 
very  dear  for  the  rest,  I  can  promise  you." 

"What  price  shall  I  offer  you,  figdr  sibyl?"  he  said, 
with  enforced  gayety. 

"Your  implicit  attention  whenever  I  speak  to  you 
again,"  she  answered. 

"  Command  my  ear  always.  Miss  Ljome." 

"Ah,  doctor,  that  appendage  alone  would  ill  satisfy 
my  requisitions;  I  go  deeper  in  my  demands."  She 
laughed  merrily;  the  whole  scene  to  him  was  painful 
and  discordant.  He  said  gravely,  too  gravely  for  the 
occasion,  perhaps: 
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"  Dear  young  lady,  my  ?Lge  and  calling  both  befit  me 
to  be  a  most  discreet  &ther  con&ssor.  If  you  have  any 
love  secrets  or  hidden  maladies,  yon  may  confide  them, 
with  eqoal  safety,  to  my  keeping.  But  my  habits  of 
solitude  render  me  often  absent-minded  and  unfit  for  the 
society  of  the  young  and  joyous.  One  of  these  moods  is 
stealing  over  me  to-night,  irresistibly,  and  I  must  depart. 
Besides  I  have  business  at  home  to  attend  to  bef(»*e  I 
sleep  that  concerns  others,  and  it  is  after  midnight  now, 
so  let  me  tell  you  good-night  and  steal  quietly  away. 
Let  me  add :  Miss  McClane  has  promised  me  to  oome 
with  you  and  your  friend  to  breakfiwt,  on  Thursday ;  we 
shall  all  be  rested  by  that  time,  and  you  will  then  re- 
count to  me  your  vision,  in  which  I  take  a  true  profes- 
sional interest,  if,  indeed,  a  quack  like  me  may  be  said 
to  have  any  profession  at  all.'' 

He  dropp^  her  hand  and  was  gone  in  another  moment, 
and  before  she  could  well  reply. 

**A  very  summary  proceeding,"  thought  Mattie.  ''Can 
he  suspect  ?  Well,  what  if  he  does  ?  He  is  queer  and 
peculiar,  that  is  all.  Old  bachelors  are  always  so,  and 
old  maids,  too ;  bear  witness,  Miss  McClane,  and  here 
she  comes  on  the  strength  of  the  old  adage." 

"  Mattie,  Madame  de  Winter  is  looking  for  you." 

*'  What  does  she  want,  Miss  McClane?" 

''Doctor  Spartacus  and  Mrs.  Jarvis  both  ask  to  be 
presented  to  the  Corinne  of  the  evening." 

"  Let  them  come  to  me  then.  Miss  McClane.  I  will 
not  seek  them." 

"Shall  I  tell  Madame  de  Winter  that? "asked  her 
friend,  anxiously. 

"  No,  no.    Just  say  that  you  could  not  find  me." 
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"  But  I  cannot  say  tliat  with  any  truth,  Mattie." 

"  Good-night,  then.  I  am  sick,  weary,  I  am  going 
to  bed.  Going,  going,  gcme!  as  the  auctioneers  say,'' 
and  she  disappeared. 

'^  The  truth  is,^'  she  murmured,  as  she  sprang  up-stairs 
to  her  bedroom,  "all  things  *are  stale,  jBat,  and  un- 
profitable^ afler  his  departure.  Old  Spartacus  would 
leave  me  as  flaccid  as  a  dead  holly-hock  leaf.  He  is  as 
bad  as  Crawford  in  the  suction  line,  and  as  to  Mrs. 
Jarvis  I  Well,  the  only  thing  is  this :  I  prefer  dying  a 
natural  death,  when  I  do  die,  to  a  violent  one,  and  put- 
ting it  off  as  long  as  possible.  Mrs.  Jarvis  is  a  bom 
assassin. 

"Ah!  Mattie  Lynne,'^  a  little  liU«r,  addressing  her 
own  reflection  in  the  glass.  "  You  are  not  very  beauti- 
ful, nor  accomplished,  nor  prepossessing ;  but  you  have 
this  advantage  over  most  people — ^you  know  your  points. 
I  am  very  much  pleased  with  your  success,  my  dear,  this 
evening,  and  with  your  conduct  in  all  r^ards  save  one. 
That  foolish  escapade  of  the  dog's  tail  was  unworthy  of 
a  girl  of  your  dignity  and  genius.  Puck  must  have 
been  perched  on  my  shouldei^  at  that  moment.  But  I 
never  should  have  carried  out  my  idea  if  that  child  had 
not  been  so  pretematurally  quick.  When  I  dropped  the 
needle  which  the  mantua-maker  bad  left  sticking  in  the 
bosom  of  my  dress,  he  picked  it  up  and  held  it  between 
his  fingers ;  I  pointed  to  the  dog's  tail ;  this  was  all  abso- 
lutely, and  laughed  at  him  out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye. 
He  took  like  wildfire  (there  is  freemasonry  between  us, 
I  am  convinced),  and  I  regretted  the  whole  thing  the 
next  moment.  But  before  I  could  arrest  his  hand,  lo  I 
the  most  terrific  shrieks  from  the  aggrieved  animal, 
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which  the  child,  not  hearing,  did  not  regard  at  all,  but 
remained  by  Madame  Baretti's  side  with  the  most  stolid 
countenance,  while  I,  convulsed  with  many  oonflicting 
emotions,  was  obliged  to  accuse  him  to  save  myselfl  It 
was  a  clear  case  of  self-defence  as  ever  was  made  out  by 
a  lawyer. 

"  I  believe,  verily,  that  Parthenia  Forbes  suspects  my 
complidty,  from  the  expression  of  her  eye  and  her 
general  manner.  If  I  find  this  to  be  true,  I  shall  make 
a  clear  breast  of  it,  and  throw  myself  on  her  clemency, 
which  is  marvellous,  like  that  of  most  romantic  people. 

"  She  will  love  me  better  than  ever  for  my  candor, 
after  she  recovers  from  the  shock,  and  I  will  make  her 
swear  never  to  tell  Miss  McClaue,  for  it  would  ruin  me 
with  her  forever.  As  to  lying  out  of  the  matter,  that 
is  what  I  would  not  stoop  to  do  were  the  stake  a  scaf- 
fold !  I  am  above  that,  I  hope.  I  am  too  proud,  too 
courageous,  too  indifferent  to  consequences^  to  tell  de- 
liberate fidsehoods. 

^^  I  believe  there  is  but  one  thing  on  earth  would  com- 
pel me  to  such  a  course,  and  that  would  be  the  fear  of 
losing  sister  Hester's  affections,  and  not  gaining  those  of 
Trevor. 

^'  Oh,  man,  man ;  you  must  love  me,  or  I  will  eat  my 
own  heart ! ''  She  said  this  in  the  most  tragical  manner, 
setting  her  small,  glittering  teeth  together  at  the  terminal 
tion  of  her  thi-eat  (one  she  had  met  with  recently  in  the 
pages  of  a  French  novel,  and  which  greatly  struck  her 
fancy),  and  clasping  her  hands  tightly  over  her  heart, 
then  watching  the  effect  of  the  whole  pose  in  the  glass, 
and  finally  bursting  into  a  hearty  laugh  at  her  own 
absurdity  and  expense. 
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"Her  evil  conscience  troubled  her*'  somewhat^  how- 
ever^  in  her  dreams. 

She  saw  Parthenia  Forbes,  with  her  pale,  locked  &o^ 
significant  of  displeasure.  She  met  the  angry  glance  of 
Miss  McClane.  Through  a  dim  vista  she  beheld  the 
dearly-defined  forms  of  her  sister  Hester  and  Doctor  Tre- 
vor gliding  off  hand  and  hand  into  the  distance,  and 
sending  back  sorrowful  and  reproachful  glances  upon  h«r. 
Their  pace  was  unearthly,  like  that  of  spirits,  as  we  im- 
agine it,  aijid  their  faces  pale,  and  touched  with  more  than 
mortal  beauty,  as  it  seemed  to  her.  Then  a  great  bird 
of  paradise  feather  took  possession  of  the  whole  scene, 
and  the  voice  of  Madame  de  Winter  aroused  her  irom 
her  slumber,  speaking  loud  and  clear  in  the  corridor  to 
the  housemaids. 

She  sprang  from  her  bed  of  feverish  slumber  unre- 
freshed.  This  was  on  Wednesday,  and  the  next  morning 
was  that  fixed  upon  for  the  breakfast  of  Doctor  Trevor. 

That  was  a  very  miserable  day  to  Mattie  Lynne,  on 
which  she  had  to  manoeuvre  from  morning  till  night; 
first,  to  disarm  Parthenia's  indignation,  and  next,  to  save 
her  character  in  the  estimation  of  Miss  McClane. 

^^  It  was  a  little  matter,  it  is  true ;  but  women  like  her 
think  so  much  of  little  things,  and  stumble  over  straws 
continually,'^  urged  Mattie  to  Parthenia,  as  they  sat  once 
more  hand  in  hand,  after  forgiveness  had  been  asked  and 
granted,  and  dust  completely  thrown  in  the  eyes  of  the 
offended  party  by  the  partial  candor  of  the  offender. 

'^  But,  Mattie,  I  have  already  mentioned  my  suspicions. 
Now  can  I  falsify  my  words?" 

"  Say  that  you  have  thought  better  of  them,  Parthenia." 

"  But,  Mattie,"  hesitatingly,  "  I  have  not  done  this. 
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My  tboagbts  are  the  same  as  before^  only  your  frank 
CQiifesaicm  and  true  regret  have  smoothed  everything 
away.  I  hope  Miss  McClane  may  not  mention  the 
Bubject.'^ 

'^And  if  she  does?'* 

^^TheUy  Mattie,  I  must  speak  the  truth/' 

"  Of  coarse  you  must ;  but  not  the  whole  truth ;  don't 
you  see  the  distinction  ?  I  am  as  much  above  a  &Ise- 
hood  as  yourself,  yet  I  discriminate.  I  only  tell  what  I 
choose  to  tdL    That  is  true  independence,  believe  me.'' 

"  I  will  do  what  I  can  with  honor/^  said  Parthenia, 
"to  screen  you,  Mattie.  I  do  not  wonder  you  are 
ashamed  of  the  transaction.  I  should  have  been  in  your 
place." 

This  was  said  with  perfect  simplicity. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Mattie,  bitterly,  setting  her  small 
white  teeth  as  if  to  bite  off  the  end  of  the  unwilling  word ; 
"  you  are  truly  magnanimous,  Parthenia,"  sarcastically. 

"  I  am  sure  I  wish  to  be ;  but  there  are  some  small 
scruples  I  never  can  get  over.  I  could  always  sympa- 
thize with  Jeannie  Deans,  when  called  upon  for  her  tes- 
timony. It  is  so  hard  to  tell  a  story  when  one  is  used 
to  truth  speaking,  and  mother  has  always  laid  such  stress 
on  perfect  veracity.  And  oh,  dear  Mattie,  I  am  so  glad 
you  told  me  the  truth,  for  it  was  a  bitter  trial  to  you,  I 
know,  to  do  so  under  the  circumstances,  and  if  you  had 
not,  we  should  have  been  separated  forever,  for  I  never 
could  have  believed  otherwise  than  I  did  about  that 
matter." 

"A  very  important  matter  after  all  to  lay  such  stress 
upon ! "  sneered  Mattie.  "  Child,  you  make  mountains 
of  mole-hills ;  winking  at  a  deaf  and  dumb  imp  of  evil^ 
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and  looking  at  a  clog's  tail,  and  dropping  a  rosty  needle 
on  the  floor  by  sheer  accident,  are  all  heinous  offences 
to  be  sure.  What  a  hair-splitter  you  are  becoming !  I 
will  pass  over  the  gold  medal  to  your  keeping,  if  you  say 
much  more,  and  lay  bare  the  whole  transaction.  I  hope 
that  will  satisfy  you  of  my  sincerity/' 

"  No,  Mattie,  I  would  not  receive  your  medal ;  it  is 
yours  by  right  of  superior  elocution,  if  not  composition ; 
so  Miss  McClane  says,  your  friend  and  mine;  but  let  os 
drop  this  subject  forever,  dear,  dear  fiiend — ^mischievous 
and  impulsive,  I  know^  sometimes,  but  truthful  and 
penitent  ever,  when  reparation  is  to  be  made.'' 

"  You  are  a  bom  detective,  Parthenia,"  said  Mattie, 
smiling,  ^^and  I  thought  all  this  time  you  were  a 
brilliant  specimen  of  the  class,  Dupe.  What  put  it  into 
your  head  that  I  had  any  complicity  in  that  absurd 
afi^r?    Answer  me,  child !  I  ask  metaphysically." 

Again  Parthenia  tapped  her  breast  mysteriously,  and 
looked  with  stern,  grave  eyes  right  into  Mattie's  &oe. 
This  was  too  much  for  human  gravity,  in  Mattie's  opin- 
ion, and  she  rang  a  peal  of  her  clear,  silvery  laughter, 
in  which  Parthenia  did  not  join. 

^'  Mattie,  Mattie ! "  she  said,  '^  I  am  sorry  you  are  so 
light-minded.  I  would  not  have  pained  you  for  the 
world  as  you  have  done  me ;  and  now  you  are  adding 
mockery  to  injury.  Don't  laugh  in  that  sudden,  wild 
way.  It  jars  upon  me  as  I  cannot  describe.  Don't,  Mat- 
tie,  if  you  love  me ! "  and  she  waved  her  gentle  hand, 
and  turned  away  mournfully. 

In  another  moment  Mattie's  arms  were  round  her 
neck,  and  the  two  girk  were  weeping  together,  or,  per- 
haps on  one  port^  making  believe  to  weep ;  and  after  the 
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rain  came  the  sunshine^  and  in  monl  as  in  physical 
nature^  all  was  peaoe  thereafter. 

Miss  McClane  was  discreet  enough  to  ask  no  ques- 
tions^ though  it  is  to  be  feared  her  estimate  of  Mattie 
Lynne  underwent  some  change  from  the  moment  when 
Parthenia  Forbes  so  solemnly  tapped  her  breast^  as  an 
indication  of  her  instinctive  conviction. 

Miss  McClane  was  not  one,  however,  to  foment  dis- 
cord, or  to  inquire  deeply  into  the  a&irs  of  otha*s,  being 
a  woman  deficient  in  some  of  the  superior  elements  de- 
manded by  society.  So  she  contented  herself  with  the 
reconciliation  of  the  friends,  and  tried  to  make  the  best 
of  the  matter. 

Thursday  morning  found  the  three  ladies,  congenial 
yet  so  difierent — ^the  &vored  three  who  alone,  from  tiie 
establishment  of  Madame  de  Winter,  were  invited  to  the 
d^euner  a  la  founJidU  at  the  hall  of  Somnus — setting 
forth,  damtily  attired,  on  their  way  to  the  mansion  of 
Doctor  Trevor. 

What  transpired  on  this  occasion  we  reserve  for  a 
separate  chapter. 


CHAPTER   IV. 

THE    AUTOCRAT    OF    THE   BBEAKFAST-TABLB. 

AT  twelve  o'clock  exactly.  Doctor  Trevor  entered  his 
-    drawing-room,  where  his  guests  already  awaited 
him,  for  his  engagements  had  been  imperative  up  to 
that  moment,  on  the  morning  set  for  the  break&st. 
He  had  committed  the  preparation  of  his  banquet  to 
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oompeteut  and  even  artistic  hands^  and  Mademoiselle 
Therese  Cocquelicoty  his  andent  housekeeper,  superin- 
tended the  spreading  of  the  board  'with  the  superb 
damask  linen^  thick  as  brocaded  satin^  the  handsome  sil- 
ver service  and  the  rich  purple  and  gold  china,  which 
Doctor  Trevor  had  in  reserve,  and  probably  held  as 
heirlooms. 

So  thought  Mattie,  at  least,  as  she  noted  the  cipher 
and  crest  on  every  massive  fork  and  spoon,  or  dish,  or 
pitcher,  and  the  exquisite  devices  on  the  plates  and 
bowls,  adorned  with  those  flowers  alone  which  are,  by 
nature,  bom  in  the  purple. 

Hyacinths,  harebells,  violets,  passion  flowers,  and 
china  asters,  with  here  and  there  a  bunch  of  grapes, 
natural  enough  to  tempt  a  bird  to  peck  thareat,  were  ex- 
quisitely painted  on  the  white  ground  of  the  fine  Dresden 
china  with  which  the  board  was  spread.  The  table  was 
octagon,  centrally  adorned  with  an  epergne  sustaining  a 
superb  basket  of  flowers  surrounded  with  fruits  of  all 
descriptions,  and  arrayed  with  a  service  of  graved  Bohe- 
mian glass. 

Wines  of  many  descriptions  sparkled  on  the  sideboard, 
for  which  glasses  were  in  preparation  of  every  size  and 
shape,  and  the  collation  was  to  be  served  in  the  Kussian 
style,  not  then  so  customary  at  entertainments  as  it  has 
since  become. 

The  host  had  imported  his  cooks  for  the  occasion  from 
a  neighboring  city,  as  well  as  many  of  the  delicacies  in 
store  for  his  guests ;  who,  eight  in  number,  occupied  the 
whole  octagon,  each  having  a  department  of  the  wide  and 
massive  table,  separately. 

These  *^  convives  ^'  consisted  of  four  ladies  and  as  many 
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gentlemen.  To  the  three  fiiends  fix>m  Madame  de  Win- 
ter's was  added  one  guest  of  the  doctor's  own  establish- 
ment^ in  the  shape  of  an  elderly  lady  afflicted  with  palsy, 
who  trembled  all  the^  time,  and  to  whom  Mattie  mia- 
chievonsly  applied  some  lines  iiom  Tennyson's  ^^Marianna 
in  the  Moated  Grange  " : 

**  Hard  by  a  poplar  sbook  alwaj 
AU  dlyery  graj— with  gnarM  bark." 

The  party  was  Mattie's,  and  she  shoald,  she  thought^ 
have  been  oonsulted  in  the  choosing^  or  fitness^  of  ib% 
gnestS;  according  to  etiqaette,  and  certainly  in  this  case 
there  would  have  been  a  very  different  collection. 

Mr.  Sinclair's  name  would  most  assuredly  have  beeo 
struck  off  the  list,  because  he  both  penetrated  and  hated 
her.  Doctor  Bellair's^  because  he  absorbed  too  much  of 
the  conversation  (Mattie  liked  foils),  and  Professor  Jao 
Jeune  (the  most  inoffensive  of  men,  and  sometimes  rather 
agreeable),  because  the  association  of  ideas  was  not  pleas- 
ant with  him  as  to  bugs  and  worms.  Mattie  had  her 
fastidious  vein  as  well  as  others.  As  to  the  old  lady 
smitten  with  palsy,  she  should  never  have  sat  quivering 
like  an  aspen  tree  opposite  Mattie  Lynne,  if  wish  of  hers 
could  have  vacated  her  chair  and  annihilated  its  occupant^ 
even  if  a  Banquo's  ghost  had  risen  to  supply  the  plaoe  of 
that  blanc  mange  image. 

In  place  of  these  incumbrances,  Mr.  Martingale  should 
have  been  invited  to  keep  Miss  McClane  engaged  (there 
was  a  tacit  liking  between  these  two  which  Mattie  had 
observed,  and  which  would  have  been  useful  on  this  occa- 
sion), and  two  dancing-school  beaux  for  Parthenia  Forbes 
should  have  been  summoned  to  form  a  guard  on  either 
side,  and  then  one  vacant  diair  between  the  host  and 
18 
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all  other  guests^  except  herself,  seated  beside  him,  aad 
the  matter  would  have  been  to  her  mind  complete. 

As  it  was,  thingd  went  wrong  at  the  b^inning.  G>n- 
trary  to  all  precedent  of  ceremony,  the  doctor  handed 
in  his  old  paralytic  patient,  Mrs.  Murray,  and  seated  her 
at  his  right  hand,  in  the  place  of  honor.  To  Mattie^ 
who  came  in  with  Doctor  Bellair,  he  accorded  the  seat 
at  his  left,  Professor  Jau  Jeune  and  Miss  McClane  com- 
ing pext.  Mr.  Sinclair  and  Parthenia  Forbes,  who  fell 
together  very  naturally,  defiled  to  the  right,  and  con- 
versed chiefly  in  an  undertone  during  the  repast,  their 
handsome  &ce8  being  the  principal  ornaments  of  the 
otbarwise  not  very  goodly  company. 

Doctor  Trevor  was  an  easy  host,  and  consequently  his 
guests  were  expected  to  be  at  ease.  He  left  the  chief, 
offices  of  his  table  to  his  man  Caspar  and  his  page  little 
John ;  the  first  a  burly  Grerman,  thoughtful  and  efficient, 
however ;  the  last  an  English  boy  he  had  picked  up  on  a 
late  voyage  across  the  Atlantic,  and  trained  to  usefulness 
— a  perfect  Ariel  of  celerity. 

^^I  see  but  two  dishes  wanting  on  this  sumptuous 
table,''  said  Mattie,  musingly,  when  the  last  course  of 
meats  had  been  placed  upon  the  board,  ^'  but  two,"  and 
ehe  shook  her  head. 

The  attention  of  the  guests  was  at  once  riveted  on  the 
whimsical  girl,  who  dared  to  find  &ult  with  such  a 
recherche  repast,  and  to  cavil  at  the  feast  of  her  Lucullus. 

^^  Lambs  stuffed  with  pistachio  nuts,  and  fish  baked 
between  hot  stones,  with  bread  fruits  I  I  have  been  long- 
ing to  taste  those  dishes  ever  since  I  was  six  years  old, 
and  read  Captain  Cook's  voyages  and  the  'Arabian 
Nights,'  believingly,  and  I  certainly  expected  to  find 
them  here  to-day ;  but  I  am  doomed  to  disappointment." 
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Doctor  Trevor  affected  to  make  a  note  of  the  omission 
for  future  reference^  smiling  at  the  adroitness  of  the  girl's 
flattery  as  he  did  so^  through  the  means  of  these  £9ir- 
fetched  objections. 

The  old  paralytic  lady,  who  was  a  literal  person, 
amused  every  one  by  saying,  '^  My  dear,  one  should  not 
be  so  exacting  at  your  age.  I  am  very  sure  the  doctor 
has  done  his  best  to  entertain  you.  Now,  if  you  had 
said  fresh  mackerel  and  Sally  Lunn  bread,  it  would  have 
appeared  more  reasonable  like  to  me;  but  where  was 
Doctor  Trevor  to  procure  these  articles  you  mentioned  ?  " 

"  Where,  indeed  ?"  echoed  Mattie,  tragically,  laughing 
merrily  in  the  next  moment. 

The  ball  Mattie  had  thrown  out  carelessly  rebounded 
briskly  from  hand  to  hand,  and  did  much  to  break  up 
restraint  so  &r  somewhat  visible,  despite  the  ease  of  the 
host  among  the  gueste. 

'^  You  have  omitted  snail  soup,  doctor,  and  barbecued 
frogs,  two  of  my  essentials,  usually,"  said  Professor  Jau 
Jeune,  seriously ;  '^  but  I  think  I  can  manage  to  make 
out  with  these  ortolans  served  with  rice  croquets  in  true 
Carolina  style.  Reed-birds  ignoble  people  call  these 
little  delectable  fowls  that  they  are,  which  burst  open, 
when  they  fell  shot  on  the  ground,  with  their  own  fat- 
ness. Stay,  Caspar,  be  not  in  a  hurry;  give  me  four; 
each  one  is  but  a  mouthful.'^ 

"A  mouthful ! ''  said  Mattie,  slyly  glancing  at  the  huge 
receptacle  which  divided  the  professor^s  face  so  com- 
pletely, that  it  was  mysterious  how  the  chin  managed  to 
hang  on  to  the  rest  of  the  countenance. 

"  *  Cela  depend  I '  a  mouthful  is  an  equivocal  expies- 
sion.     You  are  thinking  of  quails,  perhaps." 
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"Quails  without  maDua/'  growled  Doctor  Bellair; 
"  this  is  incomprehensible.  What  have  you  been  think- 
ing abouty  my  dear  medical  Lucullus  ?  Since  the  time  of 
the  JewS;  the  two  have  been  inseparable.  I  miss^  too, 
my  &vorite  locusts  and  wild  honey,  without  which  no 
meal  can  be  said  to  be  complete  to  one  who  has  ever  been 
r^Ied  on  the  favorite  food  of  John  the  Baptist^' 

"  Grood  sakes  I ''  said  Mrs.  Murray,  throwing  up  her 
trembling  hands.  "I  thought  he  lived  on  them  for 
want  of  something  better  to  eat  away  out  in  the  desert. 
Just  to  tliink  of  Christian  people  eating  such  as  that  I  in 
these  enlightened  times,  too ! " 

"  Why,  madam,  what  would  you  think  of  a  Chinese 
entertainment  I  once  attended,''  said  Professor  Jau 
Jeune,  "  during  which,  birds'  nests  were  served  to  the 
guests  in  the  following  refined  manner : 

"A  great  basin  of  soup  was  set  in  the  midst  of  the 
table,  on  the  surface  of  which  birds'  nests  were  floating 
•—cold  soup,  madam — a  sort  of  gelatinous  mixture,  not 
unlike  liquid  calf 's-foot  jelly,  but  served  without  a  ladle 
or  any  evident  means  of  helping  it,  so  that  the  guests 
were  in  a  state  of  abeyance  for  some  time. 

"  This  is  esteemed  a  great  luxury,  madam,  in  that  land 
of  singular  processes,  and  we  were,  of  course,  in  a  con- 
dition of  fond  expectation,  when,  at  a  signal  from  llie 
host,  a  butler,  with  a  pigtail  at  his  back,  and  wearing  a 
long  gown,  turned-up  slippers,  and  voluminous  panta- 
loons, like  Mr.  Mantalini's,  appeared,  bearing  a  silver 
salver  in  his  hand,  on  which  was  seated  the  most 
exquisite  little  creature  I  have  ever  seen  of  its  kind. 
You  have  read  the  fairy  story  of  the  white  cat,  madam, 
probably,  in  the  period  of  your  imaginative  childhood?" 
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'^  I  can't  say  I  ever  did/'  interrupted  Mrs.  Murray, 
impatiently.     "  I  was  trained  to  pious  reading." 

"  Well,  madam,  there  is  nothing  impious  in  this  tale, 
I  can  assure  you,  and  in  this  statement  I  am  sure  the 
younger  ladies  present  will  fully  bear  me  out.  A  little 
dog  is  introduced  in  the  course  of  this  fairy  tale,  small 
enougI\  to  lie  hidden  in  a  walnut,  the  price  of  an  Eastern 
throne.  Such,  almost  literally,  was  the  diminutive  size 
of  the  snow-white  creature  who  sat  complacently  on  the 
silver  salver,  gazing  about  with  intelligent,  bright  eyes, 
on  the  assembled  company — " 

"  Dear— dear  I  How  pretty  it  must  have  been ! "  said 
Mrs.  Murray. 

"  I  hope  they  did  not  want  to  eat  it  ?  "  said  Parthenia 
Forbes,  indignantly,  who  had  read  of  puppies  being 
sacrificed  in  China  to  human  gourmands,  and  who  was 
naturally  a  friend  of  the  canine  race ;  nay,  a  champion 
thereof. 

"  No,  not  at  all.  There  were  several  dishes  of  fricas- 
seed poodle  on  table,"  said  Professor  Jau  Jeune,  with 
provoking  coolness,  'differently  seasoned,  and  very 
much  relished  indeed  by  most  of  the  company.  But 
this  one  was  our  ladle,  without  which,  our  soup  would 
have  been  as  inaccessible  as  a  feast  of  Tantalus. 

*'  I  found  that  one  of  the  great  ceremonials  of  the  feast 
was  about  to  be  enacted  now.  Rising  with  great  dignity 
and  ostentation,  the  master  of  the  ceremonies,  a  Manda- 
rin of  the  first  order — of  sixteen  tails,  I  believe— took 
from  the  salver  the  little  snow-white  dog,  and  flung  him 
into  the  soup.  I  forgot  to  say  he  was  of  a  spaniel  breed, 
and  swam  like  a  Newfoundland.  The  end  of  it  was, 
the  intelligent  little  creature  seized  a  bird's  nest  in  its 
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mouthy  and  dipping  it  in  the  soup,  swam  towards  each 
guest  in  succession  with  one  of  these  filled  with  the 
delicious  liquid,  which  was  received  with  chopsticks,  and 
carefully  conveyed  by  the  individual  so  &vored  to  the 
bowl  before  him,  and  then,  I  need  not  say,  eagerly  par- 
taken of,  enjoyed,  and  eulogized/' 

"The  nasty  creatures!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Murray, 
sinking  back  with  disgust 

"  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it,"  murmured  Parthenia 
Forbes  to  Mr.  Sinclair,  with  a  flushed  cheek.  She  was 
one  of  those  persons  who  could  not  discriminate  between 
quizzing  and  lying.  Sophistry  had  no  hold  on  her  sim- 
ple belief  in  the  justice  of  veracity,  and  she  felt  herself 
aggrieved  personally,  whenever  defrauded  of  the  truth, 
for  any  purpose,  or  with  any  intent,  however  harmless. 

"  It  is  not  intended  you  should  believe  it,"  said  Mr: 
Sinclair,  smiling.  "  When  you  have  lived  a  little  longer 
in  the  world,  you  will  learn  to  make  allowances  for 
Munchausenism.     It  is  one  of  the  elements  of  society." 

"Never,"  said  Parthenia,  almost  passionately.  "I 
shall  never  learn  that  lesson.  I  hate  lies  and  the  £9ither 
of  lies." 

Mr.  Sinclair  was  much  amused,  but  liked  his  young 
companion  none  the  less  for  this  frank  avowal,  which 
tallied  well  with  his  own  native  inclinations.  Poetic 
minds  are  essentially  truthful  in  most  instances.  In- 
stinct is  truth ;  and  genius  is  only  a  higher  sort  of  in- 
stinct. Talent  and  duplicity  very  often,  on  the  contrary, 
go  together;  for  talent  is  the  parent  of  art;  whereas 
genius  is  the  child  of  nature. 

But  this  is  no  time  for  dissertation.  Mattie  is  laugh- 
ing with  Doctor  Trevor  at  the  professor's  ridiculous 
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Btory^  when  she  hears  Mr.  Sinclair  complain^  in  pnrsn- 
anoe  of  her  own  snggestion^  that  nightingales'  brains  had 
been  omitted  as  his  part  of  the  entertainment^  and  '^  Kiz 
de  veau  sante  aux  champignons ''  substituted  therefor. 

"Yon  surely  will  not  venture  on  mushrooms/'  said 
Mattie^  significantly^  and  with  her  eyes  brimming  with 
malice,  as  Afr.  Sinclair  helped  himself  from  a  dish^  now 
in  circulation. 

"  I  am  not  at  all  afiraid  of  their  effects,"  he  said,  bow- 
ing coldly.  "  I  have  every  confidence  in  the  sanitary 
condition  of  all  who  partake  of  mushrooms  at  this  table, 
Miss  Lynne." 

"  Nay,  but  the  cannibalism  of  the  thing  in  some  in- 
stances," said  Mattie,  coolly. 

Sinclair  choked,  dropped  the  spoon  he  held ;  his  &mily 
-was  obscure  and  he  himself  among  the  upstarts,  in  her 
opinion  ;  and  Mattie  Lynne  had  this  poor  infidel  on  the 
hip  for  the  time  being,  completely. 

It  was  an  unprovoked  insult,  surely ;  yet  one  that  had 
to  be  endured,  and  which  Charlie  Sinclair  was  too  for- 
giving to  avenge  later.  But  he  found  his  Nemesis  in 
Doctor  Trevor's  cold  and  averted  fiice ;  and  the  impres- 
sion this  gentleman  received  of  Mattie's  wanton  levity 
and  inhumanity,  never  to  be  effiu^ed. 

As  to  Parthenia,  she  did  not  catch  the  idea  at  all,  or 
even  overhear  what  was  so  carelessly  said,  perhaps,  being 
pretty  much  occupied  at  the  time  with  interchanging 
glances  with  Miss  McClane— deprecating  on  the  part  of 
this  lady,  but  significant  on  hers— of  her  intense  disgust 
at  Professor  Jau  Jeune's  unblushing  tergiversation. 

After  this  there  was,  for  a  time,  a  pretty  general  flow 
ci  conversation,  in  which  Doctor  Trevor  led  the  way 
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with  spirit^  and  Miss  McCiane  followed  with  good  e^E&oL 
Then  another  set-to  between  Mattie  and  Doctor  Bellair^ 
in  whidi  the  bati^ledore  and  shattleoock  game  of  badinage 
was  pkjed  to  perfection^  each  understanding  and  respect- 
ing the  other  as  an  equal  adversary,  and  careful  not  to 
strike  too  hard  in  the  mock  tournament,  into  the  lists  of 
which  they  entered  for  the  exhibition  of  their  powers 
and  prowess,  and  the  amusement  of  the  company. 

Ijater,  when  a  lull  crept  over  the  oonversaticHi  again. 
Professor  Jau  Jeune  proposed  to  relate  another  of  his 
surprising  adventures,  twinkling  his  small  green  ^es 
and  grinning  horribly  as  he  did  so,  after  his  peculiar 
&shion.  A  tumed-up  nose  and  broad,  sallow  cheeks  com- 
pleted this  truly  original  physiognomy,  Calmuc  in  char- 
acter, in  which  mockery,  malice,  and  good-humor  seemed 
constantly  contending,  and  which  his  friends  learned  to 
forget  to  call  hideous,  when  they  knew  the  worth  of  the 
man  to  whom  it  belonged. 

"  Let  us  have  it,  professor,  by  all  means,"  responded 
the  doctor,  heartily.  "  Have  you  found  a  new  butterfly, 
or  discovered  that  mysterious  link  between  birds  and  in- 
sects for  which  you  have  been  seeking  so  long? " 

^^  Nothing  of  the  kind !  I  have  simply  seen  pigmies,  so 
long  a  matter  of  dispute,  even  though  vouched  for  by  so 
great-  a  master  as  Homer.  You  have  read  his  battles  of 
the  pigmies  and  the  frogs  and  cranes,  I  suppose,  my  good 
friends  ?  " — diffusively. 

"Yes,  or  what  passes  for  his,"  said  Doctor  Trevor; 
"  but  the  adventure,  Jau  Jeune  I  The  dessert  is  on  the 
table,  the  appetite  needs  respite,  this  is  the  chosen  time." 

"  It  was  simply  this,"  said  the  professor,  wiping  his 
moustache  thoroughly  with  his  napkin,  and  compoaing 
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bimeelf  in  bis  chair  thereafter,  while  he  made  bread  balls 
with  the  fingers  of  his  r^t  haikL 

^'Bot  you  must  all  promise  to  believe  me  before  I 
b^in,  for  I  declare  to  you,  on  the  veracity  of  a  gentle- 
man,  every  word  I  am  about  to  tell  you  is  solemnly,  if 
funnily  true,  which  is  not  always  the  case,  you  know/^ 

*'  Oh,  of  course,''  said  Miss  McClane,  "  It  is  very  ill- 
bred  not  to  believe  veracious  persons,  even  if  what  they 
state  be  unusual  or  inconceivable  to  us" 

"We  will  believe  you  if  we  can,"  said  Parthenia, 
shortly,  with  severe  simplicity  that  amused  her  host ;  be- 
guiled out  of  her  reserve,  however,  by  the  strength  of 
ber  curiosity. 

"We  will  believe  you  whether  we  can  or  not,"  said 
Mattie,  archly.     "  Professor,  will  that  answer?" 

"  Yes;  that  is  just  what  we  will  agree  to  do,"  said 
Doctor  Bdlair,  evidently  charmed  with  the  sallies  of  his 
lively  companion,  and  anxious  to  have  the  professor's 
recital  over. 

And  so  encouraged  in  his  Munchausen  proclivities. 
Professor  Jau  Jeune  cleared  his  throat  to  begin,  first 
extending  his  goblet  to  Caspar  for  a  glass  of  chami>agne, 
which  he  swallowed  at  a  draught. 

"  The  bead  on  that  wine  would  inspire  the  Venerable 
Bede  himself,"  said  Doctor  Bellair,  "  so  be  brilliant,  Jau 
Jeune." 

"As  little  preamble  as  possible,"  plead  DoctcN*  Trevor, 
knowing  the  propensity  to  moralize  and  detail  that  per- 
vaded the  narratives  of  Jau  Jeune,  often  amusing  other- 
wise, from  their  oddity. 

"  Let  the  pre&ce  be  brief  and  pithy,"  echoed  Miss 
McClane. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


298    HE8TEB   Howard's   temptation. 

*^  Point  your  anecdotes  or  you  blunt  the  appredation 
of  your  audience/'  counselled  Mr.  Sinclair. 

**  Why  you  will  never  give  the  professor  a  chance  to 
begin,"  said  Mrs.  Murray,  who  was  quivering  all  over  in 
the  most  surprising  way.  "Do  commence.  Professor 
Jau  Jeune.  I  am  curious  to  hear  your  second  adven- 
ture ;  but  pray  what  are  pigmies — ^not  Guinea  pigs,  I 
reckon?    I  never  heard  tell  of  such  things.'' 

"  Pigmies  are  very  small  people,  madam,  a  race  of 
dwarfs.  Let  me  thank  you  for  your  intervention,  with- 
out which  I  should  never  have  been  able  to  show  my 
skill  as  a  truthful  raconteur.  Your  health ,  madam,"  and 
mutely  extending  his  glass,  it  was  refilled  by  Caspar,  and 
again  he  quaffed  a  modicum  of  pink  champagne. 

"And  may  your  shadow  never  be  less  steady," 
whispered  Mattie. 

Mrs.  Murray  made  a  low  obeisance  to  this-  friendly 
salutation,  though  she  drank  no  wine;  and  now  the 
doctor  began  in  good  earnest. 

"  I  had  been  out  all  day,  near  the  waters  of  Kikanik 
creek,  not  twenty  miles  from  Ilium,  hunting  a  specimen 
I  needed  of  the  'phalan»'  femily,  and  there  is  no 
larger,  or  more  various,  and  let  me  add,  more  interesting 
or  splendid  one  in  the  whole  range  of  entomology ;  those 
especially  *  ornatfle,'  and  '  dentatce,'  at  the  same  time  are 
singularly  attractive,  and  when  to  this  is  added  the  *  de- 
flexse '  form,  nothing  could  appear  more  desirable  to  a 
natural — " 

Here  a  low  groan  from  Doctor  Bellair  interrupted  and 
warned  the  professor  that  the  audience  was  impatient,  and 
at  the  very  moment  when  he  dubbed  himself  an  idiot,  cut 
off  what  might  have  proved  quite  an  instructive  lecture 
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on  entjmology  bad  it  been  oarried  oat;  if  somewbat 
prolix. 

"  Well,  well,  I  cannot  expect  you  to  be  interested  in 
all  that ;  but  it  was  exactly  sudi  a  spedmen  as  tbis  a 
boy  bad  brought  me  once  from  the  fields  that  lie  around 
the  waters  of  the  Kikanik,  and  precisely  such  a  one  I  was 
after  now,  and  I  bad  the  great  good  fortune  after  eight 
hours  of  incessant  pursuit  and  watchfulness,  to  see  the 
very  butterfly  I  wanted  settle  down  on  a  hibiscus  flower 
in  the  exact  position  most  &vorable  for  netting,  with 
wings  flattened  out,  the  most  splendid  creature,  bright- 
eyed,  fully  six  inches  from  tip  to  tip,  and  spotted  like  a 
leopard,  with .  the  tiger  stripes  between.  '  Pictee,'  m 
naturalists  call  that  style  of  ornamentation,  most  elaborate 
and  exquisite  as  it  is.  I  can  see  it  yet '  in  my  mind's  eye, 
Horatio.'  More  wine,  Caspar.  I  have  rarely  been  more 
gratified  or  excited  in  the  whole  course  of  my  life  than  on 
this  occasion.  Fancy  portrayed  already  the  huge  speci- 
men of  the  very  finest  type  of  the  phalansB  fitmily  pinned, 
fluttering  to  the  wall  at  my  bed-head.  I  could  scarcely  con- 
tain my  rapture,  but  felt  like  shouting  like  a  boy,  which 
would  liave  startled  the  butterfly ;  they  are  very  sensi- 
tive to  sounds  and  vibrations,  contrary  to  the  received 
opinion  which  presupposes  prominent  eyes,  made  to  see 
all  around,  on  the  principle  of  compensation,  to  be  co- 
incident with  oral  dulness.  But  this  is  a  great  mistake, 
as  I  might  prove  very  satis&ctorily,  were  time  and  op- 
portunity allowed  me."  Here  another  groan  from  Doc- 
tor Bellair  gave  warning.  "  However  I  will  not  weary 
you  now  with  scientific  details.  Where  was  I?  Oh, 
poised  above  the  butterfly,  net  in  hand,  one  foot  slightly 
elevated  behind  like  a  flying  cupid,  my  whole  weight 
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thrown  on  the  other  (imagine  the  attitude,  if  yxm  please^ 
and  me  in  it ;  it  is  a  graceful,  if  an  inconvenient  one),  when 
saddenlj  a  low  shriek,  like  a  peal  of  elfish  laughter, 
arrested  my  attention  and  caused  me  to  look  back  invol- 
untarily, and  I  beheld  the  starangest  sight !  Ladies  and 
gentlemen, '  figurez  vous,'  as  the  French  say,  a  female  fig- 
ure, a  foot  and  a  half  high,  dressed  like  a  Swiss  peasant, 
with  a  broom  in  its  hand,  a  tiny,  perfectly-made  besom  as 
ever  delighted  a  housewife's  eyes,  sweeping  clean  a  little 
rocky  platform,  above  which  on  an  overhanging  pinna- 
cle sat  another  figure  dressed  in  ragged  regimentals  of 
some  sort,  and  wearing  a  cocked  hat  and  plume,  with  an 
amusing  air  of  command,  to  which  her  elfish  laughtar 
was  addressed.'' 

*^How  strange!"  said  Parthenia  Forbes,  solemnly. 
^  How  awful  1 "     Doctor  Trevor  smiled. 

"An  optical  delusion,  of  course,"  whispered  Mr.  Sin- 
clair, in  an  explanatory  way. 

"You  was  a  dreaming,  probably,"  said  old  Mrs. 
Murray,  "  and  saw  those  things  in  your  vision.  I  miid 
a  dream  I  had  once  on  a  time — ^" 

"No,  madam,  as  wide  awake  as — as  Miss  Mattie  Lynne, 
or,  to  use  a  vulgar  comparison,  a  catfish,  never  presumed 
to  sleep  at  all,"  interrupted  the  professor,  earnestly. 
"With  my  own  clear  eyes — the  eyes  that  God  gave  me, 
not  my  green  gobies— I  saw  this  astounding  brace  of 
figures.  Moreover,  I  touched  them,  discoursed  with 
them  later.  They  were  fiesh  and  blood,  and  bone  and 
skin,  I  assure  you,  singular  as  it  may  seem." 

"Escaped  Aztecs,  I  suppose,"  observed  Doctor  Bel- 
lair,  superciliously. 

"Monkeys!"  said  Mattie  Lynne,  shrieking  with 
laughter.     "  Monkeys,  nothing  else ! " 
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'^  I  was  too  polite  to  spoil  your  story  in  my  own  house, 
or  I  should  have  made  the  same  suggestion  when  the 
ragged  regimentals  w^e  mentioned/^  said  Doctor  Trevor, 
laughing  outright 

^'And  do  yoa  call  thai  an  adventure?^'  asked  Mrs, 
Murray,  contemptuously.  ^^Why,  I  have  seen  these 
creatures  myself,  many  times  at  circuses  and  shows  when 
I  was  young,  and  before  I  joined  the  Methodists,  and 
later  with  the  hand-organ  hoy&J'  She  was  grave  with 
disappointment 

^'  Precisely,  my  dear  madam :  you  anticipate  me  at 
every  point  I  was  just  going  on  to  state  that  while  I 
stood  gazing  in  rapt  attention,  a  little  Italian  boy  strolled 
along,  bearing  a  hurdy-gurdy  on  his  arm,  and  asked  me 
in  a  broken  way,  whether  I  had  seen  his  estrays,  ^  Louis 
Napoleon,'  and  ^Lola  Montez,'  whereupon  I  pointed 
politely  to  the  rocky  platform,  and  he  captured  them 
forthwith.'' 

^'Oh,  dear!"  said  Mrs.  Murray,  drawing  a  long 
breath.  ^^How  relieved  you  must  have  felt!  They 
might  have  been  fairies ! " 

^^And  the  butterfly,  Jau  Jeune — ^the  leopard-spotted 
tiger-striped  miracle  of  insect  beauty ;  what  became  of 
that  ?    Did  it  escape  you  ?  " 

"Oh!  I  lost  it,  of  course.  While  I  was  watching 
those  effigies  it  eluded  me,  and  I  went  home  disap- 
pointed, I  may  say  heart-sick.  The  next  day,  however, 
I  was  fortunate  enough  to  find  a  rare  scarabseus." 

Here  a  violent  fit  of  coughing  attacked  Doctor  Bel- 
lair — ^while  Mattie  mischievously  queried,  "  on  your  own 
nose,  perhaps  ?  " — ^he  could  not  check  it  either  by  remedy 
or  persuasion,  until  Professor  Jau  Jeune  came  to  to'ms, 
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which   he    did    sullenly   enough,   and    not    without    a 
stru^lc. 

"  I  had  rather  a  wonderful  adventure  of  my  own  last 
year  on  a  prairie  in  Illinois/'  said  Doctor  Trevor,  after 
an  interval  of  commentary.  "  We  were  crossing  from 
one  town  to  another  outside  of  the  railroad  lines — a  stage 
full  of  passengers — ^when  a  violent  storm  overtook  us. 
The  night  had  closed  in  some  time  before,  and  the  horses 
taking  fright  at  the  glare  of  the  lightning,  ran  for  some 
distance  on  the  level  plain,  and  finally  succeeded  in 
breaking  loose  from  the  stage,  upsetting  it  at  the  same 
moment,  and  plunging  wildly  away. 

"  We  were  all,  more  or  less,  bruised,  not  badly  hurt, 
however,  and  being  pretty  closely  packed,  succeeded  very 
slowly  in  extricating  ourselves  from  the  vehicle.  I  was 
among  the  last  to  creep  out,  as  two  portly  dames  had  to 
be  removed  before  I  could  move  hand  or  foot,  and  as  I 
emerged  from  the  window  of  the  stage,  I  saw  what 
seemed  at  the  moment  the  creation  of  a  delirious  &ncy. 
Relieved  against  the  low-lying  electric  clouds  that 
skirted  the  horizon  ablaze  with  vivid  lightning  nearly 
continuously,  I  saw  a  gigantic  elephant  standing  im- 
movable as  a  bronze  statue,  and  apparently  studying  the 
scene  with  philosophic  grandeur.  I  rose,  planted  my- 
self against  the  stage  securely  to  observe  him,  still  fancy- 
ing myself  brain-sick  from  my  blow  and  overturn, 
when  throwing  his  trunk  over  his  head,  he  trumpeted 
defiantly,  as  if  in  answer  to  the  pealing  thunder  above 
him,  and  galloped  madly  across  the  prairie,  plunging 
into  the  outer  darkness. 

"  You  understand  how  it  was,  of  course.  A  menagerie 
was  crossing  the  prairie,  headed  as  usual  by  the  elephant 
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(this  was  the  vast  brute  Columbus^  afterwards  drowned 
in  crossing  a  river;  the  lai^est  creature  of  his  species 
erer  brought  to  this  continent)^  when  rendered  on- 
manageable  b^  the  storm  he  broke  away ;  bat  the  e£kot 
was  wonderftil  at  snch  a  time  and  place. 

^'  I  do  not  r^ret  at  all,  I  assure  you,  having  seen  the 
elephant,  under  such  circumstances/' 

'^A  few  girafies  scattered  about^  and  an  escaped  tiger 
and  python  serpent-  would  hitire  transported  you  in 
imagination  to  the  wilds  of  Africa  I  '^  said  Doctor  Bel- 
lair.  ^^  I  am  tempted  on  the  strength  of  your  narratives 
to  give  you  a  bit  of  my  experience  in  the  siuperMioua 
line.    A  glass  of  hock,  Caspar.'^ 

^^  I  declare,  it  is  just  like  Don  Quixote  I ''  said  Mattie, 
who  preferred  dialogue  to  narrative,  "  where  everybody 
met  at  caravansaries  and  told  the  story  of  their  lives. 
Never  mind,  it  is  my  turn  next.  I  mean  to  tell  my 
vision,''  glancing  defiantly  at  Miss  McClane,  who  shook 
her  head  gently ;  **  I  do,  indeed  I " 

^^Just  now  Doctor  Bellair  has  the  speaker's  chtur," 
said  Doctor  Trevor,  blandly ;  adding  low  to  Mattie,  "  my 
example  was  a  pernicious  one,  I  see,  but  we  cannot  draw 
back  yet;  your  ^meion'  will  be  the  very  thing  fw  a 
diroax,  no  doubt." 

^'  I  was  lying  off  the  Bermudas,"  said  Doctor  Bellairi 
^^  in  my  ship  ^Albatross,'  when  the  remarkable  delusion, 
if  such  it  may  be  called,  took  possession  of  me,  which  I 
am  about  to  lay  before  yon.  We  had  put  in  to  St. 
Greorge's,  partly  for  water  and  partly  to  give  the  sick 
men  some  change  of  food  and  medicine,  for  we  had 
recently  come  from  the  coast  of  Africa,  and  a  low  mias- 
matic fev.er  was  creeping  among  the  crew,  and  our  stock 
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of  quinine  was  exhausted.  I  was  surgeon  oa  the  ^Al- 
batross/ and  much  worn  out  with  my  duties,  and  I  got 
into  a  sleepless,  nervous  waj,  that  was  telling  on  mj 
health.  I  would  hang  over  the  shipside  half  the  ni^t^ 
thinking  and  dreaming,  and  reel  to  my  bed  at  daybreak, 
lit«*ally  half  dead.  But  I  was  determined  not  to  use 
opiates  under  the  circumstances  of  impending  disease^ 
and  brandy,  whidi  I  was  advised  to  try,  only  made  me 
worse;  so  I  waited  for  nature  to  react 

^*  They  quarantined  us  at  St  G^eorge,  and  we  had  but 
a  dull  time  of  it  One  night,  when  the  moon  was  at  her 
full  and  every  soul  on  board  but  the  sentry  was  wn^t  in 
sleep,  I  saw,  approaching  us,  over  the  glittering  seas,  an 
object  that,  from  the  moooent  I  perceived  it  clearly,  froze 
my  blood  with  horror. 

^  The  seamen  are  a  superstitious  set,  you  know,  and 
believe  in  signs  and  omens.  I  had  always  heard  that 
the  first  man  that  saw  a  mermaid  on  a  sliip  was  doomed 
to  die  before  the  voyage  was  over.  I  have  nevar  cared 
very  much  for  life  when  in  health,  but  in  my  then  ner- 
vous condition  it  came  to  seem  of  unreasonable  impor- 
tance to  me,  and  I  knew,  that  if  I  took  that  fever  which 
I  came  in  hourly  contact  with,  and  which  I  knew  to  be 
more  or  less  infectious,  I  should  never  see  home,  coun- 
try, or  mother  again.  Therefore,  when  I  saw  that 
serene  smiling  oreature  with  her  dishevelled  locks  riding 
the  waves  towards  me,  I  gave  myself  up  for  lost 

"  The  sentry  passed  me  as  she  was  careering  by  in  the 
brilliant  moonlight,  not  a  hundred  yards  from  the  vessel. 
I  clutched  him  by  the  arm.  *  Stand,'  I  said,  calling  him 
by  name,  ^and  tell  me  whether  I  am  mad  or  sane.  What  is 
it  you  see  to  the  larboard?    Speak^  man,  speak  V 
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" '  I  see/  said  he,  ^  I  see — O  Lord,  doctor !  don't  ask 
me  what  I  see.  No  good  can  ever  come  of  it.  Maybe 
it  is  a  fancy  of  yours.'  This  remark  in  itself  proved  the 
man  was  Irish,  of  course. 

"*  Speak,'  I  said,  very  sternly.  ^I  command  you  to 
describe  the  object  passing  before  us.  What  is  that 
dreadful  thing?' 

^^  ^  It  is  a  woman  with  a  harp  in  her  hands,'  he  said, 
shivering  as  if  an  ague  fit  were  upon  him.  '  She  has 
long,  black  hair,  her  bosom  is  half  unveiled,  and  her 
arms  are  bare,  her  waist  is  above  the  water ;  this  is  all. 
Now,  doctor,  dear,  go  to  bed.  It  is  not  crazy  you  are 
at  all ;  but  keep  this  matter  to  yourself,  for  if  the  sick 
men  get  hold  of  it  every  man  of  them  will  die  with  the 
fright  of  it.  We've  seen  a  mermaid  this  night,  Doctor 
Bellair,  and  it  is  one  of  us  the  doom  will  fall  upon,  but 
which,  we  can't  tell,  you  know.' 

"  I  knew  the  poor,  generous  fellow  was  only  trying  to 
share  my  danger  to  keep  up  my  spirits,  for,  as  I  have 
said  before,  the  first  man  who  sees  the  mermaid  is  the 
sufferer,  according  to  maritime  superstition. 

'^  Nevertheless  I  obeyed  him  literally,  and  went  to 
bed ;  but  not  to  sleep,  after  the  dreadful  creature  bad 
drifted  out  of  sight,  smiling  as  she  passed  us,  and  smiting 
her  &tal  haif>  I 

'^  This  much,  at  least,  the  smile  and  the  music,  must 
be  credited  to  my  imagination  and  the  excited  state  of 
my  nerves,  for  the  next  morning  we  heard  that  the 
British  ship  ^  The  Wild  Irish  Girl '  had  broken  in  two 
on  the  reefi,  and  her  figure  head  floated  under  our  boat 
and  was  hoisted  on  board  before  noon,  to  amuse  the  sailors. 

^'  Sitting  at  this  fi^r  table,  spread  ^ith  fruits  s^d  wiae 
19 
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and  radiant  with  beautiful  and  noble  &oes^  yon  can  little 
conceive,  my  friends,  what  relief  was  mine,  when  I  ree- 
ognized  in  the  carved  wooden  image  of  Lady  Morgan's 
heroine  my  malignant  mermaid  of  the  night  before. 
But  you  must  confess  that  appearances  were  deceptive." 

"A  capital  story ,'^  said  Professor  Jau  Jenne,  "and 
very  well  told ;  but  I  believe  I  recognize  it  as  an  old  ac- 
quaintance; all  the  bett^  for  that,  however.  I  may  be 
mistaken,  though." 

For  a  moment  Doctor  Bellair  flushed  hotly.  He  was 
sensitive  on  points  of  honor,  however  small ;  but  the 
good-humored  laughter  that  greeted  Professor  Jau 
Jeune's  remark  soon  proved  to  him  that  he  was  only 
receiving  a  Roland  for  an  Oliver. 

*'How  many  groans  did  that  pay  for,  Jau  Jenne?" 
asked  Mr,  Sindair,  who  secretly  resented  Doctor  Bellair^s 
airs  of  travelled  superiority. 

"  Nay,  I  was  in  earnest,"  said  Jau  Jeune,  provokingly. 
'^  I  think  I  can  find  that  very  story  in  a  rather  recent 
number  of  ^  Harper's  Magazine.'  But  I  will  not  insist 
upon  it  under  the  circumstances." 

"  You  had  better  not,"  said  Bellair,  low,  between  his 
set  teeth,  "  or  perhaps  you  may  share  the  fote  of  one  of 
your  phalanse  or  the  scarabseus  you  so  closely  resemble." 

"What  is  that  you  are  muttering  about.  Doctor 
Bellair?"  whispered  Mattie.  "Do  be  quiet  and  have  a 
little  common  sense.  The  idea  of  quarrelling  with  that 
mummy.  I  am  going  to  tell  my  vision  now,  and  I  don't 
care  who  disbelieves  it,  so  that  you  credit  it,"  and  she  smiled 
upon  him  a  keen,  glittering  smile  that  pierced  his  brain. 

She  related  with  wonderful  self-possession  and  con- 
siderable effect  her  clairvoyant  dream  in  connection  with 
Mrs.  Howard's  ring,  which  we  have  heard  already. 
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''Did  you  see  the  fiwe  of  the  man  distinctly?^'  asked 
iDoctor  Trevor,  carelessly,  when  she  had  finished. 

"No;  a  shadow  was  thrown  over  it,''  she  replied, 
"  like  a  filmy  veil ;  but  I  saw  that  its  contour  was  noble ; 
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Bets  ran  high,  as  to  whether  or  not  the  doctor  would 
fulfil  his  promise,  and  some  of  the  girls  were  just  ban- 
ning to  pronounce  it  "one  of  Mattie  Lynne's  brags/' 
when  the  well-known  dark-green  cabriolet  drove  to  the 
door  of  the  academy,  and  Doctor  Trevor  descending, 
asked  for  Miss  Mattie  Lynne  alone. 

He  passed  an  hour  in  her  society,  but  she  &iled  to  re- 
mark at  the  time,  pleased  and  flattered  as  she  was,  how 
persistently  he  led  the  conversation  to  Mrs.  Howard. 
He  asked  many  direct  questions  as  to  the  health  and 
general  well-being  of  that  lady,  questions  which  accorded 
little  with  his  incurious  turn  of  mind  where  individuals 
were  concerned,  and  from  the  answers  to  which,  flippant 
as  these  often  were,  he  drew  nearly  all  he  sought  to  know. 

That  she  was  a  widow  at  last  was  the  principal 
source  of  thankfulness  with  him,  for  he  had  heard  and 
seen  enough  of  Howard  to  form  some  estimate  of  her 
suflerings,  and  the  positive  relief  his  death  must  be  to  her. 

Before  he  left  the  parlor,  he  intimated  his  intention  of 
visiting  Lynnesborough  on  private  business  early  in 
September,  and  offered  himself  as  Mattie's  escort  from 
Briarheath,  should  the  time  suit  her  convenience,  back 
to  her  academy,  an  offer  on  which  she  fiistened  many 
golden  dreams,  destined,  Uke  other  castles  in  the  clouds, 
to  die  with  the  sunset. 

From  a  private  conversation,  which  Miss  McClane 
had  with  Doctor  Trevor  soon  after  Mattie's  departure, 
she  became  convinced  that  he  had  no  idea  of  addressing 
her.  Indeed  he  made  plain  the  purpose  of  his  life  to 
this  tried  and  trusted  friend,  and  more  than  ever  did  she 
feel  desirous  to  see  and  judge  for  herself  of  Mrs.  Hester 
Howard. 
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I  don't  know  what  I  should  do  were  he  to  propose  in 
form." 

"  Take  him,  of  course,  Mattie,  for  I  see  you  are  veiy 
much  inclined  that  way  already.  But  you  are  right  not 
to  let  your  feelings  run  away  with  you  until  you  are  cer- 
tain of  his  intentions.  Few  girls  have  your  self-control,*' 
and  she  thought  of  Melissa,  and  sighed. 

"  If  it  were  not  for  the  difference  in  names,  and  the 
tact  that  he  never  seemed  4x)  recognize  the  circumstances 
of  my  vision  at  all,  or  even  your  name  when  mentioned, 
I  might  suppose  he  was  your  California  quack !  Would 
you  know  him  again  were  you  to  see  him — ^that  man  I 
mean  who  rescued  you  from  death  and  the  doctors,  in 
San  Francisco?'' 

"  I  scarcely  know  whether  I  should  or  not,  Mattie ;  I 
have  just  the  dimmest  perception  of  a  sweet,  grave  face, 
that  floats  before  me  like  a  vision  sometimes.  The  room 
was  kept  in  shadow  by  his  directions ;  besides  I  noticed 
very  little  at  that  time ;  I  was  in  despair." 

"  Oh,  I  know,  I  know,  the  poor,  dear  littlfe  lambs !  I 
wish  they  had  been  spared  to  you,  sister  Hester,  I  do, 
indeed." 

"Don't,  Mattie,  don't!"  and  she  paled  and  waved  her 
hand,  from  some  feeling  beyond  the  girl's  comprehension. 

"  I  never  will  again,  sister  Hester,  believe  me,"  and 
she  stooped  and  kissed  the  tender  cheek,  over  which 
large,  silent  drops  were  streaming. 

Afler  a  time  Mrs.  Howard  rose,  and  taking  a  letter 
from  her  desk  laid  it  on  Mattie's  knee. 

"  See  how  much  there  still  is  to  comfort  me  after  all, 
in  this  world  of  sorrow,"  she  said,  in  a  broken  voice. 
"  The  best,  the  truest  friend  I  have  ever  known  will 
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come  to  me  in  September  to  console  me  for  your  absence, 
and  to  pass  the  autumn  and  winter  here  for  my  sake. 
She  has  even  engaged  her  passage  on  the  first  packet  of 
that  month,  the  ^  Mount  Hecia/  is  not  that  the  name  of 
the  vessel  ?    Look,  Mattie,  for  I  am  not  sure/' 
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The  furniture  of  the  first  should  be  superb  and  appro^ 
priate  botib,  Hester  determined^  and  a  marble  bath  and 
dressing-stand  in  the  last  give  consisteni^  to  the  suite. 
Then  there  should  be  a  book-case  full  of  her  own  fii^vorite 
authors  (Mrs.  Carisbrook's,  she  meant),  among  which 
Shakespeare,  and  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  and  Maa- 
siuger,  and  Ford  should  be  numbered,  not  to  forget 
Maturin  and  Congreve. 

^^  Whjy  what  a  taste  for  the  drama  your  friend  must 
have/'  said  Mattie,  sharplj;  ^^  is  it  not  an  unusual  one  at 
her  age?  Most  old  ladies,  as  I  understand  her  to  be, 
would  prefer  Miss  Hannah  More." 

To  this  sally  she  received  no  answer. 

Mr.  Mulgrave  returned  about  the  end  of  August,  and 
came  directly  to  Briarheath. 

Mattie  was  in  the  room  when  Kitty  Cline  came  up- 
stairs to  her  sist^'s  chamber  with  his  card,  and  was  sur- 
prised at  the  agitation  it  occasioned.  Yet  her  curiosity 
was  none  the  less  very  keenly  awakened  to  know  with 
certainty  to  what  to  attribute  this  emotion.  Love  rarely 
betrayed  itself  exactly  in  that  way,  Mattie  thought.  Her 
sister  was  quick,  irritable  even,  in  dressing  on  that  occa- 
sion, which  was  rare  with  her,  so  gentle  usually,  and 
spoke  sharply  once  to  Myra  Clay  herself,  causing  the 
clear,  brown  eyes  of  the  child  to  be  distended  with  amaze- 
ment. 

Her  hands  trembled,  too,  as  she  arranged  her  hair,  for 
the  ladies  had  been  lying  down  on  that  warm  summer 
afternoon  in  dimity  bed-gowns,  and  had  to  make  an  en- 
tirely fjresh  toilet  for  the  evening ;  but  Mattie  remarked 
no  gladness  in  her  &ce,  no  flush  of  pleasurable  surprise, 
as  when  a  lover  comes. 
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On  the  contrary,  her  very  lips  were  pale;  those  ex- 
t>resdive  lips  which  changed  in  hue  with  every  passing 
emotirm  of  her  souL 
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justice:  she  is  not  grasping,  if  she  is  close  aboat  her  oi;ra 
affiurs ;  no  meddler,  nor  wireworker,  such  as  I  have  be^ 
used  to  all  my  life.  Great  heavens !  why  can't  we  choose 
our  own  sisters  and  surroundings?  I  want  to  know- 
that,  and  where  is  the  sense  and  justice  of  it  all  ?"  So 
saying,  she  arose,  and  before  many  minutes  had  come  to 
her  conclusions  and  resolutions. 

She  commenced  by  sending  Myra  Clay  on  some  insi^ 
nificant  errand  to  Lynnesborough,  for  she  dreaded  in- 
stinctively the  observation  of  that  truthful  child,  mild 
detective  as  she  was  by  nature,  and  unconscious  of  her 
own  peculiar  gift  of  penetration,  which  usually  proved 
infallible. 

Myra  gone,  with  a  sample  of  ribbon  in  her  hand  and 
a  dime  wherewith  to  pay  for  another  half  yard  of  the 
same  article,  Mattie  felt  relieved  and  equal  to  the  emer- 
gency, for  such  she  flattered  herself  it  was. 

'^  I  have  a  right  to  know,  and  I  will  know,  what  it  all 
means,  if  only  for  Melissa's  sake,"  she  murmured  be- 
tween her  set  teeth,  as  if  to  strengthen  her  determination 
to  engage  in  the  greatest  degradation  (so  far)  of  her  life, 
as  she  stole  down  a  back  staircase  to  ensconce  herself,  as 
a  hearer  and  spectator  both  of  what  might  pass  in  the 
library,  in  a  closet  beneath  the  stairs,  used  only,  as  &r  as 
she  knew,  for  a  depository  of  winter  coal  for  the  rooms 
on  one  side  of  the  hall.  Out  of  this  recess  opened  two 
doors,  one  leading  into  the  back  hall  and  opposite  the 
dining-room,  which  was  always  closed  and  darkened  at 
this  hour  in  summer  time,  and  the  other  directly  into  the 
library,  a  room  apart 

^'Here  I  find  myself  listening  and  watching  in  a  coal- 
hole and  hospital  for  decayed  brooms,  mops  and  brushes 
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She  pashed  them,  without  examinatioD^  carelessly 
away  firom  her. 

"  Keep  them,  I  b^,  Mr.  Mulgrave,''  she  said,  in  a  sad 
and  choking  voice,  *^  I  have  no  wish  to  inspect  them ; 
you  deserve  eveiy  confidence  from  me,  as  well  as  madi 
gratitude  at  my  hands.  I  know  not  how  to  thank  you 
for  all  your  disinterested  kindness.^' 

She  turned  away  tearfully. 

"  I  never  saw  Mr.  HoMrard  looking  better,*'  he  said,  per- 
sistently. "The  air  of  the  gayest  capital  in  the  world 
seems  to  agree  with  him.  He  is  absolutely  fleshy  and  very 
florid.  Then  I  am  happy  to  tell  you  he  has  shaken  off  a 
great  cause  of  annoyance,  and  probably  expenaCy  the  in- 
cumbrance you  know  of,  so  that  he  can  afford  to  live 
well  on  his  diminished  income.  Yet  he  speaks  confi- 
dently of  spending  his  life  abroad,  although  he  inquired 
very  particularly  about  you  and  your  oonc^-ns,  fiiends, 
etc.,  and  jested — ^Mrs.  Howard,  I  must  tell  you  this, 
although  it  gives  me  pain  to  do  oo-^jested  on  the  subject 
of  a  divorce.  There  is  a  certain  Russian  princess,  a  ^  grass 
widow,'  as  we  say  in  this  country,  about  twice  your  age 
and  size,  who  at  this  time  absorbs  him,  I  am  told.  She 
is  not  atta*active,  but  enormously  rich  and  childless,  and, 
in  short — ^" 

"  Mr.  Mulgrave,  these  details  are  positively  repugnant 
to  my  feelings.  I  pray  you  forbear,"  she  interrupted 
him  passionately,  with  a  flushed  brow  and  waving  hands. 
Mattie  saw  her  dearly  relieved  against  the  window  and 
pitied  her;  then  leaning  her  head  upon  one  hand,  Mrs. 
Howard  rested  her  elbow  for  a  while  on  the  table  before 
her  with  shaded  eyes,  the  other  pressed  against  her  heart, 
and  again  looked  up  after  a  few  moments,  calm,  yet  very 
pale. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


320     HESTEB     HOWABD's     TEMPTATION. 

with  downcast  eyes^  for  be  felt  the   unfitness  of  the 
subject. 

"  Then  it  was  by  no  direct  fault  of  his,  no  treachery, 
no  abandonment,  she  sufiered?"  she  asked,  eagerly. 
*'  You  said  something  of  his  having  cast  off  an  incum- 
brance.    What  did  thai  mean  t '' 

^^  Their  connection  had  been  dissolved  some  months 
before  Mr.  Howard's  imprisonment.  She  was  working 
for  her  living,  I  believe,  respectably,  as  a  shoe-binder, 
when  sickness  laid  its  grasp  upon  her.  Her  disease  was 
rapid  consumption,  caused  by  privation,  and  it  may  be 
distress  of  mind  as  well.  Her  physician  told  me  this; 
a  man  of  rare  feeling,  who  came  to  see  Mr.  Howard 
about  her  fiineral  expenses,  for,  small  as  these  were,  she 
left  no  means  of  defraying  them.  Her  ornaments  and 
her  clothing  were  all  gone,  except  the  poor  bed-gown  she 
died  in,  and  which  served  for  her  shroud.  This  phy- 
sician had  known  her  in  better  days  in  America — he  was 
a  countryman  of  ours — walking  for  a  time  the  hospitals 
in  Paris.  It  was  in  one  of  these  he  saw  and  recognized 
this  once  popular  comic  actress.  She  was  brought  in  too 
late,  however,  for  any  possible  aid,  either  from  medicine 
or  food,  both  of  which  she  needed,  and  died  a  few  days 
later  at  peace  with  all  the  world." 

Mrs.  Howard  was  powerfully  affected  by  this  simple 
narrative;  her  tears  flowed  &st  and  freely,  and  she 
covered  her  face  with  her  handkerchief,  sobbing  audibly. 

"All  this  in  one  little  year !  '^  she  said,  at  last.  "  May 
Gknl  forgive  them  both,  the  greater  as  well  as  the  lesser 
offender  1  What  of  those  funeral  expenses  ?  '^  she  added, 
after  a  long  pause,  looking  up  with  renewed  calmness, 
and  speaking  abruptly.  "Spare  nothing,  Mr.  Mulgrave." 
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"  They  toere  paid,  after  much  cavilling  and  at  first  posi- 
tive refusal  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Howard.  Paid  because 
Doctor  Morris  put  him  to  shame  about  them,  and  insisted 
even  by  threats  upon  their  being  defrayed.  The  poor 
girl  was  buried  decently^  my  friend  informed  me,  and  the 
threatened  publication,  for  this  was  the  rod  he  wielded, 
consequently  withheld,  a  step  whidi  must  have  driven 
Mr.  Howard  away,  even  from  corrupt  Paris.  Fortunately^ 
the  new-bom  infant  perished.^' 

"  O  (3od  I  This  only  was  wanting  to  finish  the  long 
chain  of  his  iniquity,"  she  spoke  with  irrepressible  feel- 
ing, forgetting  all  other  presence  than  that  of  the  Maker 
so  grievously  ofiended;  and  with  her  eyes  cast  up  to 
heaven,  her  hands  clasped,  her  lips  dumbly  moving,  her 
fitce  convulsed  and  pale,  she  sat  for  many  succeeding 
moments  lost  in  reverie.  Nothing  could  have  gratified 
Mr.  Mulgrave  more  than  this  exhibition  of  indignation. 
It  was  highly  satisfactory  to  this  amiable  attorney,  also, 
to  feel  that  she  had  drawn  this  bitter  burthen  of  knowl- 
edge down  on  her  own  head,  by  inquiries  that  could  not 
be  evaded,  or  more  delicately  answered,  than  they  had 
been  by  himself,  and  he  sat  very  patiently  waiting  for 
the  mood  to  pass,  which  he  felt  must  be  succeeded  l^  a 
cold,  enduring,  and  impassible  indifierence  towards  her 
offending  husband. 

"When  such  indifference  becomes  implacable  aver- 
sion," he  reasoned,  "my  chance  begins:  until  then, 
patience!  Let  my  services  become  indispensable,  and  I 
have  the  game  in  my  own  hands." 

From  her  chink  of  observation,  Mattie  observed  the 
expression  of  his  &ce  and  attitude,  and  through  these 
penetrated  the  secrets  of  his  soul,  while  he  sat  uncon- 
20 
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scious  of  haman  or  divine  scrutiny.  Well  had  she  said 
she  could  read  countenances.  Even  in  her  hiding  place 
she  searched  his  heart,  and  thus  philosophized : 

'^  Sister  Melissa,  your  chance  is  blue,  as  long  as  a  single 
hope  remains  that  this  pretended  widow  maj — go    to 
grass  I    Mulgrave,  I  admire  jou  fi)r  your  strat^y.    Ijeb 
us  strike  hands.    I  acknowledge  you    as  a   kindred 
spirit,  an  equal  almost,  and  might  have  loved  you  in- 
stead of  my  adorable  doctor,  had  we  met  earlier,  and  our 
young  affections  been  disengaged,  which  at  present  they 
are  not,  that  is  certain.    As  for  you,  sister  Hester,  you 
are  a  bundle  of  deceit,  I  was  about  to  say,  lies;  but  I  must 
think  first  about  that  matter.     Surely  such  a  husband  as 
that  was  nothing  to  boast  of,  and  to  be  deserted  no  cause 
of  conversation,  and  old  dolt-head  Sutton  may  have  just 
taken  matters  for  granted,  seeing  no  man  about  the  estab- 
lishment, and  a  black  dress  in  constant  requisition,  though 
I  thought  from  the  first  black  silk  and  lace  was  funny 
second  year's  widow's  mourning;  but  I  knew  that  Cali-> 
fornia  &shions  were  set  in  the  moon,  or  China,  and  did 
not  attach  so  much  consequence  to  that  indication  as  a 
girl  of  my  sagacity  ought  to  have  done.     But  how  long, 
I  wonder,  is  she  going  to  sit  silent  in  that  frozen,  de- 
spairing way  ?    I  declare  it  is  dreadful  what  a  skeleton 
in  her  closet  this  poor  rich  woman  has  had  all  this  time, 
while  I  have  been  envying  her  wealth  and  fireedom,  and 
reproaching  her  for  her  frugalify,  and  marvelling  at  her 
indifference  to  society.     It  is  all  explained  now.    She 
will  end,  of  course,  by  shipping  &lse  Howard  and  mar- 
rying true  Mulgrave,  true  to  her  at  least,  if  fidse  to  Me- 
lissa, of  whom  he  makes  a  catspaw  I    Well,  probably  she 
deserved  it. 
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"  One  thing  is  certain.  My  doctor  and  I  are  safe,  for 
that  afibir  will  be  on  and  over  long  before  the  divorce 
can  be  obtained,  and  Mulgrave  is  pointing  his  game 
patiently,  for  he-knows  he  will  have  to  wait. 

''  In  the  meantime,  Melissa  is  played  with  on  his  hook 
and  line  until  the  big  fish  is  ready  to  take  the  bait;  then 
away  wiUi  the  perch. 

^' After  all  may  not  Lisa  have  been  a  thought  too  ec^r 
and  confiding,  and  ought  I  or  not  to  tell  her  what  I  have 
discovered? 

^^  No ;  for  my  own  safefy,  no ;  a  thousand  times  no  I 
I  shall  only  try  and  discourage  har  as  &r  as  I  can  in  a 
non-committal  manner,  all  my  own,  I  flatter  myself,  and 
urge  the  cause  of  Evans  with  renewed  zeal. 

"  But  let  me  hear  what  more  she  is  going  to  say. 
There  are  signs  of  life  visible,  and  Mulgrave  gathers  up 
his  papers  and  bnndles  them,  while  she  turns  slowly 
round ;  gathers  them  up  hypomtically,  as  a  gambler 
might  his  cards,  as  if  he  had  been  occupied  therewith, 
and  shuts  up  the  dead-lights  of  his  fiu^e  so  as  to  conceal 
the  fire  within  fix)m  the  enemy's  observation.  What  a 
mask  the  creature  has  at  his  command  I  How  stony  and 
impassive  he  looks,  all  passionate,  staring,  baming  ad- 
miration, a  moment  since!  How  well  he  understands 
her !  I  declare  this  recess  was  a  wonderful  invention  I 
It  has  saved  me  a  great  deal  of  troublesome  investiga- 
tion. A  volume  has  been  opened  this  evening  that  it 
might  have  taken  years  to  read  in  the  ordinary  way.  As 
it  is,  I  have  stereotyped  it.  Pretty  well  done  for  you, 
Mattie  Lynne,  after  all,  stupid  as  you  have  proved  your- 
self as  a  clairvoyante.^' 

Here  Mattie  softly  unlocked  the  back  door,  preparatory 
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to  her  escape,  which  she  knew  must  be  made  precipi- 
tately, if  she  expected  to  hear  the  last  of  the  eonversation, 
evidently  drawing  to  a  close. 

"  No  use  of  being  in  a  hurry  yet/'  she  thought,  "  for 
if  matters  come  to  the  worst,  and  sister  Hester  found  me 
in  here  even,  groping  among  the  brushes,  it  would  nev^r 
occur  to  her  sanctified  simplicity  that  I  came  for  any 
purpose  of  this  kind.    She  would  think  I  was  after  the 
duster,  and  that  would  be  the  end  of  it ;  unless,  indeed, 
she  should  have  more  of  the  detective  about  her  than  I 
imagine — ^like  that  poor,  good,  patient  Parthenia,  who 
was  inspired  for  once  to  be  sagacious  just  for  my  par- 
ticular annoyance.    Heigh-ho  I  this  is  a  weary  world,  to 
be  sure.'' 

When  again  she  applied  her  eye  to  the  key-hole,  after 
the  absence  of  a  minute  from  her  post  of  observation,  the 
actors  in  the  little  drama  passing  unconsciously  before 
an  astute  if  unsuspected  spectator,  had  risen,  and  were 
about  to  separate. 

"  You  will  stay  with  me  as  my  guest,  I  hope,  while  in 
this  part  of  the  country,  Mr.  Mulgrave  ?  I  believe  your 
business  never  takes  you  fiu*ther  than  Lynnesborough  in 
this  r^ion  ?  " 

**  It  is  confined,  on  this  occasion,  entirely  to  your  own 
afiairs,"  he  said,  bowing. 

"  My  sister  Mattie  is  with  me  now,  and  Melissa  will 
be  here  to-morrow,  and  I  hope  between  them  you  will 
be  able  to  pass  your  time  agreeably." 

*^  Your  sisters  must  be  pleasant,  of  course,  to  me,"  he 
said,  significantly. 

"Ah,  that  is  very  lover-like,  as  she  must  see,"  mused 
Mattie.    '^That  is  just  tlie  sort  of  reference  Doctor 
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Trevor  made  to  sister  Hester's  book,  that  touched 
me  so. 

'^  He  tolerates  ua,  it  seems,  because  her  father,  Judge 
Lynue,  happened  to  marry  our  mother,  and  made  us  kin 
in  that  way  to  his  angel." 

''I  think  you  would  be  amused  with  Mattie,"  said 
Mrs.  Howard,  with  straightforward  frankness,  seemingly 
or  really  quite  unobservant  of  his  marked  manner,  which 
was  probably  meant  by  him  to  set  at  rest  all  hopes  on 
the  part  of  Melissa.  "  She  is  very  bright,  and  I  think 
pretty,  though  not  as  decidedly  beautiful,  perhaps,  as 
Melissa,  at  least  not  usually  so  considered.  She  is  the 
youngest,  however,  and  my  especial  pet,  and  she  comes 
back  from  school  laden  with  honors,  which  she  bears 
meekly." 

"As  far  as  you  know,  Mrs.  Howard,"  interpolated 
Mattie;  "and  as  to  being  less  beautiful  than  Melissa, 
satire  itself  could  go  no  further  than  your  sisterly  re- 
marks have  gone.  For  a  very  little  I  would  pass  you 
both  at  a  brush." 

"In  connection  with  this  reference  to  your  family," 
observed  Mr.  Mulgrave,  now  standing  hat  in  haud^  ready 
for  his  departure,  "  may  I  ask,  whether  or  not  you  have 
thought  fit  to  acquaint  your  friends,  all,  or  any  of  them, 
with  your  mournful  relations  to — ahem — Mr.  Howard  ?" 
smoothing  his  hat  carefully  as  he  spoke,  and  bending  upon 
it  all  the  weight  of  his  visual  organs.  "  When  I  last 
saw  Mr.  Sutton,"  he  resumed,  afler  a  very  brief  hesita- 
tion, rather  than  pause,  of  which  Mrs.  Howard  had  not 
thought  proper  to  take  advantage,  for  she  stood  cold  and 
silent  before  him,  trying  vainly  to  collect  herself  for  a 
reply,  "  when  I  last  saw  Mr.  Sutton,  he  spoke  of  your 
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widowed  oondition  very  decidedly,  and  as  one  having 
authority  even ;  but  I  did  not  know  whether  this  mode 
of  treating  the  matter  had  been  agreed  upon  between 
joUy  or  whether  it  really  resulted  from  ignorance  on  his 
part  I  ask  for  information,  simply,  and  as  a  means  of 
future  guidance  in  my  intercourse  with  these  more  or 
less  curious  friends  of  yours,'* 

"  When  I  am  ready  I  will  tell  them  everything  that 
it  concerns  them  to  know,  Mr.  Mulgrave,**  responded 
Mrs.  Howard,  firmly.  ^^  Until  tliat  time,  be  good 
enough  to  remain  silent  about  my  affairs  as  far  as  you 
are  in  possession  of  them.  Much  escapes  even  your  in- 
sight. 

"  Yet,  in  pure  self-defence — for  I  have  ever  idolized 
the  truth,  and  not  as  an  abstraction  merely — I  must 
allege,  that  beyond  an  ambiguous  expression  in  my  first 
note  to  Mr.  Sutton  (purposely  ambiguous,  I  do  not 
hesitate  to  say,  though  veracious  in  every  detail),  I  have 
never  once  referred  to  my  husband,  dead  or  living,  in  the 
presence  of  any  one,  except  old  Lora,  since  I  came  to 
Lynnesborough.  lu  relating  to  my  relatives  the  ex- 
periences of  my  life  in  California,  I  need  a  witness  to 
sustain  the  truth  of  my  assertions,  and  for  her  coming  I 
shall  wait,  before  making  my  revelation,  due  to  them  I 
feel  as  well  as  to  myself.  As  to  strangers,  they  must 
form  their  own  conclusions  to  the  end.  I  am  not  a  b^- 
gar,  Mr.  Mulgrave,  to  show  my  canker  in  the  market- 
place." 

He  had  not  expected  such  feeling  on  a  subject  they 
two  discussed  so  openly ;  but  he  knew  not  how  deeply 
humiliating  to  a  woman  organized  like  Hester  Howard 
was  such  an  alternative  as  confession  of  shame  and  d^ 
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tsdation  even  as  opposed  to  concealment  and  suspicious 
mystery. 

Mr.  Mulgrave  replied  only  by  an  expressive  bow  to 
this  outburst.  "And  now  let  me  tell  you,  Mrs.  Howard/^ 
he  said,  before  leaving,  "I  have  heard  ^Falconbridge' 
spoken  of  everywhere  as  a  splendid  performance,  and 
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weavin'  all  the  day  and  night,  bad  luck  to  them,  in- 
dusthrious  cratures  that  they  is,  and  the  misthress  has  an 
eye  for  them  gray  curtains,  I  tell  you,  that's  about  the 
quickest." 

The  man  thus  summoned  approached.  Mattie  crouched 
lower  and  lower  to  avoid  their  groping  hands ;  presently 
there  was  an  explosion,  a  little  scream,  a  struggle  in  the 
dark,  and  Kitty  Cline  fled  precipitately  with  upraised 
hands  after  James  Sellers,  to  inflict  chastisement  on  his 
face,  in  revenge  for  the  kiss  he  had  stolen  from  hers. 
Their  path  lay  towards  the  kitchen. 

The  diversion  was  a  fortunate  one  for  Mattie.  She  had 
just  one  moment  in  which  to  fly  down  a  narrow  corridor, 
and  take  refuge  in  a  bath-room,  before  Kitty  Cline  re- 
turned to  renew  her  search,  alone  this  time,  light  in  hand. 

When  Mrs.  Howard  went  up-stairs  a  few  minutes 
later,  she  met  Mattie  on  the  first  platform,  fresh  as  a 
naiad  fi*om  her  impromptu  bath,  and  the  sisters  ascended 
the  remainder  of  the  broad  staircase  hand-in-hand  to- 
gether, talking  cheerfully. 

Nor  was  there  anything  in  the  manner  of  Mattie 
Lynne  to  betray  either  then  or  thereafter  that  she  had 
been  committing  a  felony  of  the  very  basest  and  most  in- 
excusable description.  For  a  thief  may  be  a  hungered, 
and  a  cold,  and  steal  to  supply  these  deficiencies,  but  a 
morbid  and  mean  appetite  for  penetrating  the  mysteries 
of  others  presents  no  such  claims  to  our  sympathy  and 
forbearance,  and  alone  actuates  the  eaves-dropper.  Since 
the  time  that  the  listening  slave  betrayed  the  sons  of 
Brutus  and  Collatinus,  up  to  this  hour,  no  good  has  ever 
come  of  such  household  incendiaries. 

Truth  to  tell,  Mattie  felt  the  degradation  of  her  con- 
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dact  very  sensibly  after  all  the  flush  of  excitemeot  was 
over,  and  she  reflected  on  its  ignominy  and  the  disgrace- 
ful contiguity  to  which  it  had  exposed  Aer,  one  of  Judge 
Lyune's  daughters  I  To  be  cognizant  of  the  coarse 
flirtation  of  a  chambermaid  and  lackey  was  bad  enough, 
but  to  owe  to  this  her  immunity  from  threatened  dis- 
covery and  di^race  was  still  worse,  and  worst  of  all  was 
the  consciousness  that  this  humiliation  was  all  for  noth- 
ing, since,  before  many  days,  the  secret  would  have 
been  hers  voluntarily,  and  by  right. 

It  was  in  vain  that  she  addressed  herself  in  the  ac- 
customed language  of  sophistry,  trying  to  delude  her 
better  sense  into  the  belief  that  **  it  was  only  a  good  joke, 
something  not  to  be  thought  of  twice,''  and  altogether 
*'not  worth  the  least  consideration.'^  Her  cheeks  and 
ears  would  bum  even  in  the  solitude  of  her  own  cham- 
ber, when  she  remembered  her  situation  in  the  recess 
crouched  behind  the  coal-bin,  and  shrinking  from  the 
light  like  a  slave  from  the  lash,  or  a  deserter  from  the 
discovery  of  his  superior  ofiBicer. 


CHAPTER    II. 

A  CATASTROPHB  AND  ITS  CONSEQUENCES— AN  OPPORTUNE 
ABKIVAL  — A  CONCLAVE  OF  COMMONPLACES  —  C-fflSAR 
COMES. 

EARLY  in  September,  a  party  of  young  people, 
matronized  by  the  august  Mrs.  Peters  in  person, 
proposed  a  brief  journey  to  New  York  and  Niagara,  in 
the  programme  of  which  pleasure  trip  Melissa  and 
Mattie  were  included. 
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It  was  fortunately  in  the  power  of  Mrs.  Howard  to 
indulge  her  sisters  in  this  instance^  and  they  prepared  for 
a  fortnight  of  travel  and  variety  which  would  bring 
them  to  the  time  for  Doctor  Trevor's  expected  visit  to 
Lynnesborough,  ^^  where  his  business  brings  him/'  said 
MattiC;  pointedly,  *'  and  the  understanding  between  us  is, 
that  he  is  to  escort  me  back  to  Ilium/' 

"  His  business,  I  suspect  very  shrewdly,  Mattie,"  said 
her  sister,  "  is  one  with  the  object  of  which  you  are  per- 
fectly acquainted.     Am  I  not  right,  dear  ?" 

"Keep  your  secrets,  sister  Hester,  and  let  me  keep 
mine  1 "  said  the  girl,  defiantly,  yet  well  pleased,  secretly, 
that  such  motive  should  be  assigned  by  any  one  to 
Doctor  Trevor's  advent. 

Truth  to  tell,  as  the  time  for  Mrs.  Carisbrook's 
arrival  approached,  Hester  Howard  was  glad  to  be 
alone,  for  it  was  without  the  presence  of  witnesses  she 
desired  to  receive  her  friend.  She  had  even  summoned 
up  the  courage  to  postpone  Sophia  Sutton's  threatened 
invasion  for  a  ten  days'  visit  until  October,  at  which 
season,  when  matters  should  be  settled  again,  she  felt  she 
could  better  bear,  than  in  her  state  of  nervous  expectancy, 
the  presence  of  that  totally  uncongenial  spirit,  and  her 
brood  of  five  badly-managed  children. 

Had  she  known,  however,  the  state  of  mind  produced 
by  her  kind  note  of  postponement  (not  refusal),  in  which 
she  frankly  stated  her  reasons  for  wishing  to  be  a  while 
alone,  and  even  the  necessity  of  such  a  measure  in  her 
present  excifced  condition,  she  would  have  hesitated  be- 
fore calling  down  such  a  storm  on  her  unoffending  head 
of  bitter  taunt  and  vituperation  as  left  her  stepngister's 
lips  on  the  occasion. 
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Among  other  things^  she  declared  her  belief  tliat  it 
-was  Acer  stinginess  from  beginning  to  ^id.  Running 
on  in  this  &shion : 

^*I  suppose  she  b^rudges  me  and  my  poor,  dear 
Iambs,  what  they  eat  at  her  table,  for  Kitty  Cline  makes 
no  secret  of  saying  that  she  lives  off  of  a  waiter  when  she 
is  by  herself,  and  gives  her  servants  board-wages/' 

"Ample  ones,  no  doubt,  Sophia,^'  meekly  suggested 
Sutton,  whose  terror  was  a  scene,  "  and  surely  it  is  a  great 
saving  of  trouble  and  forethought  to  a  woman  who  sets 
her  heart  so  much  on  reading  and  studying/' 

"Oh,  you  and  Mattie  Lynne  are  crazy  about  that 
woman,  I  verily  believe,  just  because  she  puts  on  airs  of 
superiority !  Flirting  with  that  lawyer,  and  her  husband 
not  dead  a  year!  Melissa  says  it's  scandalous  the  set 
she  makes  at  him,  but  he's  past  hope  in  love  with  Me- 
lissa, that's  one  comfort,"  and  she  laughed,  bitterly, 

"I  saw  no  signs  of  either  flirtation  on  her  part  or 
love  on  his  for  Melissa,  when  I  was  at  the  Briarheath 
party  the  girls  gave  a  week  or  two  since.  I  thought 
matters  were  just  reversed." 

"What!  after  that  turquoise  ring,  and  the  note  ac- 
companying it  ?    Then  the  man's  a  villain  I — " 

"  Not  at  all,"  interrupted  Mr.  Sutton,  coolly.  "  He 
returns  courtesy  shown  to  him  by  one  sister  with  polite- 
ness towards  another,  that  is  all.  Melissa  had  better 
take  Charlie  Evans  and  be  done  with  it.  She  will  never 
get  either  Hairwood  or  Mulgrave.  I  am  a  cool,  dis- 
passionate judge  of  such  proceedings,  Sophia,  as  you 
know,  and  you  had  better  advise  your  sister  not  to  drop 
the  substance  for  the  shadow  like  the  silly  dog  in 
the  &ble,  who  finally  got  nothing  for  his  pains,  you 
remember." 
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"  Indeed  I  shall  do  no  such  thing,  Mr.  Sntton.  I 
believe  Mulgrave  will  toe  the  mark  yet  Melissa  expects 
to  meet  him  at  Niagara,  and  she'll  come  back  engaged, 
you'll  see,  and  Mattie  may  put  up  with  Evans  for  her 
share.  He'd  suit  her  exactly,  rich,  handsome,  and  a  fool. 
Nobody  with  a  grain  of  sense  could  ever  put  up  with 
that  girl's  capers,  and  she's  smart  enough  for  two." 

"  So  she  is,  so  she  is,"  echoed  the  poor,  down-trodden 
husband,  ^^  and  as  bright  as  a  bird  in  June ;  and  what  a 
game  to  be  sure  she  is  playing  1  Why  she  winds  the 
widow  round  her  little  finger.  Take  example,  Sophia, 
and  show  no  childish  humors  at  whims  you  cannot  con- 
trol, and  if  I  were  you,  my  dear,  I  would  never  take  all 
the  children  there  at  once  again.  My  own,  I  say,  can 
stay  at  home  at  any  time;  nor  make  another  visitation 
of  three  weeks,  as  you  did  last  Christmas,  nor  suffer  them 
to  pry  into  everything,  pull  flowers,  tear  books,  destroy 
ornaments  and  china,  as  I  have  known  them  to  do  in 
your  sister's  house.     It  is  really  unendurable." 

"Good  heavens,  Mr.  Sutton,  this  is  too  bad,"  said 
Sophia,  bursting  into  tears  of  rage,  "  to  turn  this  way 
against  your  own  flesh  and  blood,  and  take  up  for  that 
sanctified  hypocrite,  Hester  Howard  "  (sobbing  bitterly). 
"  When  Harry  broke  his  leg  at  her  house  last  fall,  did 
not  she  pretend  the  greatest  affection"  (sobbing)  "for 
the  poor,  dear  child,  and  sit  up  with  him  herself  of 
nights"  (sobs),  "and  feed  him  with  her  own  hands" 
(sobs)  "  with  all  the  dainties  she  could  think  of  or  pro- 
cure" (sobs  and  snifls),  "playing  the  devoted,  the  deceit- 
ful Pharisee,  just  to  enlist  your  affections  "  (short,  panting 
sobs,  evidently  of  condensed  passion),  "  and  now  she  has 
the  face  to  decline  our  company,  mine  and  Harry's,  and 
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all^  ibr  some  old  Jezebel,  no  doubt,  as  all  those  mean  foreign 
women  are,  and  she  knows  she  has  gained  you  over  and 
she  thinks  she  can  afford  to  snap  her  fingers  in  my  &oe." 

Prolonged  sobe^  during  the  performance  of  which  Mr. 
Sutton  quietly  sneaks  out  of  the  door,  and  wends  his  way 
down  the  dirty  streets  of  Sliding  Stone,  to  seek  the  kindly 
refuge  of  his  little  dingy  real-estate  office,  where  he  first 
draws  a  long,  free  breath. 

It  was  fortunate,  perhaps,  for  Mrs,  Howard,  that  while 
her  step-sister  maintained  this  state  of  feeling  towards 
her,  a  note  from  Miss  Penelope  Dean  should  have  reached 
Mr.  Sutton,  which  he  deemed  it  his  duty  immediately  tO 
submit  to  his  irate  spouse,  as  by  the  persistence  of  this 
mood  and  the  vow  she  had  recorded  on  high  while  under 
its  influence,  Hester  was  spared  the  additional  anguish 
of  her  presence,  during  a  period  of  great  suffering. 

The  note  ran  as  follows: 

**  Miss  Penelope  Dean  presents  her  sincere  compliments 
to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sutton,  and  begs  to  apprise  them  of  the 
very  painful  condition  into  which  their  relative,  Mrs. 
Howard,  has  fiillen  (cataleptic  in  its  nature,  Doctor  Pat- 
terson opines),  since  hearing  of  the  loss  at  sea  of  the 
packet  ship  '  Mount  Hecla,'  due  this  week  from  Liver- 
pool, in  which  a  valued  fnend  was  expected  by  Mrs. 
Howard.  The  shock  of  this  catastrophe  has  overwhelmed 
that  estimable  lady  in  the  manner  alluded  to,  and  it  is 
respectfully  suggested  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sutton  lose  no 
time  in  adding  their  valuable  assistance  and  counsel  to  the 
measures  already  pursued,  but  so  far  in  vain,  by  her  ex- 
cellent and  skilful  physician. 

"Old  Lora  declares  her  mistress  to  be  in  the  same  con- 
dition that  endan^red  her  life  in  California,  and  where 
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she  was  relieved  by  a  ooDJuror^  as  the  servant  affirms, 
after  her  life  had  been  despaired  of  by  her  regular  medioal 
attendant 

*^  The  Misses  Dean  are  at  Briarheath,  bat  find  their 
services^  so  fiur^  unavailing/' 

This  note  bore  date  of  the  mcmiing^  and  Mr.  Sutton 
determined  at  once  to  take  the  evening  train  for  Ljnnee- 
borough^  requesting  the  implacable  Sophia  to  follow  him 
next  day. 

In  making  this  request  he  reckoned  without  his  host, 
however.  He  found  his  wife  inexorable,  and  strength- 
ened in  her  determination  by  having,  as  she  averred, 
"  taken  her  Bible  oath  "  to  stand  on  ceremony  with  her 
offending  sister,  an  irresistible  point  with  him  also,  as 
she  kneW;  as  a  church  member. 

"Good-by,  Sophia,  my  dear/'  said  Sutton,  kindly,  as 
he  received  from  her  unwilling  hand  the  valise  contain- 
ing his  change  of  linen,  which  he  had  desired  her  to  pre- 
pare, "  I  r^ret  that  your  oath  stands  in  the  way  of  your 
privil^e,  as  a  Christian,  for  this  was  a  rare  occasion  to 
show  forth  the  light  that  is  in  you ;  all  the  more,  that  if 
you  only  knew  your  own  interest,  or  mine,  or  the  chil- 
dren's, you  would  be  sorry  to  hold  back  now.  This  is  a 
crisis,  perhaps,  in  our  fortunes.  Suppose  your  sister 
dies ;  those  reticent,  nervous  people,  you  know — " 

"  Never  die,"  interrupted  Sophia,  snappishly,  "  but  if 
I  were  in  your  place,  I  would  take  diamond  studs  next 
time;  one  watch  is  enough,  it  seems  to  me." 

"  I  am  in  the  performance  of  a  Christian  duty,  not 
seeking  for  reward,"  said  Sutton,  sanctimoniously,  and 
with  the  recurrent  snuffle  with  which  he  droned  forth  his 
prayer  on  occasions  of  exhortation ;  for  he  was  a  ruling 
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elder^  and  was  called  upon  not  unfrequently  to  supply 
the  place  of  the  missing  Pharisees. 

There  was  an  actor  once  who  painted  himself  black 
all  over  when  he  enacted  the  part  of  Othello,  and  declared 
he  found  inspiration  in  the  consisteni^  of  his  odor. 

Brother  Sutton  was  a  hypocrite  of  this  order.  He  had 
grown  so  used  to  his  own  sophistry  that  he  never  ad- 
mitted anything  else,  even  to  himself,  and  he  went  forth 
now  with  all  the  skin-deep  enthusiasm  of  true  chivalry 
to  do  battle,  not  for  the  cause  of  desolate  womanhood,  as 
he  flattered  himself,  but  to  break  a  lance  for  mammon  1 

Had  sister  Hester  been  fretting  her  heart  out  for  a 
foreign  friend,  under  a  pauper's  shed,  brother  Button 
would,  in  all  probability,  have  remained  at  home  en- 
gaged in  the  discharge  of  his  domestic  duties,  which  as  it 
was  were  cheerfully  sacrificed. 

Sliding  Stone  was  a  two  hours'  ride  by  express  on  the 
railroad  from  Lynnesborough,  and  what  was  called  in 
that  section  "  the  Northern  Train  "  swept  through  its 
principal  street  twice  in  the  course  of  each  day,  like  a 
fiery  arrow. 

It  possessed,  likewise,  the  advantage  of  an  accommo- 
dation train,  which  stopped  continually,  like  an  inexpe- 
rienced writer  dotting  bis  u'a  or  crossing  his  tPsy  and 
dragged  its  slow  length  along  for  about  one  hour  longer 
than  the  time  occupied  by  its  more  energetic  and  expedi- 
tious compeer. 

Mr.  Sutton  reached  the  depot  just  in  tame  to  flag  the 
express,  which  signal  was  necessary  to  stay  its  impetuous 
progress,  and  like  a  mad  bull  it  snorted  and  paused  at 
the  sight  of  the  red  rag  just  long  enough  to  allow 
brother  Sutton  to  leap  on  the  platform,  valise  in  hand,  at 
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the  risk  of  shattering  his  fragile  pipestems,  before  it 
darted  inadly  onward  again. 

He  had  staggered  feebly  to  the  only  vacant  seat  he 
could  perceive^  and  found  himself  the  occupant  of  the 
same  bench  with  a  gentlemanly  and  handsome  man,  con- 
siderably younger  than  himself,  and  certainly  fiur  better 
dressed.  He  noticed  at  a  glance  that  his  companion  pro 
tern,  wore  a  seal  ring,  and  had  a  well-cared-for  and  deli- 
cate hand,  which  had  been  flung  carelessly  over  the  back 
of  the  seat,  when  he  took  sudden  possession  thereof,  being 
bounced  into  his  place  by  the  jarring  of  the  car,  as  a 
nurse  settles  down  a  refractory  baby  in  his  chair,  in  a 
somewhat  ludicrous  style. 

The  hand  was  withdrawn  just  in  time  to  escape  being 
smashed  by  the  meagre  spine  of  the  new-comer,  who, 
naturally  fond  of  humiliation,  as  it  would  seem,  saw  fit 
to  apologize  humbly  for  what  he  could  not  help. 

*^  I  hope,  my  good  sir,  I  did  not  inconvenience  you  at 
all  by  dropping  down  so  suddenly,  but  the  truth  is,  the 
motion  of  the  car  is  a  thing  I  can  never  accommodate 
myself  to,  as  some  people  do.  I  never  could  see  how 
conductors  kept  their  feet.'' 

"  It  is  all  a  matter  of  habit,  of  course,"  was  the  re- 
joinder, and  the  reticent  arms  were  folded  tightly. 

"Don't  you  think  some  systems  balance  better  than 
others?"  continued  Mr.  Sutton,  always  fond  of  conver- 
sation and  controversy. 

"  Well,  perhaps  so.  I  never  thought  of  it  before;  but 
no  doubt  you  are  correct.  A  very  large  or  a  very  small 
head  might  either  of  them  be  in  the  way  of  perfect 
equilibrium." 

"Just  so;  you  have  my  idea  exactly;  now  if  you  will 
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remark/'  taking  off  his  hat  to  show  the  truth  of  his  repre- 
sentation^ *^  my  head  is  long  and  narrow,  and  my  feet 
being  also  of  that  description,  though  running  out  in  an 
opposite  direction,  there  may  result  a  certain  discrepancy 
of  circulation,  which  impedes  a  perfect  consistency  of  ac- 
tion between  the  two  extremities  of  my  person.  I  do  not 
know  whether  I  have  made  my  idea  plain  to  you/'  with 
a  watery  smile. 

^*  I  think  I  know  what  you  mean,"  said  the  stranger, 
politely,  inclining  his  head  slightly,  but  with  an  expres- 
sion of  face  so  cold  and  even  dreamy  that  it  invited  no 
continuance  of  the  subject  under  discussion. 

"  You  have  a  beautiful  country  here/'  he  said,  at  last, 
rousing  himself  as  if  from  reverie.  '^  May  I  ask  how 
many  stations  we  shall  touch  before  arriving  at  Lynnes- 
borough?" 

^*  Only  two.  Now  the  accommodation  stops  everywhere, 
and  when  my  business  is  urgent,  as  it  is  to-night,  I 
always  take  the  express,  but  I  believe  I  prefer  the  mo- 
tion of  the  slow  train.  It  suits  my  temperament  some- 
how." 

'^I  should  suppose  so/'  with  the  slightest  possible 
shade  of  irony,  quite  imperceptible  to  its  object,  how- 
ever, who  continued  to  gurgle  forth  his  tepid  remarks 
despite  the  evident  weariness  of  his  companion,  like  some 
sickly  tea-kettle. 

"You  have  travelled  fiur  to-day,  sir,  I  suppose?"  he 
said,  at  last,  after  ineffectually  beating  about  the  bush  for 
something  like  a  reciprocity  of  remark  on  the  part  of 
his  silent  neighbor. 

"Since  yester  morning  uninterruptedly.  I  am  but 
dull  company,  I  know,  travel-worn  as  I  feel,  but  I  shall 
21 
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soon  reach  my  stopping-place.    Is  there  a  fiur  hotel  at 
Lynnesborongh  ?  " 

"Pretty  fiiir — ^pretty  fior,  considering^  as  to  farey  I 
inean/^  replied  Mr.  Sutton^  smiling^  and  stooping  down^ 
after  a  &shion  be  had^  to  conceal  his  consciousness  of 
having  perpetrated  a  pun,  by  caressing  one  of  his  long, 
lean  shanks  to  which  feet  were  appended,  shaped  like 
cantelope  seeds.  "Old  Whistlethwaite  can  make  you 
down  a  comfortable  bed,  and  give  you  a  good  square 
meal  on  very  short  notice.  Have  you  relatives  iu 
Lynnesborough,  may  I  venture  to  inquire  ?  ^' 

"  No,  not  even  acquaintances  with  one  ezcepiion.  Do 
you  know,  by-the-by,  anything  of  a  Miss  Mattie  Lynne, 
of  Lynnesborough  ?  I  believe  the  town  derives  its 
name  from  her  progenitors.'^ 

"  Mattie  Lynne  ?  Why,  my  good  sir,  she  is  my  wife's 
half-sister,  and  makes  her  home  with  me  at  Sliding 
Stone,  or  did,  until  another  half-sister  of  hers  came  back 
from  California,  and  bought  the  ,old  Lynne  propertyj- 
Briarheath,  and  fitted  it  up  in  handsome  style  with  my 
assistance,  and — ahem — advice.  You  have  come  to  the 
light  person  to  ask  about  the  Misses  Lynne.  There  is 
another,  you  see." 

"  Mrs.  Howard  is  a  widow,  I  believe  ? '' 

"Yes,  yes,  poor  thing;  and  very  ill  just  now,  she  is  I 
I  have  just  been  summoned  to  her  bedside,  and  my  in- 
formant, a  most  respectable  maiden  lady  and  intimate 
friend  of  hers.  Miss  Penelope  Dean,  considers  her  in 
imminent  danger ;  such,  also,,  is  the  opinion  of  Doctor 
Hubbard  Patterson,  one  of  our  first  practitioners.  She 
is  cataleptic.'^ 

The  last  words  were  uttered  in  an  undertone,  imply- 
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ing  the  moet  solemn  recognition  of  something  very  awful 
and  mysterious  in  their  import,  but  their  effect  on  the 
countenance  of  his  now  attentive  companion  was  not  noted 
by  Mr.  Sutton,  for  at  that  moment  an  unhappy  cow,  who 
had  disr^arded  the  warning  whistle,  truly  the  last  trump 
to  her,  was  whirled  aloft  by  the  cow-catcher,  and  lay  a 
shapeless  mass  on  the  roadside. 

This  incident  engrossed  Mr.  Sutton's  whole  attention 
for  some  moments,  but  was  totally  unheeded  by  the 
stranger,  who  sat  engrossed  in  thought  for  the  rest  of  the 
journey,  parting  politely  with  his  "  compagnon  de  voy- 
age'' at  the  Lynnesborough  depot,  whence  he  wended 
his  way,  portmanteau  in  hand,  to  the  principal  hotel  of 
the  village. 

'^  I  thought  he  was  some  person  of  distinction  from 
his  manner  and  appearance/'  mused  brother  Sutton,  half- 
contemptuously,  as  he  watched  the  retreating  form  of  his 
late  companion  bearing  his  own  light  luggage,  '^  but  now 
I  know  he  is  nothing  but  a  drummer,  or  mayhap,  still 
worse,  a  preacher  on  his  circuit  1  I  thought  he  was  a 
sugar  planter,  at  least." 

After  partaking  of  some  refreshment  and  renewing  his 
toilet  very  expeditiously,  the  stranger  inquired  the  way 
to  the  residence  of  Mrs.  Hester  Howard,  whither  Mr. 
Sutton  had  gone  immediately  on  his  arrival  at  Lynnes- 
borough, and  to  the  astonishment  of  that  gentleman  he 
followed  &st  on  his  footsteps. 

A  newsboy  passed  him  on  his  solitary  way  to  that 
suburban  residence,  and  as  he  was  crossing  the  lighted 
court-house  square,  crying  out  in  his  high  and  piercing 
tones  the  contents  of  the  paper  he  offered  for  sale. 

^^  More  news  from  the  Mount  Hecla !    All  New  York 
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in  mourning  I  Not  a  soul  saved  except  the  captain^  and 
one  cabin-boy !  *' 

"  Bird  of  ill  omen/'  he  thought,  "  what  is  that  ^ip  to 
me,  so  that  my  bark  of  hope  be  not  foundered  in  the 
deep  waters  I  How  selfish  my  anxiety  makes  me.  O 
God !  permit  me  in  Thy  great  providence  to  rescue  her 
once  more,  and  I  shall  be  content  to  die !  *'  He  little 
knew  how  vitally  the  loss  of  that  fiited  ship  was  affect- 
ing the  object  of  his  deep  solicitude. 

It  was  nine  o'clock  when  he  reached  the  door  of  Briar- 
heath,  and  rang  the  bell,  which  pealed  sonorously 
through  the  house. 

The  upper  story  was  dark,  but  there  were  lights  below, 
and  soon  in  answer  to  his  inquiry  and  demand  to  see  the 
inmates  of  the  house,  whoever  they  might  be,  he  was 
shown  into  the  lighted  library,  where  he  found  an  as^ 
semblage  of  sorrowful  faces,  among  which  he  recc^nized 
at  a  glance  that  of  his  late  travelling  companion.  The 
recognition  was  simultaneous,  and  Mr.  Sutton  advanced 
with  more  than  his  usual  alacrity  to  receive  the  stranger, 
who,  hat  in  hand,  stood  on  the  threshold  of  the  door. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  inform  you,  my  dear  sir,  that  the 
object  of  your  visit  (Miss  Mattie  Lynne,  no  doubt)  ia 
absent  at  this  time,  as  is  her  elder  sister.  Miss  Melissa  I 
Come  in,  however,  and  sit  down  amid  our  sorrowing 
circle,  for,  alas !  we  have  every  reason  to  believe  that  tha 
luminary  of  this  mansion  will  shortly  be  extinguished !  '* 
whispering  these  last  words  in  accents  that  reached  every 
ear  in  the  otherwise  silent  apartment. 

'^  Mrs.  Howard  is  sinking  fast,  I  am  sorry  to  inform 
you.     Ahem ! " 

After  imparting  this  information  to  the  still  and  im- 
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accord  a  privilege  like  that  to  one  of  whom  I,  so  fer, 
know  nothing !  Any  questions,  however,  that  yon  see 
fit  to  put  to  me  before  this  company,  shall  be  truthfully 
and  freely  answered,  as  far  as  medical  propriety  permits. 
I  presume  you  wish  to  inquire,  for  some  reason,  par- 
ticularly into  the  condition  of  Mistress  Howard  ? '' 

"  I  do.  Tell  me  then,  to  begin  with,  is  Mrs.  Howard 
perfectly  conscious  at  this  time?'* 

*^  Perfectly !  that  is  the  worst  of  it ;  a  little  delirium, 
even,  would  have  been  a  desirable  symptom  in  her  case, 
giving  me  at  least  an  opportunity  of  taking  control  of  her 
condition,  which  now  I  cannot  venture  to  do  at  all. 
Concerning  her  obstinacy  these  ladies  will  bear  me 
witness.  *' 

"  Will  one  of  them  be  good  enough  to  give  my  card  to 
Mrs.  Howwxl  ? "  interrupted  the  stranger,  irreverently. 
'*  My  business  with  her  is  urgent,  and  cannot  be  delayed.*' 

^*  Business  at  such  a  time  as  this?  Oh,  it  cannot  be 
thought  of,  my  good  sir,"  said  old  Mr.  Steinbach,  ad- 
vancing to  the  front  and  taking  up  the  thread  of  dis- 
course; ^^you  have  not  properly  comprehended,  perhaps, 
the  case  of  this  dear  lady,  sick  from  grief  at  the  loss  of 
her  friend,  and  quite  unable  to  rise  up  from  her  pillow, 
or  even  receive  for  days  her  best  acquaintances.  Her 
lawyer  and  her  doctor  have  alone  had  access  to  her.*' 

"The  law  makes  a  very  good  will,  I  suppose,  in  her 
case,'*  said  Mr.  Sutton,  absently,  perhaps.  "  I  have  not 
suggested  the  matter  at  all.*' 

"  I  am  a  physician  myself,"  pursued  the  stranger,  "and 
not  without  extended  experience  in  nervous  disorders. 
I  shall  not  push  my  demands  on  the  time  or  strength  of 
Mrs.  Howard  beyond  propriety.    If  Dr.  Patterson  would 
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do  me  the  favor  to  bear  my  card^  in  person^  to  her  cham- 
ber^ he  would  oblige  me.     I  think  I  can  answer  for  it 
that  the  consequences  will  not  be  un&vorable  to  her." 
"Are  you  a  relative  of  her  English  friend,  the  lady  she 
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thin,  elderly  and  perfectly  lady-like  specimens  of  single- 
blessedness^  who  clung  so  pertinaciously  to  Mrs.  Howard 
in  sickness  as  in  healthy  that  in  her  own  despite  she  was 
obliged  to  admit  them  to  a  sort  of  spurious  intimacy. 

"I  would  prefer  that  my  card  should  precede  me/' 
said  Doctor  Trevor^  taking  for  granted  the  consent  of  the 
elder  physician  to  his  request,  backed  as  it  was  by  the 
instance  of  two  such  experienced  ladies  and  close  friends 
as  the  Misses  Dean,  the  entreating  looks  of  Mr.  Sutton, 
and  the  anxious  glance  of  Mr.  Steinbach,  who  walked 
or  rather  hobbled  up  and  down  the  room  nervously,  with 
his  hands  behind  him,  a  pinch  of  snuff  between  the  thumb 
and  forefinger  of  the  right,  which  from  time  to  time  he 
thrust  up  his  roomy  nostrils,  then  returned  to  their  pris- 
tine position  without  interrupting  his  promenade. 

"My  dear  sir,''  said  Doctor  Patterson,  pompously, 
planting  his  cane  firmly  before  him  and  leaning  upon  it 
with  both  hands  heavily,  while  he  confronted  Doctor 
Trevor  with  a  majestic  frown,  "  do  you  know  what  it  is 
you  demand?  A  virtual  concession  on  the  part  of  the 
science  of  medicine,  represented  by  me,  to  the  art  of 
charlatanry  or  empiricism,  as  represented  by  you.  Now 
this  is  not  a  personal  matter  at  all ;  it  embraces  great 
principles,  and  prodigious  issues,  as  you  perfectly  under- 
stand, being,  as  I  perceive,  a  man  accustomed  to  the 
usages  of  medical  etiquette,  and  a — ^yes,  a  gentleman  (I 
think  I  am  safe  in  using  this  expression  in  this  connec- 
tion ?  ")  glancing  round  for  the  approval  of  the  company 
at  large,  and  so  losing  the  effect  of  the  slow,  satiric  smile 
that  curled  the  well-formed  lips  of  Doctor  Trevor,  as  this 
"pronunciamento"  went  forth ;  met  as  it  was,  by  a  bow 
of  recognition  from  Mr.  Sutton,  a  courteous  wave  of  the 
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hand  from  Miss  Penelope  Dean,  a  simper  from  Miss 
Sophronia,  and  a  sndden  cessation  in  his  troubled  walk 
and  a  larid  glare  behind  his  spectacles  fix)m  old  Mr. 
Steinbach. 
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of  snuff  into  his  capacious  nostrils^  and  hobbling  across 
the  room  while  he  muttered  to  himself^  rang  the  bell 
with  considerable  violence. 

The  footman^  James  Sellers^  answered  the  imperative 
summons. 

"  Send  the  housemaid  here,"  said  the  indignant  Grer- 
man ;  '^  a  gentleman  is  waiting  to  send  up  his  card  to  Mrs. 
Howard,  and  this  privilege  he  shall  not  be  denied." 

^'  I  will  take  it  to  the  door  mjself,"  said  James  Sellers^ 
^^  both  of  the  women  are  with  the  madam  just  now." 

Comprehending  the  nature  of  the  interference  at  once. 
Doctor  Trevor  mutely  extended  his  card,  and  before  the 
astonished  group  could  recover  their  composure  James 
Sellers  was  on  his  way  with  the  objectionable  missive 
to  the  chamber  of  his  mistress. 

"You  will  bear  me  witness,"  said  Doctor  Patter- 
son, recovering  first  from  his  stupor  of  astonishment, 
and  glancing  around  the  apartment  while  he  extended 
his  hand  to  each  one  of  his  audience  in  succession, 
"you  will  severally  and  conjointly  bear  me  witness 
that  I  opposed  this  intrusion  on  the  broad  grounds  of 
medical  jurisprudence  alone,  not  from  any  selfish  motives, 
or  personal  objection  to  this  individual,  or  personagey  I 
had  better  say,  perhaps,"  in  a  pompously  sarcastic  tone. 
"  But  if  the  boundaries  of  propriety  be  exceeded  at  the 
suggestion  of  a  foreigner  and  an  interloper,  who  takes 
the  precedence  of  honored  friends  and  relatives,  I  have 
no  more  to  say,  of  course,  and  must  gracefully  retreat 
from  my  premises." 

Here  he  bowed,  smiled,  waved  his  hand,  and  plucking 
up  his  staff,  threw  himself  back  in  a  nonchalant  attitude 
in  the  great  morocco  chair  he  occupied,  near  which  Mr. 
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Sutton  seated^  or  rather  poised  himself  on  the  edge  of 
another  and  similar  one^  in  a  drooping  attitude^  feet  and 
hands  placed  severally  closely  together,  and  head  bowed 
forward,  very  much  in  the  position  he  assumed  in  his 
pew  on  Sundays.  "  His  turkey-buzzard  pose/^  as  Mattie 
called  it,  maliciously  as  well  as  merrily. 

The  Misses  Dean,  secretly  well  pleased  at  the  prowess 
of  Mr.  Steinbach,  and  the  success  of  the  visitor  so  far, 
sat  quietly  on  a  sofa  apart,  waiting  in  their  usual  non- 
committal way  for  the  result  of  the  application  to  the 
higher  powers ;  and  Doctor  Trevor  himself,  with  an  ap- 
parent certainty  as  to  the  result  of  the  errand  of  James 
Sellers  (singukurly  provoking  to  Doctor  Patterson),  main- 
tained his  impassible  attitude  and  expression,  and  seemed 
to  ignore  entirely  what  was  passing  around  him. 

"  Cool ! "  said  Doctor  Patterson,  aside  to  Sutton,  to 
which  suggestion  that  worthy  responded  by  two  or  three 
short,  emphatic  bobs  of  the  head,  each  lower  than  the 
last,  without  looking  up  from  the  floor  on  which  his  eyes 
were  riveted. 

'^The  gentleman  will  please  walk  np-stairs,''  said 
James  Sellers,  opening  the  door  wide,  and  revealing 
Lora  waiting  without. 

With  a  slight  diffusive  bow.  Doctor  Trevor  withdrew, 
to  follow  the  old  servant  to  the  chamber  of  the  invalid. 

^^JDevilish  cool ! ''  repeated  Doctor  Patterson,  straight- 
^ing  himself  in  his  chair,  and  bringing  down  his  cane 
emphatically.  '*  Out  of  common  civility  he  might  have 
requested  me  to  accompany  him.^' 

"Or  me,  her  near  relative,^'  said  Mr.  Sutton,  pinching 
up  his  lips. 

"Or  one  of  tw,  for  propriety 's  sake,  perhaps,^'  echoed 
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the  Misses  Dean,  ^Hhongh^  indeed,  we  shall  feel  well 
repaid  for  all  the  rebuffs  we  have  received  in  our  fre- 
quent and  well-meant  offers  of  assistance/'  pursued  Miss 
Penelope^  alone,  '^  if  this  strange  physician  should  suc- 
ceed in  promoting  the  comfort  of  our  incomparable 
friend,  or  saving  her  valuable  life,  and  restoring  her  to 
usefulness/' 

"  I  like  him  much,''  said  old  Mr.  Steinbach,  tapping 
his  huge  tortoise-shell  snuff-box,  preparatory  to  another 
elephantine  pinch.  "His  deportment  is  grave,  digni- 
fied, unobtrusive,  proud,  and  courteous  both.  He  seems 
a  man  not  flatterful  at  all,  but  simple,  true  and  great, 
and  surely  no  marble  bust  was  ever  more  correctly  hand- 
some than  he.  I  have  seen  no  aspect  more  serenely 
beautiful — ^not  Gk)ethe's  own.  I  am"  impressed  with  this 
man's  aspect,  and  that  he  should  go  alone  into  the  cham- 
ber of  sickness,  when  his  vocation  is  a  peculiar  one,  ap- 
pears to  me  no  more  than  plainly  proper,  not  a  matter 
of  choice  at  all.  Those  magnetic  passes  are  seldom 
successful  when  the  attention  of  the  patient  is  distracted," 
and  again  he  tapped  his  box  approvingly. 

"Magnetic  humbugs  I"  ejaculated  Doctor  Patterson, 
fiercely,  rising  and  seizing  his  hat.  "I  will  not  stay 
another  minute  in  a  house  where  such  chicanery  is 
proposed  and  practised  with  the  aid  and  assistance  of 
unscrupulous  dependents.  Sutton!  it  is  your  duty  to 
gect  that  man — ^that  quack  I  mean — ^fi:om  these  premises; 
that  is,  if  you  respect  me,  and  value  your  sister's  life; 
but  I  have  no  more  to  say  at  present.  Gk)od-evening, 
ladies.    Grood-evening,  Mr.  Sutton." 

Marking  in  his  farewell  and  ^*ess  his  complete  con- 
tempt for  Mr.  Steinbach,  or  ignorance  of  his  existence, 
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and  88  he  Btood  above  her,  pale^  majesiio^  benign,  extending 
over  her  pillow  his  slowlj  waving  hands,  whose  power- 
ful and  perfect  mould  alone  might  have  indicated  the 
character  of  the  man,  he  looked  like  a  guardian  saint 
watching  over  and  blessing  the  apotheosis  of  a  hol^ 
martyr.  But  there  was  no  one  to  witness  this  pure  and 
pathetic  picture  save  the  simple  slave-woman,  Lora,  who, 
bowed  down  in  affliction,  understood  alone  that  means 
were  being  employed  by  which  her  mistress  might  be 
saved — means  which  had  before  proved  successful ;  and 
in  this  thought  she  was  utterly  wrapped  away  from  all 
external  effects. 

This  scene  had  been  repeated  seven  times  and  with  the 
same  success  since  the  first  endeavor,  and  Doctor  Trevor 
was  proposing  now  to  leave  the  completion  of  the  cure, 
so  far  encouraging,  in  the  hands  of  nature.  He  thought 
sleep  would  soon  become  a  natural  visitor  once  more,  and 
though  he  promised  himself  to  linger  yet  a  few  days  at 
Lynnesborough  and  so  fulfil  his  promise  of  escorting 
Mattie  back  to  Ilium,  he  deemed  his  present  usefulness 
at  an  end,  as  &r  as  Mrs.  Howard's  health  was  concerned. 

"  Besides,''  in  speaking  to  her  of  this,  he  added,  "  the 
business  on  which  I  came  to  this  region  is  still  incom- 
plete, and  I  may  be  compelled  to  leave  it  so;  but  I  hope 
to  know  at  least  what  tenure  I  hold  on  a  treasure  I 
would  fiun  possess  before  I  go  home  again.  I  would 
fain  ask — ^"  he  hesitated ;  she  looked  into  his  face  calmly 
with  her  deep  sweet  eyes,  fountains  of  light  to  him  ever, 
and  there  was  something  in  the  tone  of  his  voice,  in  the 
expression  of  his  face,  that  indicated  as  plainly  as  words 
could  have  spoken  it,  the  nature,  if  not  the  object,  of  his 
mission. 
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"Is  it  Mattie?^^  she  asked,  hesitatingly,  and  smiling 
fitintly;  "if  so,  do  not  fear  to  speak  to  me  at  once.  I 
know  how  highly  she  r^ards  you.  I  know,  indeed,  or 
rather  I  have  suspected — '^ 

"  Not  another  word,^^  he  said,  laying  his  hand  lightly 
on  her  own,  for  he  wished  to  hear  no  more,  and  speaking 
in  a  husky  tone,  quite  unusual  to  h^m,  "not  another 
word  about  Mattie,  I  implore  you.  You  have  miscon- 
ceived me  very  strangely  indeed,  if  you  have  not  dis- 
cerned the  truth;  but  of  that  another  time.  You  are 
too  feeble  now  to  hear  it,  too  sad,  perhaps.'^ 

She  understood  him  now;  it  was  impossible  she  could 
do  otherwise,  for  his  quivering  lips  were  pressed  upon 
her  hand,  and  she  felt  tears  streaming  over  its  polished 
surface — ^tears  such  as  men  shed  but  once  in  a  lifetime ; 
tears  such  as  baptize  in  rapture  the  souls  of  the  women 
who  cause  them  to  flow. 

She  did  not  speak  or  stir,  or  struggle  to  withdraw  har 
hand  from  his  embrace.  Time  enough  for  all  that ;  time 
treading  close  on  happiness,  for  with  a  few  words  of 
simple  truth  this  Eden  dream  must  be  dispelled,  and  life 
again  be  bared  to  her  in  ghastly  loneliness. 

Yet  in  that  brief  moment  of  delight  her  mind  surveyed 
her  past  with  that  glance  of  power  that,  like  the  soul's 
retrospect  at  the  judgment  day,  sweeps  before  it  all  the 
secrets  of  a  lifetime.  She  had  loved  him,  she  felt  it  now, 
from  the  very  hour  when  his  presence  diffused  such 
balm  over  her  wrung  spirit  in  California;  loved  him 
without  even  the  recognition  of  such  a  presence. 

It  was  this  unconscious  passion  that  had  kept  her  apart 
from  evil  and  vanity  all  her  days — she  felt  this  now — 
which  had  nerved  her  to  bear,  and  to  struggle,  and  to 
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cherish  all  sweet  and  beautiful  charities,  and  uncon- 
sciously to  nourish  hopcy  which  seemed  to  her  own  out- 
ward observation  the  one  thing  utterly  wanting  in  her 
life.  This  nestling  of  her  soul,  this  strangely  implanted 
affection,  burst  its  bonds  now  and  put  forth  suddenly  its 
nascent  wings,  and  she  watched  it  soar  a  moment  in  its 
rare  and  glorious  beauty  befi)re  she  should  fling  it  forth 
forever  as  a  freed  bird,  away  on  space.  For  what  could 
she  be  to  this  man,  or  he  to  her,  beyond  the  friend  of  an 
hour  ?    What  dared  she  be  ? 

**  You  do  not  speak  to  me,*'  he  said,  suddenly  looking 
np,  ^^  you  do  not  speak  to  me,  yet  I  feel  that  you  under- 
stand me,  and  your  silence,  your  forbearance,  and  the  ex- 
pression of  your  planetary  eyes,  all  confirm  the  earnest 
hope  I  cherish.  Yes ;  it  is  yourself  I  covet,  Hester 
Howard,  none  other !  I  have  loved  you  from  the  day  I 
saw  you  at  your  cottage  door,  with  your  infant  in  your 
arms,  and  your  boy  clinging  to  your  white  garments,  the 
embodied  dream  of  a  lifetime.  So  long  ago  as  this  I 
worshipped  you,  purely,  sacredly,  truly,  afar ;  but  when 
you  lay  before  me  in  the  loss  of  these  children  in  your 
pale  beauty  in  California,  crushed,  despairing,  dying, 
dependent  on  me  alone  for  solace,  and  for  succor,  from 
the  very  grasp  of  death,  this  love  was  fimned  to  passion. 
I  saw  you  in  unworthy  hands,  from  which  I  could  not 
then  rescue  you,  bound  as  I  was  myself  by  ties  as  inex- 
tricable at  that  period  as  your  own,  for  I  too  was  married 
then  to  a  woman  for  shame  of  whom  I  had  dropped  my 
very  name ;  a  woman  forced  on  me  by  irresistible  cir- 
cumstances, or  such  as  seemed  so  once;  never  loved  by 
me,  it  is  true,  but  treated  ever  with  a  care  and  tender- 
ness that  merited  different  returns.    All  this  you  shall 
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know  later  and  fix)m  proof^  if  such  be  needed,  beyond  my 
own  assertion.  But  let  that  pass  for  the  present ;  we  are 
free  and  we  love  each  other,  and  I  offer  you  the  devotion 
of  a  life  hitherto  untried,  unfilled.   Speak  to  me,  Hester  I '' 

"  Not  now,''  she  said, "  not  now.  When  I  am  stronger, 
when  I  see  my  way  clearer,  I  will  write  to  you,  and  tell 
you  all.  In  the  meantime  come  and  go  freely  during  the 
few  days  of  living  intercourse  that  remain  to  us,  for 
hereafter  we  shall  meet  as  ghosts,  if  indeed  we  meet  at 
all,  and  the  joy  of  our  present  be  buried  among  the 
wrecks  of  our  past'' 

"  You  speak  in  enigmas,"  he  replied.  "  I  do  not  under- 
stand you ;  if  I  have  mistaken  your  sentiments  for  me, 
presumed  too  fiir,  rebuke  me  at  once,  and  do  not  spare 
my  feelings,  nerved  now  to  the  utmost" 

He  rose,  he  paced  the  floor ;  she  followed  him  with  her 
mournful,  straining  eyes. 

^^  What  is  this  cloud  which  seems  to  rise  between  us, 
and  envelop  us  in  the  folds  of  its  mysterious  sadness  even 
at  the  very  outset  of  our  joy  ?  "  he  asked,  suddenly  paus- 
ing in  his  rapid  walk ;  '^  answer  me.  I  can  bear  it  better 
now  than  at  any  future  period  of  our  intercourse.  Do 
you  not  love  me,  Hester?"  he  asked,  approaching  her 
with  outstretched  hands.  ^'  Have  I  dreamed  a  dream  of 
the  night  to  avraken  at  daybreak  forlorn — ^my  vision 
broken?" 

"  Love  you?  oh,  yes,  I  love  you,"  she  replied,  ''truly, 
deeply,  fervently,  and  for  the  first  time  in  my  life.  I 
have  always  loved  you,  Mordaunt,  since  I  knew  you, 
instinctively  loved  you.  I  feel  this  now ;  but  there  are 
obstacles  between  us  that  I  cannot  speak  of  now ;  cannot 
remove,  without,  without — " 
22 
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As  she  spoke  her  arms  fell  nervelessly  at  her  side,  her 
eyes  closed,  her  lips  relaxed,  a  deathlike  pallor  chilled 
her  face  to  stone — a  spell  of  suffering,  from  which  she 
revived  slowly,  only  to  sink  again  into  a  condition  of 
nervous  ecstasy. 

Doctor  Trevor  reproached  himself  bitterly  for  an  im- 
petuosity of  conduct  strangely  at  variance  with  the  habit 
of  his  life,  and  promised  himself  superior  caution  and  reti- 
cence for  the  future.  Again  in  the  exercise  of  his  power 
he  lulled  the  excited  nerves  of  her  he  loved ;  and  again 
in  her  recovery  basked  in  the  wan  renewed  sunshine  of 
her  sweet  and  tender  eyes  and  languid  smiles,  while  in 
the  delicious  security  of  weakness  she  leaned  upon  him  as 
a  pillar  of  strength,  and  enjoyed  to  the  utmost  his  fidth- 
ful  and  gentle  ministry. 

Another  week  like  this  passed  by,  before  Mattie  came ; 
during  which,  hour  by  hour  and  day  by  day,  the  love 
she  had  meant  to  put  aside  forever  gained  fresh  ascen- 
dency— grew  strong,  and  struck  deep  roots  into  her  beings 
and  shaped  itself  to  passion,  equal,  if  not  surpassing  in 
intensity  (even  as  her  temperament  was  an  exaggeration 
of  his  own),  the  sentiment  Mordaunt  Trevor  cherished 
for  her^— a  sentiment  on  his  part  so  deep,  reverent  and 
true,  that  it  dared  not,  even  in  imagination,  surpass  the 
boundaries  of  severe  respect. 

In  the  very  purity  of  a  woman's  nature  lies  most  oft^i 
her  danger ;  for,  strong  in  the  singleness  of  her  motives, 
she  yields  herself  at  times  to  a  sweet  abandon  of  affection, 
that  a  man  conscious  of  his  imperfections  dares  not  in- 
dulge in.  With  his  recent  resolves  fresh  at  heart,  and 
trembling  for  the  health  of  the  woman  he  idolized,  Doc- 
tor Trevor  referred  but  rarely,  during  these  last  days,  to 
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the  passionate  affection  that  lay  close  at  his  lifesprings. 
He  had  promised  himself  to  be  patient,  and  to  T?ait 
silently  for  her  explanation,  still  necessarily  deferred; 
and  he  felt  it  suf&oient  for  the  time  being  to  watch  the 
light  returning  to  her  eyes,  the  color  to  h^  Ups,  to  know 
that  she  loved  him,  and  to  minister  to  every  physical 
want  with  the  unfailing  vigilance  of  combined  skill  and 
affection. 

Had  he  spoken  the  words  then  that  he  manfully  re- 
strained, she  might  have  impetuously  resigned  for  him 
home,  honor,  happiness,  unless,  indeed,  his  affection  had 
sufficed  to  insure  the  last  and  repay  her  for  all  other 
losses.  For  she  loved  this  man  with  the  love  of  such 
peculiar  organizations — a  love,  real  as  life,  strong  and 
irresistible  as  death,  eternal  as  heaven  itself. 

Perhaps  had  he  guessed  all  this  he  might,  like  other 
men,  have  loved  her  the  less,  for  that  her  love  so  power- 
fully exceeded  his  own,  and  cooled  in  his  devotion  to- 
wards her  in  proportion  as  she  warmed  to  him ;  but,  like 
most  impassioned  and  high-strung  people,  she  possessed 
the  reticence  that  is  given  to  such  beings,  as  a  necessary 
armor  against,  and  compensation  for,  other  infirmities. 
She  kept  down  her  emotions,  even  in  her  weakness,  to 
that  just  level  that  is  recognized  universally  by  the  name 
of  ^^  womanhood  ;^^  and  if  I  lift  a  comer  of  the  veil  that 
concealed  her  martyrdom,  it  is  that  you  may  admire  and 
not  deride,  oh  reader,  the  mighty  and  victorious  struggle 
that  went  on  beneath  it. 

Reflect,  in  extenuation  of  this  in&tnation  of  hers,  that 
this  woman  of  genius,  developed  late,  and  suffering  early, 
knew  now  for  the  first  time  in  her  life  that  unspeakable 
joy  that  usually  once  at  least  crowns  the  brow  of  youth ; 
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and  that  this  revelation  came  to  her  at  a  period  when 
maturity  had  strengthened  emotion  and  experience  shown 
her  the  emptiness  of  all  other  sources  of  enjoyment. 

Reflect,  also,  that  religion  was  still  a  sealed  book  to  her 
soul,  where  imagination  reigned  in  desolate  splendor  and 
despotism.  Pity  this  woman,  widowed  if  a  wife!  be- 
reft if  once  a  mother  I  knowing  &me  only  as  a  mockery 
and  a  thorn ;  a  patient  priestess  at  the  altar  of  happiness, 
for  whom  no  fires  had  yet  been  kindled,  waiting,  watch- 
ing in  the  shadow !  Pity,  and  blame  her  not,  if  for  all 
recompense  and  compensation  for  the  anguish  of  her  past, 
the  desolation  of  her  present,  she  was  content  to  snatch 
one  heart  from  the  whirl  of  existence  to  be  her  only 
meed,  her  sole  domain,  her  kingdom,  her  reward  I  It 
was  during  these  days  of  her  slow  and  blissful  convales- 
cence that  Doctor  Trevor  laid  before  her  some  passages 
of  his  life  which  bore  directly  on  the  present  and  future 
of  both  parties. 

He  was  the  son,  he  told  her,  of  Catholic  parents, 
though  himself  a  Protestant.  His  mother  was  a  Mor- 
daunt,  and  he  had  been  chiefly  educated  in  the  house  of 
her  &ther,  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England,  and 
a  man  of  the  purest  principles  and  finest  attainments. 

The  conversion  of  his  mother  to  Catholicism  had 
drawn  a  line  of  coldness  between  father  and  child,  and  it 
was  principally  with  a  view,  perhaps,  to  conciliating  her 
estranged  parent  that  Mrs.  Mordaunt  consented  that  he 
should  rear  her  son,  secure  at  the  same  time  in  the  con- 
sciousness of  his  ability  to  perform  this  task  nobly. 

The  select  school  of  Eric  Mordaunt  was  esteemed  one 
of  the  best  in  Eugland,  and  as  Ernest  Trevor  was  blest 
with  a  numerous  family,  and  restricted  to  small  means 
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of  sustaining  them^  it  was  not  difficult  for  his  wife^  not- 
withstanding his  religious  prejudices,  to  persuade  him  to 
permit  the  grand&ther  of  her  favorite  boy  to  assume  the 
burden  of  his  education  and  expenses. 

Thus  Mordaunt  Trevor  was  reared  apart  from  his 
own  family,  of  whom  he  was  the  eldest,  if  we  except  a 
son,  by  a  first  marriage  of  Mr.  Ernest  Trevor^s,  much 
older  than  himself,  and  who  had  been  early  dedicated  to 
the  Catholic  Church  by  his  own  selection. 

It  was  during  the  prevalence  of  a  fatal  epidemic  that 
Mordaunt  Trevor  was  called  home,  for  the  first  time  for 
years  (save  during  the  brief  continuance  of  Christmas 
and  midsummer  holidays),  to  see  his  mother  and  three 
of  her  children  expire,  and  to  aid  his  father  and  elder 
brother  in  their  effi)rt8  to  save  the  lives  of  the  four 
younger  remaining  children,  fortunately  sucoessfiil. 

He  was  now  for  the  first  time  thrown  into  intimate 
intercourse  with  his  half-brother,  Ambrose,  and  before 
many  days  surrendered  himself  with  all  the  abandon  of 
youthful  confidence  to  an  influence  more  delightful  and 
irresistible  than  any  that  had  ever  before  been  exerted 
over  his  imaginative  nature. 

In  addition  to  manners  of  the  most  gentle  and  in- ' 
sinuating  sweetness  and  a  voice  of  the  rarest  melody, 
Ambrose  Trevor  was  gifled  with  personal  beauty  of  a 
strange  and  dazzling  type. 

His  golden  hair,  violet  eyes,  and  radiant  complexion, 
united  with  the  perfect  symmetry  of  his  features  and  tlie 
sweetness  of  his  expression,  gave  him  the  exterior  of  an 
angel.  This  radiant  countenance  diverted  attention  at 
first,  in  most  instances,  from  the  painful  circumstance 
of  his  physical  deformity.     His  figure,  small  and  im- 
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perfectly  put  togetKer,  with  its  high  shoulders,  ^ong 
arms,  and  disproportioned  jength  of  limb,  impressed  the 
experienced  ^e  after  scrutiny,  as  the  result  of  spinal 
disease,  and  was  terminated  by  slender  feet,  lame  and 
stiffened  in  some  way,  but  what,  it  was  difficult  to  deter- 
mine. It  was  long  before — ^by  mere  accident,  and  not 
without  a  certain  horror — Mordaunt  Trevor  discovered 
that  one  of  these  was  clubbed ;  the  deficiency  being  art- 
fully supplied  by  the  mechanism  of  a  boot  constructed 
on  the  continent,  where  artisans  of  skill  abound,  and 
where  Ambrose  Trevor  had  received  his  education. 

It  was  through  the  persuasions  of  this  relative  that 
Mordaunt  Trevor  determined  to  pursue  the  profession 
he  had  selected  abroad.  Italy  offered  in  the  seclusion  of 
one  of  those  far-famed  occult  collies,  in  which  medicine 
is  treated  less  as  an  open  science  than  a  holy  mystery, 
inducements  to  his  imaginative  temperament.  The  very 
gift  he  possessed,  of  "  the  laying  on  of  hands,'*  seemed  to 
point  to  some  peculiar  mode  of  medical  training,  and  the 
imagination  of  the  youth  was  kindled  by  the  represen- 
tations of  the  older  man,  whose  rare  attainments  and 
felicity  of  expression  befitted  him  well  to  gain  empire 
over  the  minds  of  his  youthful  compeers. 

The  £ither  of  these  brothers  bore  little  resemblance  to 
either  son.  It  was  from  their  mothers  that  each  one  had 
inherited  his  peculiar  coloring  and  style  of  features,  and 
probably  as  well  the  tone  of  his  mind  and  disposition. 

Ernest  Mordaunt,  the  father,  was,  at  the  time  we  write 
of,  a  stern,  sad,  sallow  man,  of  fifty-five,  tall  and 
thin,  black-eyed,  and  intensely  black-haired,  save  where 
threads  of  silver  mingled  therewith,  and  with  a  long, 
narrow  visage,  rarely  illumined  with  a  melancholy 
smile  of  singular  but  saturnine  sweetness. 
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He  was  a  self-engroesed  student;  who  held  been  content 
to  let  his  purposeless  life  glide  away  in  the  shadows  of 
his  libnuy,  never  improving  his  small  patrimony^  and  as 
his  fiunily  increased  more  and  more,  retrenching  his  ex- 
penditures, until  at  last  a  frugality  bordering  on  parsi- 
mony had  become  the  law  of  his  narrow  household ;  the 
law  not  of  choice,  but  stem  necessity. 

One  master  passion  alone  held  possession  of  his  nature, 
otherwise  apathetic,  and  this  was  the  idolatry  he  cherished 
for  his  elder  son.  The  r6Bt  of  his  children  he  estimated 
as  of  an  inferior  race  and  type,  and  would  have  been 
content  to  see  hewers  of  wood  and  drawers  of  water  for 
the  promotion  of  the  interests  of  his  first-bom. 

"He  will  wear  a  Cardinal's  hat  yet,*'  he  would  say  to 
himself,  when  the  nature  of  his  son's  vocation  was  de- 
cided upon  and  fixed,  "  and  no  woman  shall  call  him 
husband  and  make  him  bondman  I  Thank  Grod^  at 
least,  for  that  I'' 

So,  making  the  best  of  the  inexorable  resolution  of  his 
boy,  he  managed  to  extract  consolation  from  what  had 
caused  him  chagrin  in  the  banning. 

It  may  be  inferred  from  what  has  been  here  related 
that  the  mother  of  Mordaunt  Trevor  had  led  no  very 
happy  or  satisfiujtory  life,  and  that  her  proselytism  had 
been  perhaps  a  matter  of  expediency  for  the  securing 
of  fisimily  peace  and  tranquillity  so  essential  to  her  gentle 
nature. 

For  there  is  little  doubt  that  Ernest  Mordaunt  was, 
in  his  quiet  way,  a  despot,  though  he  spoke  so  feelingly 
of  the  serfdom  of  husbands,  meaning,  it  may  be  sup- 
posed, the  bondage  the  marriage  tie  entails  in  the 
abstract 
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Bat  nothing  of  this  sort  could  now  oome  between 
&ther  and  son^  for  the  gentle  mother  was  gone^  who  had 
sacrificed  her  own  yearnings  for  the  wel&re  of  her  eldest 
bom,  and  worn  her  yoke  of  forbearance  long  and  meekly. 
No  tyrant  like  the  leaden  sway  of  the  obstinacy  of 
inertia^  such  as  late  and  early  signalized  Ernest  Trevor  I 

While  still  the  Italian  plan  of  study  was  in  abeyance, 
for  Mordaunt  Trevor  would  take  no  positive  step 
without  tlie  consent  of  his  grandfather  and  chief  bene- 
&ctor,  an  event  occurred  in  the  household  of  his  &ther 
which  swayed  his  destiny. 

A  letter  from  India  reached  Ernest  Trevor,  from  an 
old  and  valued  friend,  who,  on  the  point  of  death,  be- 
queathed to  him  his  daughter  as  his  ward,  entreating 
him  to  receive  her  as  an  inmate  of  his  house,  and  if  pos- 
sible to  cement  her  attachment  to  his  family  by  giving 
her  In  marriage  to  one  of  his  noble  sons. 

He  acknowledged  that  she  was  of  mixed  blood,  though 
bom  in  marriage,  and  so  &r  ill-disciplined  and  poorly 
educated,  and  he  entreated  for  her  all  the  more  (poor  as 
she  might  otherwise  prove,  notwitlistanding  her  large 
fortune)  a  place  in  that  righteous  household  which  he 
remembered  as  the  abode  of  peace  and  religious  law,  in 
the  early  marriage  days  of  his  friend.  > 

The  whole  property  and  government  of  Medora 
Gwathmey  were  to  be  placed  at  the  disposition  of  her 
guardian  unconditionally*  He  ended  by  conjuring  Mr. 
Trevor  by  the  memory  of  their  youthful  friendship  not 
to  refuse  to  assume  this  responsible  office,  so  important 
to  the  welfitre  of  his  child. 

Notwithstanding  this  appeal,  Mr.  Trevor  would  have 
repelled  the  very  idea  of  such  innovation  on  his  habits 
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and  household  pecoliaritieSy  had  it  not  been  for  the  ani- 
mated representations  of  Ambrose  Trevor^  who  implored 
him,  among  other  considerations^  not  to  relinqnish  so 
fiivorable  an  opportunity  for  the  future  establishment  of 
his  son  Mordaunt  Of  this  motive  for  receiving  Medora 
Gwathmej  as  a  member  of  his  family,  its  object  was 
kept,  however,  in  profound  ignorance  at  the  time,  nor 
was  it,  until  too  late  to  influence  his  course  of  action, 
revealed  to  him. 

She  came ;  a  girl  of  sixteen,  dark,  thin,  graceful,  un- 
formed as  a  savage  in  mind  and  manners ;  yet  not  want- 
ing in  capacity,  nor  in  engaging  qualities. 

Beauty  in  the  sight  of  Mordaunt  Trevor  she  never 
possessed.  Her  shapeless  nose,  broad  smile,  and  flattened 
forehead  were  poorly  atoned  for  in  his  estimation  by  her 
magnificent  teeth,  and  glorious,  coal-black  ^es.  Her 
coarse  straight  black  hair  betrayed  too  plainly  her  Eastern 
origin  for  his  fastidious  taste,  and  in  its  very  strength  and 
abundance  too  much  of  the  animal  predominated,  he 
fimded ;  nor  were  her  sinuous  gliding  motions  agreeable 
or  winning  to  his  eye,  as  they  seemed  to  be  to  the  observ- 
ance of  all  others. 

From  thd  first  his  instincts  were  against  her,  nor  were 
they  ever  wholly  changed. 

An  interval  of  months  elapsed  before  Mordaunt  went 
to  Italy,  during  which  he  was  thrown  daily  with  Me- 
dora Gwathmey,  and  the  consequence  was,  on  her  part,  as 
well  as  he  could  determine,  an  almost  sisterly  afiection ; 
on  his  a  more  than  brotherly  indifierence.  Towards 
Ambrose,  the  priest,  as  she  called  him,  her  manifesta- 
tions were  entirely  different.  A  coolness  of  manner, 
amounting  to  aversion,  reigned  between  them,  or  seemed 
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to  reigD,  from  the  first,  and  oontinoed  to  evinoe  itseli^  at 
least  as  long  as  Mordaant  Trevor  remained  a  witness  of 
their  intercourse. 

A  few  months  after  the  arrival  of  Medora  Qwathm^ 
he  went  to  Italy,  and  Altered  on  his  double  career  of 
student  of  art  and  of  medicine,  for  he  gave  the  rein  to 
inclination  in  those  galleries  of  mighty  masters. 

A  year  later  he  was  suddenly  recalled  by  a  cold,  stem 
letter  from  his  fether,  or  rather  order  of  recall,  ended  hy 
a  passionate  appeal  from  his  brother,  conjuring  him  to 
return  immediately,  as  the  only  remedy  against  fearful 
consequences. 

He  returned  to  find  Medora  Qwathmey  dying,  as  she 
had  alleged  in  confidence  to  her  friends  and  phjrsician, 
from  the  effects  of  the  hopeless  passion  she  had  suffered 
to  gain  possession  of  her  heart  and  whole  being,  its 
object  being  no  other  than  himself  I 

Difficult  as  it  was  to  persuade  him  of  the  possibility  of 
such  a  morbid  wilfulness  of  feeling  on  her  part,  and  un- 
just as  he  felt  the  demands  of  his  fiimily,  and  above  all,  his 
brother's  iAcreduliiy  as  to  his  unconsciousness  of  Medo- 
ra's  attachment,  he  was  at  length,  through  her  own  en- 
treaties and  the  weakness  of  his  youth  and  position, 
drawn  into  the  fatal  snare  of  marriage  with  this  evidently 
dying  girl.  ''A  mere  form,''  as  he  was  assured  by  priest 
and  physician,  *'  soon  to  be  dispensed  with  in  fiivor  of  a 
more  constant  bridegroom — ^the  wormJ'  These  were  the 
very  words  employed  by  Ambrose  Trevor. 

Nevertheless,  from  the  hour  of  that  ill-starred  marriage, 
Medora  revived,  as  if  by  some  miraculous  agency,  and  a 
month  later  was  able  to  accompany  her  husband  on  his 
return  to  Italy. 
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Six  months  later  the  bolt  fell  I  Her  in&nt  then  saw  the 
lights  and  by  means  of  letters  fidling  aooidentally  into  his 
unsuspicious  hands,  and  her  own  confessions,  Mordaunt 
Trevor  became  convinced  that  the  author  of  his  wife's 
dishonor,  and  his  own  disgrace,  was  the  monkish  brother 
he  had  idolized. 

Then  it  was  that,  discarding  home,  family,  name,  for- 
tune, he  threw  everything  aside  and  fled  from  the  old 
world  to  find  refuge  from  his  shame  and  despair  in 
the  new. 

From  that  hour  he  was  lost  to  all  ties  of  blood,  or 
habit,  or  assumed  all^iance.  He  heard  indirectly,  and 
by  the  merest  accident,  that  his  father  and  wife  continued 
to  dwell  together ;  that  Ambrose  had  buried  himself  in  a 
convent  in  Italy,  and  that  he  himself  was  supposed  to 
be  a  madman,  exiled  from  society. 

It  was  at  the  earnest  solicitation  of  his  grand&ther  at 
last,  addressed  to  him  through  the  papers  of  his  country, 
that  he  revealed  his  concealment  and  portions  of  his  his- 
tory to  that  beloved,  and  honored,  relative,  and  benefiictor. 

This  was  done  in  strictest  confidence,  andTfrom  that 
time  they  corresponded  regularly,  an  inestimable  consola- 
tion to  both,  deeply  attached  as  they  were  to  one  another. 

Shortly  before  his  death  this  relative  had  inherited  a 
large  estate,  which  he  transmitted  by  will  to  his  grand- 
son, Mordaunt  Trevor — the  remainder  of  his  daughter's 
children  having,  by  the  inscrutable  will  of  God,  one  by 
one,  passed  away,  after  their  brother's  abandonment  of 
his  family. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  the  hope  of  seeing  a  near 
relative  before  his  death  had  been  the  cause  assigned  by 
Doctor  Mordaunt  for  his  sudden  departure  from  Califbr- 
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nia  at  the  time  of  Mrs.  Howard's  illness  in  San  Fran- 
cisco. His  grand&ther,  in  his  declining  strength,  had 
journeyed  as  far  as  New  York,  in  the  hope  of  being  able 
to  bear  the  voyage  to  California,  for  he  was  well  con- 
vinced that  under  existing  circumstances  his  grandson 
would  not  consent  to  return  to  England,  even  on  a 
temporary  visit 

His  wish  was  to  see  him  once  more,  and  to  hear  from 
his  truthful  lips  the  details  of  his  history,  so  far  only 
outlined  by  his  pen ;  nor  indeed  was  the  hope  entirely 
wanting  to  this  venerable  man,  that  the  mild,  invigor- 
ating climate  of  that  new  r^ion  might  lengthen,  to 
some  extent,  his  slender  chain  of  life,  and  give  him  new 
strength  and  energy.  As  we  have  seen,  this  was  a  falla- 
cious hope.  Doctor  Mordaunt  reached  New  York  in 
obedience  to  his  summons  a  few  days  only  before  his  be- 
loved relative  breathed  his  last,  finding  sad  consolation 
in  the  memory  of  those  dying  moments  in  later  years ; 
but  at  the  time  wholly  crushed  and  stricken  by  his 
bereavement. 

"We  have^een  how  he  employed  a  portion  of  the  large 
fortune  of  which  by  the  death  of  his  grandfather  he  be- 
came so  unexpectedly  possessed,  for  he  had  not  known 
of  this  accession  of  wealth  until  they  met  in  New  York. 
From  that  time  he  had  resided  at  Ilium,  engaged  in 
good  works  and  filled  with  pious  purposes.  A  year 
before  the  time  of  his  meeting  with  Mrs.  Howard  in  the 
cars  he  had  heard  of  his  wife's  death,  and  a  twelvemonth 
before  that,  of  the  decease  of  his  brother  Ambrose. 

His  &ther  still  survived,  cherishing  with  tender  soli<n- 
tude  the  child  of  shame  whom  he  had  adopted  to  his 
affections,  and  persisted  in  believing  legitimate,  whether 
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by  the  determined  obstinacy  of  his  own  spirit,  setting 
nature  herself  at  nought  in  its  self-delusion,  or  through 
the  subtle  and  sophistic  persuasions  of  his  son  Ambrose, 
Mordaunt  never  knew,  nor  sought  to  know.  Enough  I 
this  fiital  league  had  made  England  abhorrent  to  him, 
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**  Certainly  not ;  I  should  have  cut  off  such  an  incum- 
branoe  of  shame,  had  it  not  involved  my  fiunlly,  as  I 
would  a  limb  threatened  with  gangrene/' 

"  Then  you  do  not  disapprove  of  divoroes,  under  op- 
pressive oircumstanoeS;  either  for  man  or  woman?"  she 
asked,  with  a  swelling  throat  and  an  unwonted  hesitancy 
of  speech.  Suspecting  nothing  of  her  history,  he  openly 
responded  to  her  question ;  yet  it  was  long  before  his 
answer  came,  steady  and  slow :  it  was  his  way  to  ponder 
thus  before  replying. 

^'A  man  may  be  pardoned  for  infidelity — a  woman^ 
never.  It  is  only  where  the  laws  of  the  land  pronounce 
moral  death  upon  a  man  that  I  consider  a  woman  en- 
titled to  such  divorce  as  would  warrant  her  in  marrying 
again.  Mere  separation  by  agreement  would  accomplish 
all  the  rest.'' 

'*  You  would  marry  a  felon's  divorced  wife,  then,  in 
preference  to  any  other  so  situated?"  she  said,  with  an 
effort  at  a  smile  that  cost  her  dear.  "  Desertion,  ill-usage, 
incongruity  of  character,  would  weigh  nothing  in  the 
scales  of  your  judgment,  opposed  to  a  crime  against 
society.     This  is  a  man's  one-eided  opinion,  I  fear." 

"And  yet  I  would  not  choose  exactly  to  marry  even 
a  felon's  divorced  wife,  for  all  that,"  he  said,  shaking 
his  head  and  smiling.  "  nor  any  divorced  woman,  if  I 
know  myself." 

"  You  are  right,"  she  murmured,  sinking  back  in  her 
chair;  "such  a  woman  is  blighted  and  marred  at  the  best 
— set  apart  from  her  fellows,  like  a  tree  struck  by  light- 
ning, marked  for  solitude  and  despair." 

"But  why  continue  this  profitless  discussion?"  he 
asked^  taking  her  hand  aod  pressing  his  privil^ed  lips 
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upon  its  polished  and  moulded  surface ;  ^'  we  love  each 
other ;  we  are  firee  from  the  paiuful  ties  that  bound  us ; 
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spirit.  Bat  I  tremble  for  my  future.  Dark  clouds  are 
pending.  God^  and  He  only^  can  tell  how  all  this 
may  end.'^ 

She  sat  with  clasped  hands,  with  bowed  head  and 
moving  lips,  when  she  had  concluded  this  fond  avowal^ 
and  prophecy  of  woe,  so  closely  blended. 

"  Listen  to  me/^  he  said.  "  I  will  prove  to  you,  if  1 
ooa%y  at  least  the  equality  of  my  affection  with  your  own. 
By  some  great  and  inscrutable  law  of  nature,  I  am  not 
permitted  to  hold  or  exercise  the  power  I  wield,  save  at 
the  sacrifice  of  all  peculiar  or  individual  concentration  of 
feeling  or  employment. 

'^ Already  my  wand  is  trembling  in  my  hands.  So(hi 
it  may  escape  me  altogether,  if  my  love  for  you  grows 
steadily  day  by  day  as  it  has  done  of  late.  But  I  shall 
not  r^ret  this.  I  have  exercised  it  long  enough  for  the 
benefit  of  others  to  allow  myself,  in  common  justice, 
some  participation  in  the  sweet  privileges  of  humanity. 
Enough  will  remain  to  soothe  and  comfort  you  in  all 
your  nervous  suffering,  and  I  shall  be  better,  stronger, 
happier,  emancipated  from  this  strange  necessity.  Yet 
so  &r  I  have  scrupulously  avoided  all  interference  with 
my  gift.  I  put  away  fi^m  me  .the  art  I  loved,  society 
for  which  I  was  fitted,  every  engrossing  occupation,  so  as 
to  remain  the  instrument  of  good,  for  which  my  Maker 
intended  me. 

"  Once  only,  once  only  was  this  power  perverted,  and 
then  not  from  any  intention  of  my  own,  for  already  I 
had  seen  you,  Hester  I  A  young  and  beautiful  woman 
placed  herself  in  my  hands,  was  benefited,  cured ;  but 
not  without  injury  to  her  peace  of  mind.  I  tell  you  this, 
my  love,  from  no  mistaken  vanity ;  no  man  ever  suffered 
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more  deeply  from  such  a  cause^  nor  atoned  for  it  with 
more  self-humiliation,  for  to  her,  as  the  only  antidote  at 
hand  for  the  poison  she  had  imbibed,  I  confided  through 
her  sister  (whom  you  will  know  some  day,  my  friend 
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her  heart ;  her  parted  lips  were  pale.    ^^  God  Btreugthcn 
ns/^  she  murmured. 

**  Forgive  me/*  he  plead,  bowing  his  head  deferen- 
tially before  her,  ^'I  will  be  patient.  But  oh  I  Hesto:^  I 
too  have  suffered  extremely.  Let  my  ordeal  be  shorL 
'  Hope  deferred/  you  know, '  maketh  the  heart  sick.'  Of 
all  men  living,  I  stand  n^ost  in  need  of  such  consolation 
as  you  alone  can  give  me.*'  He  rose,  he  stood  before 
her  preparing  to  depart. 

She  ought  to  have  spoken  then.  It  was  her  tide  of 
time,  but  she  suffered  it  to  ebb  from  her  in  her  weak 
irresolution.  Much  sorrow,  much  suffering  to  both 
might  have  been  spared  by  a  few  prompt,  decisive  words, 
but  these  fiJtered  upon  her  lips.  She  promised  herself 
a  few  more  days  of  happiness  before  she  would  drop  the 
veil  of  sorrow  and  shame  between  them,  for  had  he  not 
spoken  lightly  of  divorced  women,  and  as  such,  would 
he  care  to  claim  the  affection  he  sought  so  eagerly  now? 

So  much  happiness  was  at  stake  that  she  shrank  fix>m 
the  moment  of  trial  with  a  sick  and  nerveless  spirit,  for 
the  very  light  of  heaven  (she  felt  so  then)  would  be  little 
worth  to  her  were  his  affection,  his  presence,  forever 
withdrawn  from  the  sphere  of  her  existence.  Thus  she 
believed  in  the  credulity  of  her  absorbing  passion  I 

Could  she  have  looked  forward  then  to  the  years  before 
her,  and  beheld  herself  calm,  collected,  self-contained^ 
moving  onward  through  their  sunless  labyrinth  towards 
the  completion  of  her  still  hidden  destiny,  she  would  have 
fallen,  and  died  perhaps,  at  the  contemplation  of  her 
own  disappointed  hopes.  Fallen  on  the  veiy  pedestal  of 
her  grief  I 

Is  it  not  wonderful,  this  complete  concurrence  of 
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"  Dey  all  says  here,"  said  old  Lora  one  day  to  her 
mistress,  "  dat  Mulgrave,  dat  'tomey  man,  's  gwine  to 
be  my  master,  but  I  tells  'em,  why  he's  nowhere  com- 
pared to  Doctor  Mordaunt  I " 

''  But  Mulgrave  is  out  of  the  question,  Lora,  and  so, 
indeed,  is  Doctor  Trevor,"  she  added,  with  a  sigh.  "  I  am 
bound  hand  and  foot,  Lora,  and  there  is  no  escape  £)r 
me,  as  you  well  know,  but  in  death.  Mr.  Howard  lives 
and  I  am  his  wife,  and  this  is  the  grim  reality,"  she 
murmured.  "  Would,  oh  I  would  to  (Jod  it  were  a  dream, 
like  all  the  rest!" 

"  How  is  you  boun'  han'  an'  foot,  honey  ?  Wen  a  man 
goes  of  wid  anoder  woman,  all  de  world  ober,  dat  fas 
woman  is  free.  Dis  is  de  law  ob  black  an'  white,  ob 
hebben  an'  yearth,  ob  king  an'  slave;  an'  Mulgrave  he 
knows  dat,  for  he  says  to  me  one  day,  'Lora,'  says  he, 
^  how  would  you  like  me  for  a  nex'  master? '  He  did  in 
&o',  chile,  but  I  jus'  turned  off  so,  and  laughed,  for  I 
knowed  dat  would  nebber  be,  wile  turkey  buzzards,  and 
peahens  kep'  separate  roosts.  Now  Mulgrave  knows 
well  enuff  dat  Mass'  Julius  Howard  is  livin'  'cross  de 
ocean,  for  de  fus  time  he  come  here,  he  axed  me  all  about 
it,  and  I  let  him  go  on  questionin'  till  I  seed  he  had  it 
all  pat,  and  den  I  lef  him  jus'  where  I  found  him,  none 
de  wiser  for  ole  Lora  I " 

"  You  were  the  better  lawyer  of  the  two  on  that  occa- 
sion, Lora ;  you  are  truly  diplomatic." 

"So  I  has  always  been  told!"  she  said,  with  sim- 
plicity ;  "  but  now  do  take  dis  matter  in  'sideration.  Miss 
Hester.  Dat  man  lubs  you  like  his  life,  he  always  did, 
chile!  I  seed  dat  'way  off  in  Califomy.  Now  jus'  make 
up  your  miu'  to  snap  dat  rope  at  oncet,  and  let  Julius 
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Howard  go  long.  He's  a  mean  creatur,  chile!  He'll 
oome  back  jet  upon  you  when  all's  done^  ef  you  don't 
lef '  him  down  easy  and  give  him  his  'mancipation  papers 
now — walking  papers^  some  folks  calls  'em.    He  nebber 

l%t%A      Aa     «:»k4>     o^«.4-      ^k      1i«k     iw%      Ulea      k«Aa>    ^^m     »•«•*    ».rv«%A.« 
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The  manner  of  the  old  woman  was  so  earnest,  and  her 
life  had  been  so  mudi  in  keeping  with  her  precept,  that 
her  rude  words  bore  a  oertain  conviction  to  the  heart  of 
Hester  Howard,  denied  to  those  of  more  exalted  guides : 
Elias  Crawford,  and  the  like. 

That  night  she  slept  and  dreamed  that  she  was  tossed 
on  the  waves  of  a  stormy  sea,  lying  on  a  frail  raft  at  the 
mercy  of  the  crested  billows  that  lapped  her  feet  As  is 
usual  in  dreams,  the  circumstances  of  her  condition  did 
not  seem  so  extraordinary  to  her,  as  they  must  have  done 
in  reality,  and  the  sight  of  the  waters  around  her  inspired 
her  with  interest  and  elation  rather  than  with  terror. 

Across  the  wide  weltering  waste  she  descried  a  boat,  in 
the  prow  of  which  a  female  figure  was  standing  bearing 
on  high  a  banner  illuminated  with  a  gigantic  golden  cross 
formed  of  stars.  On  nearer  approach  this  proved  to 
be  the  familiar  form  of  Mrs.  Carisbrook. 

The  rowers  were  men  ^dth  muffled  faces,  three  in  num* 
ber,  silent  as  the  dead.  As  the  boat  approached  her  she 
heard  the  voice  of  Mrs.  Carisbrook  saying,  in  its  dear^ 
round,  remarkable  tones, 

"  We  have  come  to  rescue  you,  Hester :  now  diooee 
which  hand  shall  help  you  from  the  raft.'' 

Then  the  three  muffled  fiu^es  dropped  their  veils,  and 
she  saw  the  several  aspects  of  her  husband,  of  Mr.  Mul- 
grave,  and  of  Doctor  Mordaunt. 

With  a  blind  delight,  indescribable  as  transient,  she 
reached  forth  her  hands  confidingly  to  the  man  she 
loved,  and  as  he  rose  to  assist  her,  a  white  sea-bird,  such 
as  she  remembered  once  to  have  seen  on  her  voyage  to 
California,  came  between  them  and  flapped  its  wet  wings 
in  her  &ce. 
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She  awoke  with  a  gasp  and  sense  of  sa£fering  that 
seined  out  of  place  and  unreasonable  from  such  a  cause. 
The  deep  and  regular  breathing  of  Lora  alone  dis- 
turbed the  silence;  the  lamp  burned  low^  and  flickering 
shadows  crossed  the  wall  and  ceiling.    The  hour^  the 
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ting  herself^  entered  with  immediate  and  nnwonted  in- 
terest and  gayety  into  ail  their  descriptions  of  travel  and 
people  they  had  seen  and  known,  drawing  them  on  bj 
viyaeious  qaestions  to  relate  their  adv^itores  and  un- 
pressions. 

'^  Mattie,  shall  I  tell  your  somnambulic  adv^ituie  at 
the  '  Cataract  House  ? ' ''  asked  Melissa,  somewhat  mali- 
oiously. 

''As  you  please/'  was  the  careless  answer ;  but  the  &ce 
of  the  girl  turned  pale  with  vexation,  or  emotion  of  some 
painful  kind,  and  Mrs.  Howard,  in  pity  for  her  evident 
discomfiture,  checked  the  recital. 

''Mattie  will  tell  me  herself,''  said  Mrs.  Howard, 
''  when  she  is  ready,  Melissa.  She  tells  me  everything, 
I  believe.  But  how  was  it  you  did  not  come  to  see  me 
last  night  ?  Tou  must  have  got  back  before  bed-time, 
even  on  the  last  train,  my  dear  girls  ?  " 

''  Oh,  your  lay  physician  pro  tern,  would  not  permit  as 
to  disturb  you,  that  was  all,"  replied  Mattie.  "I  de- 
clare I  never  was  more  surprised  in  my  life  than  to  see 
Doctor  Trevor  established  here  as  dragon,  quite  at  home 
in  the  library,  reading  '  Hyperion,'  when  I  entered.  I 
was  perfectly  breathless.  I  was  quite  as  much  prepared 
to  see  Professor  Jau  Jeune,  or  Mr.  Sinclair,  or  Lorenzo 
Dow  himself,  at  Briarheath,  as  that  piece  of  medical  per- 
fection. But  you  know  he  is  as  impassible  as  an  Indian, 
so  when  I  went  softly  behind  him  and  tapped  him  on 
the  shoulder,  and  screamed, '  You  here !  great  Escula- 
pius  I '  right  in  his  ear  as  loud  as  I  could  bawl,  he  did 
not  even  jump."  * 

*^  Oh,  Mattie,  how  could  you  treat  Doctor  Trevor  so 
irreverently?" 
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the  injury  such  spectral  stories  often  infli<^ed  <mi  the 
peace  of  mind  of  a  whole  hoosehold. 

'^  This  mystery  will  be  better  onravelledy  I  bdieve,  by 
leaving  it  alone  for  the  present  And  now,  dear  girls, 
if  you  will  go  down  and  entertain  Doctor  Mordaont — 
Trevor^  I  mean — ^for  an  hour  or  two,  I  will  get  up,  put 
on  a  Christian  dress  instead  of  a  loose  wrapper  with  a  oord 
at  the  waist,  in  which  I  look  like  a  Bedouin,  and  make 
an  effort  to  join  you  in  the  library  before  dinner  time.'' 

There  are  days  which  Orientals  love  to  mark  with  a 
white  stcHie.  This  to  Hester  Howard  was  one  of  th^e. 
She  was  beautiful,  too,  to-day,  with  an  unusual  beauty* 
Her  recent  illness  had  left  her  &ioe  colorless  and  dear  as 
wax,  and  the  chisel  seemed  to  have  be^i  fredy  passed 
over  its  clear-cut  features.  Her  eyes  swam  in  a  soft 
languor ;  her  mouth  was  curved  with  a  sweet  and  loving 
smile,  reflected  from  the  tender  heart  within.  Her  dress 
of  rich  gray  silk  relieved  with  black  lace  became  her 
well ;  and  on  her  breast  and  arms,  and  clasped  around 
her  exquisite  throat,  she  wore  fine  cameos  set  in  pearls 
of  the  first  water — ^her  choicest  jewels. 

It  pleased  her  well  to  see  him  she  loved  for  the  first 
time  bear  his  part  in  society  with  such  grace,  such  dig- 
nity, such  equipoise.  She  had  never  imagined  a  mann^ 
half  so  winning  and  so  perfect  The  very  atmosphere 
was  propitious  to  her  enjoyment. 

It  was  a  mild  autumn  day,  without  a  sun.  A  mellow 
haze  rested  over  the  landscape,  bringing  out  into  strong 
relief  the  changing  aspect  of  nature  as  with  a  bade- 
ground  of  artistic  adaptation.  The  grass  was  strewn 
beneath  the  dedduous  trees  with  a  carpet  of  rich  mosaic 
made  of  leaves,  golden-crimson,  chooolate-brown,  or 
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mingled  green  and  pnrple.  The  conqueror's  road  had 
been  stxewn  for  his  approach  after  the  fashion  of  sub- 
jugated nations;  but  so  far  he  lingered  on  his  path 
of  power  and  destruction,  and  nature  waited  breath- 
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She  looked  very  pretty  on  that  memorable  day,  it  may 
be  remarked,  ^'en  passant/'  dressed  in  her  &vorite  rose- 
color,  as  did  Melissa  in  lilac ;  but  sach  beauty  as  they 
l^ossessed  was  commonplace  in  its  type,  compared  to 
their  sister's  serene  and  aristocratic  loveliness ;  and  this 
Mattie  had  sense  enough  to  perceive,  as  the  grisdtes  of 
the  world  rarely  have. 

As  to  Melissa,  her  vanity  was  constitutional,  and 
therefore  not  subject  to  rhyme  or  reason.  Had  Helen 
of  Troy  appeared  before  her  she  would  still  have  found 
some  secret  cause  of  self-felicitation  in  her  own  advan* 
tages  over  that  peerless  dame.  Her  self-complacency 
protected  her  firom  most  of  "  the  slings"  and  " arrows  of 
outrageous  fortune,''  and  like  a  toper,  she  found  consola- 
tion in  her  glass  when  all  else  was  wanting. 

Every  man  that  looked  the  least  admiringly  upon  her 
was  in  love  with  her  more  or  less  desperately.  She  had 
discouraged  and  refused  numbers,  according  to  her  ver- 
sion of  matters,  who  never  thought  of  addressing  her, 
and  was  now,  for  the  first  time,  in  actual  possession  of 
the  power  to  do  this  in  the  case  of  Mr.  Josiah  Evans, 
to  whom  allusion  has  been  made  before,  and  who  trem- 
bled in  the  balance.  For  that  Mulgrave  '^  shadow '^ 
pursued  her,  much  to  the  detriment  of  the  substance; 
and  on  this  subject  Brother  Sutton  had  spoken  wisely  to 
his  wife  Sophia,  as  had  wife  Sophia,  in  turn,  written  to 
Melissa,  feelingly. 

Mattie,  however,  as  we  have  seen,  c<mld  discriminate, 
in  spite  of  her  sister  Hester's  insinuations  to  the  contrary. 
Her  vanity  was  not  an  Aaron's  rod,  and  the  other  ser- 
pents of  her  heart  had  a  full  chance  to  creep,  squirm  and 
sting  just  as  much  as  they  bad  a  mind  to. 
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From  her  post  of  obeervation  she  saw,  beyond  a  donbt, 
what  she  had  more  than  suspected  the  night  before^  that 
Doctor  Trevor  loved  her  sister  Hester ;  and  oh !  scandal 
inconceivable  in  the  case  of  this   immaculate  married 
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swung  from  the  centre,  of  flowers,  daily  renewed.  Be- 
yond was  seen  the  &ir  flowery  lawn,  and  the  stately  park 
of  Briarheath  bounded  the  horizon. 

'^  You  have  a  pleasant  seat  here,^  he  said,  ^  may  I 
share  it?''  and  he  entered  unbidden. 

"Oh,  certainly,  who  has  a  better  right?  You  are 
'  Fami  de  la  fiatmille,'  yoa  know,  as  well  as  an  old  ac- 
quaintance!" 

"  Not  very  old ! "  he  smiled,  taking  his  seat  beside  her 
as  he  spoke,  scarcely  knowing  to  what  she  had  allusion. 

"  True,  true,  I  forget ;  it  was  only  last  June  that  I  saw 
you  for  the  first  time.    I  mean  old,  comparatively." 

"  How  comparatively,  may  I  ask,  feir  maiden  ?" 

"  I  mean — I  mean  in  comparison  with  your  acquaint- 
ance with  sistar  Hester  for  instance,  and  the  rest" 

Her  rare  self-possession  forsook  her  for  the  moment. 
She  fidtered,  flushed ;  no  need  of  rouge  to-day. 

He  surveyed  her  calmly,  sadly.  "  You  did  not  know 
then,"  he  began,  then  a  moment  later,  as  if  from  some 
second  thought,  broke  off  before  a  suggestion  could  be 
derived  from  his  remark. 

"What?"  she  asked,  intensely,  earnestly  fixing  her 
burning  eyes  upon  his  &ce,  ^^what  did  I  not  know?  what 
have  you  to  reveal  to  me?" 

"You  are  tragical  to-day.  Miss  Mattie;  you  have  on 
your  Pythoness  expression ;  you  alarm  me.  Let  me  feel 
your  pulse,"  and  he  laid  his  finger  upon  her  wrist.  "  It 
flies  like  a  broken  watch-spring.  I  must  prescribe  for 
yon.  In  the  first  place,  how  do  you  sleep?  that  is  my 
specialty,  you  know." 

"Oh,  soundly,  profoundly;  but  all  this  does  not 
answer  my  question." 
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"  You  compel  me  to  tell  you  against  my  will,"  she  re- 
monstrated ;  "  this  is  not  feir.  By  your  art  you  oompel 
me  I  I  told  you  I  was  clairvoyante.  Let  me  pass.  I 
will  hold  fiist  my  soul  secrets," 

She  rose  slightly  from  the  so&,  then  sat  down  again 
softly,  as  one  oppressed  by  opium  or  fatigue. 

"  You  are  holding  me,"  she  said,  "I  cannot  go.  What 
is  it  you  would  hear?" 

"Your  dream." 

"It  was  so  horrible,"  she  exclaimed,  shuddering,  "it 
was  not  like  me  at  all.  Something  I  never  thought  of 
when  awake;  something  wicked  and  diabolical  even. 
You  will  hate  me  if  I  tell  you." 

"What I  for  an  involuntary  thought?  How  unjust 
you  must  think  me  I  Proceed,  Mattie,  time  passes,"  and 
again  his  fingers  fluttered  above  her  head. 

"  I  dreamed,"  she  said,  speaking  without  further  re- 
sistance, "that  I  went  to  sister  Hester's  room  with  a 
sponge  in  my  hand  dipped  in  chloroform,  which  I  held 
above  her  &ce  until  she  died,  and  that  I  took  her 
jewels  away  with  me  afterwards  and  a  bag  of  gold.  I 
remember  nothing  more." 

"  What  motive  impelled  you  in  your  dream,  Mattie?" 
he  questioned,  whispering  grimly. 

"Revenge  and  jealousy,"  she  answered,  in  fiunt, 
smothered  accents,  "  for  pity's  sake  spare  me  all  further 
recital :  as  a  gentleman,  as  a  man  of  honor,  I  charge  you 
to  forbear." 

"  I  obey  you,"  he  said,  rising  and  bowing  deferentially, 
and  again  passing  his  hand  above  her  head,  he  mur* 
mured,  "  From  me,  Mattie  Lynne,  you  are  free  from  this 
hour  forevermore." 
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"What  is  all  this  mystery  about?"  asked  Melissa, 
lifting  the  curtain  and  standing  crochet  work  in  hand  at 
the  opening ;  ^^  my  curiosity  is  all  alive/' 
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from  the  embrasare^  laiving  the  two  sisters  togethe 
one  drowsy  and  immovable. 

^Wake  up,  Mattie;  it  is  near  dinn^^timel  '^  said  Me- 
lissa,  shaking  the  drowsy  girl,  who  rose  languidly  at  her 
touch,  from  the  sofiu 

*^  Is  it  possible  I  have  slept  ? ''  asked  Mattie,  looking 
around  her,  eagerly.  ''  It  seems  to  me  Doctor  Trevor 
and  I  were  talking  a  moment  since.  What  could  have 
overcome  me  so?  Oh,  I  know  now.  The  smell  of  that 
datura  under  the  window.  I  do  wish  sister  He8t» 
would  have  it  taken  back  to  the  greenhouse.  Nasty, 
poisonous,  Jamestown  weed  that  it  is,  with  a  fine  sound- 
ing name  t  '^ 

"Datura,  or  not,"  said  Melissa,  merrily,  "you  look 
strangely  bewildered,  so  come  away  with  me  directly. 
Come  up-stairs,  Mattie;  I  have  something  so  diarming 
to  tell  you.  Some  news  Miss  Dean  has  just  brought 
back  with  her.  Did  you  know  she  had  arrived?  and 
I'm  sure  you  will  be  astonished  as  I  was,  for  it's  not  Mb 
time  at  alL  It  hasn't  been  a  month  since  he  was  here, 
and  I'm  sure  I  had  not  the  least  expectation  firom  his 
mann^  when  here  last;  but  men  are  so  peculiar"  (or- 
dinary women  have  this  way  of  talking  of  one-half  of 
the  human  race,  as  if  peculiarity  could  attach  to  masses), 
"  and  you  never  know  how  to  take  them.  Just  to  think 
of  his  coming  back." 

"Of  whom  can  you  be  speaking?"  said  Mattie,  with 
a  bewildered  air. 

"Of  Mulgravel"  whispered  Melissa. 

"  Oh,  is  that  all  ?"  said  her  sister,  disdainfiiUy. 

"All  indeed  I  I  assure  you,  Mattie,"  with  an  injured 
expression,  "it  is  very  much  to  me— more  than  you 
suppose." 
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'^Nothing  at  all,  Melissa^  believe  me,''  persisted  the 
indomitable  girL 

'^You  are  very  well  informed  on  this  subject,  Miss 
Mattie  Lynne,  it  seems.    Fray,  where  did  you  derive 
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and  Bister  Hester.  He  is  courting  ber  they  do  say,  and  it 
may  be  true^  though  I  can  see  no  proof  of  it.  They  are 
very  cahn  and  cool  to  one  another^  as  &r  as  I  can  per- 
ceive. What  phantom  are  you  conjuring  up  between  us 
and  them  ?  You  must  be  in  a  magnetic  dream.  The 
room  is  empty  otherwise.     I  can  see  nothing." 

'^  Melissa^  you  are  a  fool/'  said  Mattie^  impatiently, 
cutting  the  gordian  knot  at  once,  ^^  and  literal  to  absurdity. 
Again  I  say,  look  there  I  Betwe«i  those  two  conspira- 
tors my  peace  of  mind  is  gone,  and  yours  will  go  too, 
Melissa,  if  you  rely  for  your  guidance  on  your  own  esti- 
mates of  things.  Mulgrave  is  a  lover  of  Hester  Howard, 
not  of  yours,  nor  will  he  ever  be." 

'^  You  are  envious,  Mattie  Lynne;  that  is  the  amount 
of  the  whole  matter,"  said  Melissa,  turning  away  con- 
temptuously, yet  with  a  quivering  lip  and  rising  tears 
she  could  hardly  repress.  For  v  sudden  conviction  had 
flashed  across  her  that  Mattie  and  brother  Sutton  might 
both  be  right,  only  ''  men  are  so  peculiar,"  that  she  had 
not  until  now  attached  the  least  consequence  to  her 
brother-in-law's  conclusions. 

Mattie's  words  of  warning  smote  harshly  to  her  soul, 
such  as  it  was,  and  she  went  straight  up-stairs  and  stared 
at  herself  resolutely  in  the  glass,  not  out  of,  but  into 
countenance,  for  half  an  hour,  and  wondered  how  any 
man  could  resist  such  potent  charms,  and  ended  by 
believing  it  impossible! 

Mattie,  in  the  meanwhile,  paced  the  long  veranda, 
wrapped  in  melancholy  musings,  and  a  scarlet  sliawl. 

*^  She  has  not  told  him  yet,  I  am  positive,  of  the  ex- 
istence of  her  husband.  He  has  not  declared  himself,  I 
suppose;  will  not,  until  he  comes  again  (It  is  character- 
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istic  of  bim  to  hold  back  on  sucb  occasions^  as  I  well 
kuow),  and  sbe  tbinks  it  useless  to  interrupt  the  process 
of  his  courtship  with  such  information.  Time  enough 
when  the  proposal  comes.  She  will  enjoy  herself  until 
then,  or  perhaps/'  and  she  started  at  the  thought,  "  she 
may  gain  courage  to  sue  for  a  divorce  in  the  interval,  and 
from  what  I  beard  Mulgrave  say,  she  certainly  could 
obtain  one  readily.  I  am  sure  I  would,  in  her  situation, 
without  hesitation ;  but  she  is  so  Quixotic,  if  such  a  word 
may  be  applied  at  all  to  a  'very  woman.'  How  I  loved 
her  once,  and  how  I  hate  her  now  I ''  and  she  clenched 
her  hand  and  ground  her  small  white  teeth. 

''Yet  what  has  she  done  to  injure  me?  I  never 
named  this  man's  name  to  her  except  carelessly,  as  fiir 
as  I  remember.  It  was  a  plan  I  had  that  proved  fatal 
to  its  deviser.  Had  I  confided  in  her,  had  I  told  her 
what  he  was  to  me,  she  never  would  have  superseded  me, 
never !  She  is  too  generous,  too  high-souled  for  that 
But  be !  knowing,  as  he  must  have  known,  how  I  loved 
him — I  give  him  credit  for  common  observation  only  in 
asserting  this — how  could  he  so  sacrifice  my  happiness  ? 
Stealing  to  Briarheath,  like  a  thief  in  the  night,  while  I 
was  away,  and  he  knew  this  well  (for  Parthenia  Forbes 
told  him,  as  she  wrote  me  while  I  was  at  Niagara),  and 
after  knowing  that,  he  comes  in  my  absence ! 

"That  convenient  illness  I  Gotten  up  for  the  occa- 
sion, perhaps,  just  to  have  an  excuse  to  send  for  him,  for 
I  shall  ever  believe  he  received  some  intimation  to  come, 
or  why  should  he  have  chanced  at  Lynnesborough  just 
when  old  Doctor  Woodenhead  declared  her  at  extremity ! 
The  old  humbug  has  told  me  to  prepare  for  immediate 
death  on  three  several  occasions,  and  I  always  took  heart 
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of  grace  from  every  warnings  and  got  well  with  acceler- 
ated velocity.  But  mummery  apart,  I  shall  anticipate 
Madam  Hester  Howard's  commonicatioiu  Before  we 
reach  Ilium,  Doctor  Trevor  shall  be  put  in  possession  of 
the  truth,  and  I  shall  leave  him  to  digest  it  as  he  can. 
Ay,  chew  the  '  cud  of  his  sweet  and  bitter  fimdes,'  *i  dis- 
cretion,' as  the  French  say,  when  they  give  a  pound  i£ 
stale  bread  to  an  ounce  of  staler  meat  The  fool's  cap 
again  I  How  mournfully  its  bells  jingle  to-day !  What 
sadness  in  Griraaldi's  aspect ! 

'^An  actress,  too  I  I  wonder  how  he  will  like  that  dis- 
covery. 'Mrs.  Myrtis  Lynne,'  accidentally  discovered. 
It  is  inscribed  on  tlie  tablets  of  my  brain.  He  has  heard 
of  her,  no  doubt  We  never  did,  because  we  live  out  of 
the  orbit  of  civilization,  hermetically  sealed  in  the  juices 
of  our  own  dulness  here  in  Lynnesborough ;  but  every- 
body else  has,  of  course.  There  is  another  person  of  the 
name  of  Lynne  who  might  have  trodden  the  stage  with 
better  effect,  perhaps,  and  may  still,  if  desperation  seizes 
her  I    Alas!  alas  I 

"  But  dinner  is  ready.  The  fossils  are  descending  the 
stairs,  hand-in-hand.  I  wonder  if  such  old  dried-up  things 
really  can  love  each  other  as  they  make  out !  It's  '  Penel- 
ope, dear,'  and  '  Sophro,  love,'  until  one  grows  sick  I 

"  The  trunk  of  the  Misses  Dean  was  alone  saved  from 
the  wreck  on  Mount  Ararat — so  said  the  papers  of  the 
day.  How  carefully  they  have  preserved  its  contents ! 
With  what  unconscious  grace  they  wear  them  I 

"Good  people,  though,  in  their  way.  Here  comes 
Melissa,  radiant  in  starch  and  self-complacency,  in  spite 
of  what  I  told  her.  I  will  run  and  wash  my  face,  and 
put  a  little  rouge  on  my  back-ground  of  day-colored 
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powder,  and  eclipse  them  all.  See  if  I  don't'^  And 
Mattie  was  as  good  as  her  word.  How  she  sparkled  on 
that  occasion !  Champagne  was  flat  in  comparison.  Miss 
Penelope  Dean  forgot  her  fidse  teeth,  in  rather  a  shaky 
condition  at  that  period,  and  laughed  ontright  Mr. 
Bteinbach  forsook  his  plate  to  listen  to  her  prattle,  and 
James  Sellers  officiously  took  occasion  to  bear  it  away 
in  the  interval  of  suspended  attention.  Doctor  Mor- 
dannt  laughed  heartily,  as  did  sister  Hester  in  spite  of 
her  languid  happiness;  and  Melissa  condescended  to 
simper. 

At  dessert  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sutton  came  in  with  their 
train  of  children,  having  at  last  received  an  invitation 
to  Briarheath  from  its  mistress,  unconscious  that  they 
were  waiting  for  one.  Of  course  the  £unily  occasion  was 
complete,  and  great  joy  prevailed  at  the  board.  There 
ware  many  c^>en  &ce8,  and  many  shut  hearts;  and  it 
seemed  hard  indeed  that,  much  as  she  had  striven  to 
please  and  benefit  them,  the  three  sisters  of  the  hostess 
(like  Cinderella^s)  ware  all  her  secret  enemies.  I  forget, 
however,  that  there  was  sincerity  at  least  in  the  dislike 
of  her  relatives  to  the  little  glass  slipper,  and  that  they 
were  appeased  at  length  by  her  prosperity.  So  the  case 
presents  itself  somewhat  differently,  on  consideration. 
Yet  we  will  not  efface  the  record. 
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CHAPTER   II. 

A  JOUBNEY— A  BBYBULTION. 

EARLY  the  next  morning  Doctor  Trevor  and  Mattie 
Lynne  took  their  departure  from  Briarheath  to 
catch  the  northward-bound  train  from  Lynnesborough 
to  Ilium.  This  journey  could  not  be  accomplished 
without  a  change  of  cars,  and  was  of  a  night  and  day  in 
duration. 

At  the  great  junction,  which  they  reached  early  in  the 
afternoon,  the  train  they  were  on  &iled  to  make  connec- 
tion, and  they  were  detained  several  hours,  waiting  for 
the  cars  in  the  deserted  depot  parlor  of  the  station- 
house. 

It  was  here  that  Mattie  essayed  to  broach  the  subject 
of  her  sister^s  condition,  for  some  time  ineffectually.  Doo- 
tor  Trevor  drew  a  new  poem  from  his  pocket,  with 
which  he  proposed  to  beguile  the  time  which  Mattie 
thought  might  have  been  much  better  employed.  The 
little  volume  contained  Robert  Browning's  *'  Paracelsus,'' 
fix)m  which  he  began  in  a  voice  of  low  monotonous 
melody,  like  the  rippling  of  a  stream,  to  read  fugitive 
passages. 

"This  wearies  you,  Mattie,"  he  said  at  last, "  beautiful 
and  noble  as  it  is,  for  a  young  girl's  heart  n«ponds  not 
to  what  finds  vibrant  echo  in  the  spirit  of  the  worn,  ex- 
perienced man  of  middle  age.  You  would  better  like 
the  little  life-drama  called  ^  Pippa  passes.'  Let  me  read 
you  this  scene." 

**  No,  no.  Gro  on  just  where  you  are.  I  can  under- 
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stand  anything  that  a  sane  man  ever  wrote/'  and  she 
came  and  peeped  over  his  shoulder. 

'^ Hear  this^  then ;  is  it  not  exquisite ?"  he  proceeded : 

"Are  there  not,  Festus,  are  there  not,  dear  Michael, 
Two  points  in  the  adyentore  of  a  diver — 
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posed  upon^  and  by  the  two  beings  I  loved  best  on  earth. 
Sisterhood  and  brotherhood  may  go  their  ways  for  me !  *' 
stamping  her  foot.  '^  I  will  none  of  them !  To  think 
how  you  drew  me  out  in  Ilium,  calling  upon  me  for  the 
purpose  (I  see  it  all  now),  and  setting  every  tongae  in 
motion,  because  of  the  very  unusual  nature  oi  the  pro- 
ceeding on  your  part,  merely  to  talk  of  her  whom  you 
had  known  years  before,  yet  appeared  at  that  time  to 
oonsider  a  stranger — ^what  duplicity !  ^' 

**  I  did  not  know  then,  Mattie,  nor  until  you  told  me 
80,  that  her  husband  was  dead,"  he  rejoined,  mildly,  re- 
seating himself  beside  her.  '^I  had  met  her  on  the 
cars,  and  relieved  her  pain  unconscious  of  this  &ct,  and 
unrecognized  by  her,  not  many  weeks  before  I  made  your 
pleasant  acquaintance.  Had  Mr.  Howard  lived^  we 
should  have  continued  strangers;  for  with  the  toider 
feelings  I  entertained  for  her  long  before,  by  a  force 
superior  to  my  will,  I  could  never  honorably  have 
sought  her  friendship,  nor  would  this  afifection  have 
ripened  into  a  more  passionate  regard,  had  I  not  been 
assured  of  her  widowhood.  It  was  my  good  fortune  to 
be  again  a  minister  of  good  to  Hester  Howard.  Har 
life,  through  Grod's  grace,  was  rescued  by  this  sixth  sense 
of  mine— call  it  what  you  will — this  gift  of  magnetism, 
and  she  has  lately  learned  to  love  me.  (Be  patient^ 
Mattie;  do  nfft  speak  yet  a  while.)  This  much,  at  least, 
I  hope  and  believe.  But  whether  she  will  be  my  wife  is 
another  matter:  she  has  not  promised  this.  I  can  only 
trust  and  pray  that  this  great  felicity  may  yet  be  reserved 
for  me,  and  in  this  hope,  give  us  your  Gk)d-speed, 
Mattie  I  '^ 

'^  You  say  it  was  from  me  you  heard  Jird  that  my 
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sister  was  a  widow/'  said  Mattic,  suddenly  straightaiing 
up,  and  again  dashing  the  tears  from  her  large^  bright 
eyes.  **  I  am  responsible  then  for  all  the  miserable  mis- 
takes,  it  seems,  that  have  been  the  consequence  of  mine. 
I  should  be  almost  criminal  to  leave  you  any  longer  in 
error;  yet  it  is  with  extreme  reluctance  I  become  the 
l)earer  of  news  destructive  to  so  much  felicity.  Know, 
then,  that  Mr.  Howard  lives,  and  is  safe  and  sound 
abroad  in  France,  at  latest  accounts.  He  is  a  sad  scamp. 
There  are  many  better  men  in  the  penitentiary ;  but  that 
is  neither  here  nor  there.  He  is  your  stumbling-block, 
for  he  is  Hester  Howard's  husband,  and  will  remain  so." 

*^  Girl  I  I  do  not  believe  you,"  exclaimed  Doctor 
Trevor,  sternly.  '^  Take  care  how  you  play  with  edged 
tools  I  Jests  are  out  of  the  question  at  this  season  of 
affairs,  and  your  levity  is  insupportable  and  most  un- 
womanly. Be  silent,  or  speak  the  truth  alone.  Yon 
sport  with  fire ! " 

She  shrank  from  the  expression  of  his  piercing  eyes, 
his  cold,  defiant  fitce.  She  had  not  thought  to  rouse  him 
to  such  passion ;  yet  she  said,  after  a  moment's  pause, 

*'  You  do  believe  me,  else  why  are  you  so  pale,  so  ex- 
cited, so  angry,  even  ?  Your  words  belie  your  counte- 
nance, and  your  rudeness  proves  your  conviction.  You 
know  that  I  have  spoken  the  truth  to  you,  Doctor  Tre- 
vor, from  first  to  last,  and  I  have  lost  your  r^ard  forever 
by  these  means.  Oh,  that  truth  should  be  so  terrible, 
both  to  speak  and  to  hear  I " 

She  turned  aside  and  wept  passionately,  while  he, 
unmindful  of  her  suffering,  rose  and  paced  the  room  with 
long  and  hasty  strides,  his  hands  locked  behind  him,  his 
head  bowed  on  his  breast. 
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"It  matters  not,"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice,  suddenly 
pausing  and  confronting  her,  ^'whether  this  be  truth  or 
a  malignant  fidsehood.  The  obstacle  is  one  that  can  be 
removed,  and  ought  to  be.  I  am  not  impatient  by  nature. 
I  can  wait  for  such  great  happiness ;  wait  <me,  two,  three, 
nay,  several  years,  if  these  be  needful  whorein  to  establish 
her  right  to  independence. 

"But  I  shall  know  everything  soon,  ulhen  she  writes! 
I  understand  now,  I  think,  why  this  revelation  was 
delayed.  She  wanted  time  to  dispassionately  consider 
her  condition,  and  see  the  path  of  duty  plain  bdbre  her. 
It  is  plain,  to  my  eyes,  as  I  think  I  can  make  it  to  hers, 
and  to  those  of  all  just  persons.    For  the  rest  I  care  not.'' 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Mattie,  curtly. .  "  I  am  one  of  the 
unjust,  I  suppose." 

"  Child,  child,  I  was  not  thinking  of  you  at  all  in 
speaking  those  last  words.  I  was  soliloquizing,  rather, 
I  believe.  It  is  a  habit  I  have,  a  bad  habit,  bom  of 
solitude;  excuse  me  if  I  have  been  passionate,  I  have  not 
meant  to  offend  you ;  I  have  not,  indeed." 

He  bowed  slightly,  and  turning  away  from  her  walked 
to  the  window,  from  which  he  stood  gazing  mutely  into 
the  street  below.  He  was  calming  himself  for  the 
conflict. 

Doctor  Trevor  was  aroused  from  reverie  by  Mattie's 
voice.  She  had  taken  advantage  of  his  averted  &oe  to 
draw  from  her  pocket  a  little  hand-mirror,  and  with  the 
aid  of  the  contents  of  her  satchel  refresh  her  toilet,  and 
retouch  her  cheeks  with  those  artistic  dabs  of  rouge, 
beneath  each  eye,  which  looked,  as  I  have  said  before, 
too  daring  for  fraud,  and  too  glowing  for  health,  de^ 
cidedly  hectic  in  character^  therefore  most  interesting. 
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This  done,  and  all  materials  of  aid  adroitly  withdrawn 
from  sight^  she  had  lifted  the  lid  of  the  travelling  basket 
her  sister  had  caused  to  be  packed  for  her  benefit  and 
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fiioe.  "You  are  really  very  much  flushed/'  he  said, 
^  and  your  lipe  are  eoarlet,  absolutely.  Is  it  often  thus 
with  you,  Mattie?'' 

"Often  whai"  (she  hesitated)  "when  I  have  been 
unduly  excited ;  but  don't  question  me  about  my  health. 
Let  us  forget  for  a  time  that  such  a  thing  as  sickness 
exists,  and  eat,  drink  and  be  merry,  for  *  to-morrow  we 
die.'    You  know  what  the  Bible  says." 

"You  are  too  young  to  be  an  epicurean,"  he  said, 
shaking  his  head  gravely;  "yours  must  have  been  a  liaid 
life,  Mattie,  to  make  you  such  a  philosopher  Happiness 
seldom  brings  early  wisdom." 

"  Hard  I "  she  said,  between  her  set  teeth,  "  yes,  grind- 
ing; but  never  so  hard  as  now.  I  need  no  pills, 
however,  and  no  passes." 

He  took  no  notice  of  her  side  remark,  but  helped  him- 
self to  grapes  and  bread,  leaving  the  fowl  untouched. 

"Shall  I  carve  for  you,  Mattie?  I  prefer  fruit  my- 
self; but  a  wing  of  chicken  would  be  best  for  you,  who 
are  weak,  and  with  it  some  wine."  He  helped  her  to 
both,  then  poured  a  glass  of  champagne  for  himself. 

"Let  us  drink  to  our  better  yMiderdcmdrng^^  he  said, 
gazing  at  her  cheerfully.  She  drank  her  wine  at  a 
draught,  without  a  rejoinder  of  any  kind. 

And  again  they  lapsed  into  silence.  Suddenly  the 
door  opened,  shut  again ;  opened  a  second  time,  and  Mr. 
Mulgrave  entered.  The  train  that  screeched  by  the 
window  five  minutes  before  had  broup^ht  him  to  the  junc- 
tion to  wait  the  return  of  that  which  had  flashed  them 
down  a  few  hours  previously  from  Lynnesborough  to 
Jenkinsville. 

Never  was  there  a  happier  interruption  to  a  sombre 
tfite-fUtdte. 
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Mattie  was  on  her  feet  in  a  moment^  salating  Mr. 
Mulgrave^  introducing  the  two  g^tleman,  in  her  busy 
little  way,  with  running  oommentaries  on  the  merits  of 
each  of  her  two  '^  dearest  gentlemen  friends.^^  (Heav- 
ens I  how  I  abhor  that  expression  from  a  woman's  lips !) 
^'  Providence  was  really  kind  to  her  on  this  occasion ;" 
*'  merciful  even/'  so  she  observed,  "  in  bringing  them 
together."  Never  was  such  a  fortunate  triangular  party ! 
Mr.  Mulgrave  had  just  come  in  time,  too,  she  declared, 
to  taste  some  of  those  delightful  cream-cakes,  with  his 
glass  of  champagne.  She  had  made  them  with  her  own 
little  brown  hands  the  day  before  (a  monstrous  fib), 
haviqg  obtained  the  very  receipt  that  Bedreddin  got 
from  his  grandmother  in  the  Arabian  Nights,  through 
his  lineal  descendant,  Miss  Penelope  Dean !  She  had 
hoped,  in  making  them,  that  they  might  suit  the  palate 
of  her  dear  firiend.  Doctor  Trevor,  but  he  had  proved 
fiuthless  to  his  all^iance,  having  testified  his  devotion 
to  cream-cakes  before — almost  to  the  detriment  of  his 
health — and  was  now  fast  becoming  a  devotee  of  Bacchus, 
she  feared,  for  he  would  touch  nothing  but  wine  and 
grapes,  which  were  only  intended  for  birds  to  peck  at,  in 
her  opinion,  particularly  these  Catawba  horrors!  A 
man,  too,  who  had  seen  life,  and  eaten  grapes  that  were 
grapes,  on  the  Khine ! 

It  was  incredible,  but  she  was  sure  Mr.  Mulgrave 
would  not  be  so  cruel,  but  do  justice  to  her  cream-cakes, 
which  he  did,  to  her  consternation,  by  gobbling  up  five, 
after  which  feat  he  demolished  nearly  everything  else 
on  the  board,  and  gulped  down  the  last  drop  of  wine, 
drawing  out  a  pocket-flask  of  his  own  to  conclude 
with,  which  he  tendered,  as  his  part  of  the  entertainment^ 
to  his  hosts. 
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He  thought  Mattie  veary  pretty  for  the  first  time,  and 
gracefal  as  she  glided  about  repacking  her  basket  with 
its  small  bat  exquisite  stock  of  china  and  fine  linen. 
He  watched  her  as  a  child  might  do  a  humming-bird, 
amused  and  half-delighted ;  and  as  he  stood  on  the  plat- 
form a  few  moments  later  with  Doctor  Mordaunt,  pick- 
ing his  teeth  leisurely,  pronounced  her  a  "  devilish  fine 
girl;''  at  which  epithet  that  gentleman  winced  so  evi- 
dently that  his  sagacity  went  to  work  to  conjecture  im- 


"  It  will  be  a  very  nice  family  arrangement  all  round/' 
he  said  to  himself  after  they  had  parted — *Hhe  grass- 
widow  for  me,  the  little  bright  sister  for  him,  Melissa 
for  anybody  that  wants  her ;  I'm  sure  I  don't,  and  I 
pity  the  man  that  does.  That  style  of  .stereotyped  self- 
complacent  doll-baby  woman  is  abominable  in  my 
opinion.  After  all,  there  is  something  devilish  super- 
cilious about  that  Trevor — ^disUmgway*  though,  de- 
cidedly. We  did  not  take  at  all,  that  was  plain ;  per- 
haps, however,  on  ftu-tlier  acquaintance,  matters  would 
work  better.  I  must  conciliate  that  man ;  he  is  one  of 
your  quiet,  influential  sort  of  nobodies,  no  doubt.  I  saw 
that  at  a  glance.  Truthftil  and  all  that  sort  of  thing. 
How  character  will  stick  out  I  Thank  heaven,.  I  have 
taken  good  care  of  mine — ^no  man  can  pick  a  flaw  in  this 
irreproachable  attorney. 

*'  Dreadful  thing,  to  go  to  a  lady's  house  on  sudi  an 
errand  as  mine,  however.  Yet  it  must  be  accomplished, 
and  the  sooner  the  better.  The  way  pretty  plain,  now, 
I  think — ^pretty — ^plain,"  rubbing  his  hands  and  weigh- 
ing his  two  last  words  by  dividing  mentally  each  syllable 
equally.    ''Got  only  one  enemy,  and  that's  Mdissa. 
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Brother  Sotton,  Sophia  and  all  the  rest  favorable^  no 
doubt,  or  can  readily  be  made  so ;  but  a  jealous  woman 
is_the— devil!" 

Leave  we  Mr.  Mulgrave  to  pace  the  platform  until 
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frankness,  he  scarce  knew  to  which  to  attribute  her  be- 
havior,  he  rose  and  said  curtly, 

'^  If  you  have  any  orders  for  Briarheath,  let  me  have 
them  at  once,  Miss  Mattie,  for  I  cannot  longer  bear  the 
susp^se  under  which  I  labor,  and  I  am  going  thither/' 

"You  must  not,  indeed,''  was  her  agitated  reply. 
"  Dd0t«r  Trevor,  you  must  not,  if  you  value  your  own 
peace  of  mind  or  sister  Hester's,"  adding  a  moment  later 
in  an  embarrassed  manner,  for,  contrary  to  her  expecta- 
tion, the  pale  man  standing  before  her  awaited  her  ex- 
planation, without  a  remark  or  further  interrogatory, 

"  Mr.  Howard  has  returned  to  Briarheath  I" 

"  My  God !  and  has  she  received  him  ?" 

"It  was  by  her  invitation,  I  believe,"  said  Mattie 
fiuntly,  half  terrified  at  the  storm  of  feeling  she  had 
awakened.  "  He  is  in  very  bad  health,  and  needed  her 
attentions,"  she  hastened  to  add.  "  Common  humanity, 
you  know,  was  at  issue." 

"And  through  whose  hellish  machinations  has  she 
been  induced  to  do  this?"  he  questioned,  "not  through 
yours,  Mattie  Lynne,  I  trust  in  God  ! " 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  indeed.  I  had  nothing  in  the  world  to 
do  with  it — was  never  more  surprised — ^" 

"  Girl,  I  hope  you  are  telling  me  the  truth,"  he  inter- 
rupted fiercely,  "  for  whosoever  has  contrived  this  thing 
has  done  worse  than  to  be  the  murderer  of  Hester  How- 
ard. That  man — that  half-bred  Mulgrave  I  the  wretched 
sniveller  Sutton  I — if  I  thought  it  was  one  of  these," 
and  he  clasped  his  brow  with  his  hand  and  ground 
his  teeth  audibly,  as  though  to  keep  back  his  vain  and 
bitter  words. 

"  I  assure  you,  Doctor  Trevor,  it  was  all  sister  Hester's 
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ONvn  doing.  She  heard  that  be  was  ill^  and  her  heart 
relented." 

"  Pray  God  that  he  may  die  before  he  has  time  to  kill 
her,  Mattie." 

'^  I  shall  do  nothing  so  sinful/'  said  the  girl,  bridling ; 
"  on  the  contrary  I  deem  it  my  duty  to  pray  very  eamestJy 
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CHAPTER  III. 

A  SUDDEN  STROKE — THE  WRESTLE  IN  THE  TENT — ^A. 
DREARY  DAWN— DETERMINATION. 

NOW  to  go  back  a  little.  It  was  evening  when  Mr. 
Malgrave  entered  the  library  at  Briarheath,  so 
quietlj  that  for  a  moment  after  he  had  crossed  its 
threshold,  the  lady,  who  sat  writing  fast  and  intently 
before  the  blazing  fire,  fiuled  to  remark  his  presence. 
She  had  written  sheet  after  sheet  of  the  long  and 
evidently  interesting  letter  that  engaged  her,  before  he 
came ;  and  now,  turning  to  the  piled-np  leaves  beside  her, 
she  grasped  them  as  if  to  read  them  over,  with  a  face  so 
sad,  so  pale,  so  impassioned,  that  she  seemed  transfigured 
for  the  moment  in  the  eyes  of  her  unperoeived  visitor. 

"She  is  writing  to  her  husband,^'  he  tliought,  **the 
unprincipled  scamp  who  is  destroying  her.  Nothing  else 
could  stir  her  so  profoundly.  Can  she  know  what  has 
happened,  I  wonder?  But  it  is  time  I  should  reveal 
myself,^'  and  he  advanced  to  greet  her,  accosting  her 
by  name,  and  with  the  outstretched  hand  of  permitted 
friendship. 

She  rose  to  receive  him,  calmly  yet  not  without  an 
amazed  expression  on  her  iace,  for  after  their  recent  settle- 
ment she  had  not  expected  him  so  speedily  again ;  and 
from  the  first  she  feared  some  ill  tidings. 

Yet  even  in  that  moment  of  surprise  she  did  not  forget 
(and  he  remarked  this)  to  gather  up  her  papers  again, 
relinquished  for  an  instant  at  his  approach,  and  place 
them  securely  in  her  desk,  locking  this,  after  she  had 
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done  80,  with  a  small  key  suspended  from  her  guard- 
chain,  and  pashing  the  light  stand  that  sustained  it 
entirely  aside. 

Then  she  came  and  stood  beside  him  on  the  rug,  look- 
ing at  him  with  sad,  prophetic  eyes,  and  clasping  her 
hands  eagerly  before  her,  yet  speaking  no  word  of  inter- 
rogation, and  thus  she  waited  for  him  to  announce  his 
errand ;  a  grievous  one,  she  felt. 
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her  feet,  while  fire  flashed  from  her  eyes,  and  her  emo- 
tional lips  quivered  and  crimsoned.  '^Let  it  go  to 
Urotest." 

He  smiled  his  inscrutable,  gleaming  smile  as  shespoke^ 
shook  his  head  gravely,  partly  at  her  womanly  ignorance 
of  affairs,  partly  at  what  yet  remained  unrevealed. 

^^  It  is  worse  than  you  think,''  he  said,  '^  and  I  honor 
your  determination  to  be,  I  hope,  thereby  confirmed  by 
what  I  am  about  to  tell  you.  This  time  it  was  forg^y, 
discovered,  fortunately,  before  the  money  was  paid; 
forgery  of  your  name  and  mine.  He  is  now  under  arrest 
in  New  York,  whither  he  had  ventured  under  the 
assumed  name  of  Lennox." 

She  stood  transfixed  for  a  moment,  then  seated  herself 
again  helplessly  in  her  chair,  leaning  back,  pale  and 
speechless.  He  thought  she  was  about  to  fietint,  and  rose 
to  be  in  readiness  to  assist  her ;  but  motioning  him  away 
she  sat  upright  with  a  strong  effort,  and  fixed  her  eyes 
upon  him,  one  hand  clasping  the  arm  of  the  chair  she 
occupied,  the  other  lying  loosely  on  her  knee;  her  whole 
attitude  was  piteous. 

^'  I  would  to  God  I  could  have  spared  you  this  shock,'' 
he  exclaimed,  with  true  manly  fervor,  '^  but  it  was  im- 
possible in  the  very  nature  of  things ;  nor  have  I  the 
tact  to  soften  blows  like  this.  I  would  I  had.  I  would 
for  your  sake  I  could  bear  ev&ry  evil  alone  that  menaces 
you.  Let  me  counsel  you  at  least,  while  I  dare  do  so, 
as  long  ago  I  would  fain  have  counselled  you,  had  I  not 
feared  to  offend.  But  in  the  face  of  such  offending,  I 
must  speak  now.  Cast  off  this  villain,  whose  very  name 
is  contamination.  You  can  do  this  honorably  now,  and 
without  an  effort.    The  law  he  has  offended  divides  you^ 
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and  is  in  itself  a  divorce.  In  this  State  a  felon  has  no 
wife.  Let  public  justice  do  this  private  work,  from 
which  yon  have  so  delicately  shrank  heretofore,  and  be 
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a  great  temptatdon  before  her^  though  not  in  the  way  he 
intended. 

**  Do  not  speak  to  me  thus,  Mr.  Mulgrave/'  she  said, 
risings  after  a  pause^  '^nor  seek  to  tempt  me  further;  my 
heart  is  broken.^' 

Her  words  admitted  of  misoonoeption,  certainly^  vagae 
as  they  were.  A  sudden  light  flashed  over  his  features. 
He  too  arose;  and  leaning  against  the  marble  mantle- 
shelf  surveyed  her  passionately^  as  she  stood  gaeing  down 
into  the  glowing  fire,  pale  and  wrapped  as  a  spirit. 

"  You  must  hear  me/'  he  said,  in  suppressed  and  im- 
passioned toneS;  very  different  from  his  usual  vibrant 
ones.  "  This  once  I  claim  your  forbearance,  for  I  have 
loved  you  long  and  kept  my  secret  &ithfully.  From 
the  hour  I  first  saw  you  in  California  up  to  this  mo- 
ment you  have  been  the  idol  of  my  being.  I  have  not 
approached  you  with  any  manifestations  of  my  passion, 
but  it  has  been  a  consuming  fire  since  first  the  ^lender 
of  your  gaze  lighted  it  to  flame,  and  there  have  heesk 
times  when  to  fall  down  and  worship  you  has  been  an 
impulse  with  me  difficult  to  withstand.  Yet  in  all.  this 
I  looked  to  the  end  that  we  are  approaching  now.  I 
have  never  dishonored  your  immaculate  purity  by  a  word 
or  a  thought  unworthy  of  your  noble  womanhood.  I 
bided  my  time.  Say,  Hester,  say,  has  it  come?  Will 
you  be  my  wife?''  He  stretched  his  arms  passionately 
towards  her  as  he  spoke. 

'^  Mr.  Mulgrave ! "  It  was  all  she  said  or  could  say. 
Some  bitter  reflection  seemed  to  choke  her  utterance,  and 
the  words  she  would  have  spoken  sank  gurgling  in  her 
throat ;  yet  she  waved  him  away  mutely  with  her  white, 
uplifted,  warning  and  beseeching  hands,  and  turned  her 
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head  mournfully  aside,  like  one  in  a  troubled  and  un- 
oertain  dream. 

He  pitied  her  inexpressibly.  '^  She  were  more  or  less 
than  woman  could  she  feel  otherwise  just  now/'  he 
thought.  ^^She  must  have  time.  There  is  nothing  like 
consideration/'  and  in  pursuance  of  this  idea;  he  said 
aloud,  inspired  by  a  fresh  spirit, 

"  Do '  not  answer  me  now,  dearest  lady.  This  shock 
has  unnerved  you.  I  will  wait  here  until  to-morrow 
evening  if  you  do  not  forbid  me  to  do  so,  and  tlien  I 
will  try  and  bear  with  firmness  any  resolve  of  yours. 
But,  oh,  madam,  madam,"  he  added,  impetuously,  ^'  do 
not  drive  me  to  despair  I  nor  cast  away  from  you  for  a 
&lse  estimate  of  duty,  a  heart  that  adores  you,  and  a 
long  life  of  usefulness  and  happiness  I  For,  Hester,  to 
make  you  happy  shall  be  the  study  of  my  exist^ioe  I " 
and  again  he  took  her  passive  hands  in  his  and  covered 
them  with  kisses,  hands  coldly  yet  quietly  withdrawn  at 
the  next  moment.  "I  have  never  loved  any  other 
woman,  I  never  shall  again ! "  he  pursued,  with  folded 
arms.  "  Beware  how  you  wreck  my  solitary  hopes  1 "  he 
said,  gloomily.  "  There  are  depths  in  my  own  nature 
that  I  am  afraid  of;  you  have  it  in  your  power  to  fill 
even  these  with  light  and  loveliness,  or  to  evoke  from 
them  dark  spirits,  and  make  me,  perhaps,  wholly  evil. 
Think  of  this ;  think  of  the  power  you  wield  for  good 
or  ill  1" 

"  Truly  it  is  fearful ! "  she  rejoined,  vaguely. 

He  felt  that  she  was  referring  his  words  to  her  hus- 
band's condition  rather  than  his  own. 

"  But  justice  should  be  done,"  he  added,  sternly,  *^  even 
at  the  cost  of  some  individual  suffering.    To  faJter  now 
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on  the  path  of  rectitude  were  self-ooDtempt.  No  ooe 
has  a  right,  in  the\iew  of  the  whole  world,  to  pay  a 
premium  for  iniquity,  and  forbearance  becomes  a  crime 
when  it  ceases  to  be  a  virtue." 

His  words  impressed  her  strangely.  They  seemed  to 
come  to  her  from  a&r  off,  and  to  have  no  individual 
reference  or  meaning.  She  listened  like  one  spell-bound 
rather  than  attentive.  Afterwards,  she  remembered  that 
scene  as  one  would  do  a  nightmare.  At  the  time  she 
made  no  answer ;  nor,  perhaps,  did  he  expect  one. 

Presently  Lora  came  in  with  a  tea-tray,  the  frugal 
supper  of  her  mistress,  to  which  she  had  voluntarily 
added  some  substantials  in  honor  of  Mr.  Mulgrave. 

"Take  me  to  my  room,  Lora,"  said  Mrs.  Howard. 
"I  am  &int  to-night  Tea?  Yes,  one  cup;  there, 
thanks !  Nothing  more.  Make  yourself  at  home,  Mr. 
Mulgrave,  until  to-morrow.  Have  patience  with  me 
and  him  until  I  come  again.    Grood-night !  ^^ 

She  was  gone.  He  heard  her  slow  step  ascending  the 
stairs  through  the  open  door,  that  step  heavy  for  her, 
usually  so  light  of  foot. 

"  It  has  struck  her  to  the  heart,'^  he  thought.  "  No  won- 
der !  What  in  the  shape  of  trouble  equals  degradation  ?" 
(People  understand  this  word  differently  sometimes.) 
He  stood  musing  on  the  rug,  when  a  sparkle  at  his  feet 
attracted  him.  He  stooped  and  picked  up  the  curiously- 
cut  key  of  the  desk  he  had  seen  Mrs.  Howard  lock,  and 
after  examining  and  admiring  its  exquisite  workmanship 
— ^for  he  was  an  amateur  in  keys — he  twirled  it  mechan- 
ically in  his  fingers  while  he  pursued  his  chain  of 
thought. 

Wearied  of  this,  he  began  to  move  restlessly  through 
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the  apartment,  still  dangling  the  key,  and  looking  at 
pictare  after  picture  on  the  walls  antil,  tired  with  their 
sameness,  he  came  back  to  his  old  position  on  the  hearth. 
Books  there  were  iu  plenty  and  of  good  choosing,  but 
be  did  not  feel  like  ^'settling  down''  to  one  as  he  would 
have  expressed  it    He  had  no  habit  of  continuous  read- 
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'^  I  wonder  what  she  was  writmg  about  ? ''  he  ques- 
tioned of  his  own  brain^  as  lolling  olfthe  cushioned  sofk 
which  he  had  dragged  up  before  the  fire  (unceremo- 
niously in  his  lonely  condition),  he  prepared  to  make 
himself  thoroughly  comfortable  for  the  evening.  This 
was  after  James  Sell^«  had  been  in  to  draw  off  his  boots 
and  give  him  slippers,  and  a  few  cigars,  articles  always 
provided  for  Mr.  Steinbaoh,  and  had  set  his  bed-room 
candlestick  in  readiness. 

'^The  same  diamber,  sir,  you  slept  in  before.  Can 
you  find  your  way  alone  ?  '* 

^  Oh,  certainly,  James ;  but  what's  your  hurry  ?  You 
went  with  me  before,  I  remember.'' 

^There's  a  ball  down  at  Lynnesborough,  and  the 
mistress  said  we  could  go,  Kitty  Cline  and  me,  and 
shure  she's  waitin'  on  me — ^the  girl  I  mane — ^this  blessed 
minute  to  escorch  her,  and  it's  the  cook  that's  sick  to- 
night wid  de  sick  headache,  and  as  to  Lora,  she  goes  to 
bed  as  regular  as  Myra  Clay,  in  the  mistress's  own 
dressing-roonL  'The  ould  and  the  yooung  must  be 
rigular,'  is  Mrs.  Howard's  rule,  and  so  all  the  waitin'-up 
fiills  on  Kitty  and  me — ^but  it  is  not  much  of  it  we  has 
to  do  in  this  quiet  place." 

**  No  harm  done  then,  James,  in  any  case,"  said  the 
attorney.  *'  Here  take  this  to  drink  my  health  with  at  ihe 
ball,  you  and  Kitty.  Have  a  bottle  of  champagne,  like 
a  gentleman,"  and  he  handed  him  a  half  eagle. 

**  It's  too  much,  your  honor,"  said  James,  reverently, 
pocketing  it  hurriedly,  as  he  spoke,  however. 

"I  believe  it's  my  first  present  to  you,  James;  but  it 
shall  not  be  my  last,  if  matters  work  as  I  hope  they 
may,"  and  he  nodded  his  significant  nod  at  the  smirking 
Irishman. 
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**  You  has  my  best  wishes,  Mr.  Mulgrave,  for  your 
suooessy  and  Kitty's  too,"  he  replied.  "  You  was  the  nag 
ahe  bet  on  firom  the  first.'' 
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honor;  acknowledging  no  internal  standard  of  right  and 
wrong;  just  as  some  people  think  the  reflection  of  an 
object  in  a  mirror  is  caused  by  the  human  eje,  not  inde- 
pendent of  it;  and  a  creation  in  itself. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  an  hour  later  found  this  male  Fatima 
absorbed  in  the  perusal  of  those  mystic  sheets  Mrs.  How- 
ard had  so  carefully  locked  away  before  she  gave  him 
her  attention;  and  in  cowardly  possession  of  the  secret 
of  a  pure  woman's  lifC;  never  opened  before,  save  to  her 
Creator. 

A  reticent  woman  is  not  necessarily  a  cautious  one, 
where  her  whole  confidence  is  gained  and  given,  and  to 
the  man  she  loved;  and  for  his  sacred  gaze  alonC;  Hester 
Howard  had  unfolded  the  inmost  sanctuaries  of  the 
temple  of  her  heart;  and  opened  her  life  before  him,  as  one 
opens  a  book,  leaf  after  leaf;  for  the  inspection  of  a  chosen 
reader;  with  whom  it  is  a  pleasure  and  privily  to  peruse 
each  page  in  turn  and  analyze  every  passage. 

Truth  was  there,  unmistakable  and  unperverted — ^he 
saw  that;  for  he  was  a  judge  of  that  foreign  article — ^from 
the  first  word  to  the  last;  truth  such  as  Eve  might  have 
spoken  before  the  serpent  beguiled  her  ear,  simple,  serene, 
eloquent,  and  never  transcending  good  taste. 

In  this  brief  autobiography,  ail  the  more  pathetic  from 
the  very  fact  that  no  effort  was  made  for  the  sake  of 
effect;  and  the  details  of  suffering  were  so  rigorous  and 
even  homely  as  to  be  often  severe,  Hester  Howard  had 
uttered  her  cry  for  mercy.  She  left  to  the  decision  of 
him  she  loved  what  her  future  course  of  conduct  should 
be.  If  he  in  his  pure  and  severe  judgment  thought  her 
entitled  to  manumission  fi:t>m  her  yoke,  she  would  openly, 
she  promised  him,  apply  for  such  fireedom  as  the  law 
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could  give ;  otherwise  she  would  abide  in  harness  to  the 
natural  end  of  one  of  two  opposite  and  perfectly  unsuited 
lives. 

What  deeper  evidence  could  a  woman  give  of  her 
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and  thrust  them  under  the  sofa  cushion^  for  he  rarely 
forgot  expediency^  all  but  the  one  he  was  still  reading, 
the  very  last 

She  had  just  finished  her  labor  of  love  as  he  came  in, 
that  was  evident ;  the  signature  alone  was  wanting.  The 
letter  ended  with  a  pure  and  fervent  prayer  that  both 
might  find  strength  to  do  the  will  of  God^  whether  in 
pain  or  joy,  through  weal  or  woe.  It  touched  even  the 
prejudiced  heart  of  Mulgrave,  to  read  this  unaffected 
burst  of  womanly  devotion,  divine  in  its  self-abn^ation. 

'^  What  a  life  she  has  had,  to  be  sure  I "  he  murmured, 
tossing  back  his  lank  silken  hair  and  pressing  one  hand 
to  his  beating,  burning  brow.  "  What  a  dreadful  phan** 
tasmagoria  that  whole  California  business  was,  from  first 
to  last,  and  all  because  of  that  villain  I  Poor  lady,  would 
your  choice  had  been  worthier,  for  your  own  sake,'*  and 
he  heaved  one  of  the  few  disinterested  sighs  that  had 
ever  left  his  bosom. 

In  the  next  moment  his  &ce  darkened  again. 

"  Curses  on  them  both,*'  he  muttered,  "  but  if  one  of 
the  two  mtcst  come  here,  let  it  be  Howard  the  fiend,  rather 
than  Trevor  the  saint.  I  could  bear  to  witness  her 
misery  rather  than  her  love  for  another ;  and  perhaps  if 
that  wretch  returned  penitent,  and  ill  or  fdgning  to  be  so, 
the  perfect,  fisistidious  man  might  pass  disgusted  out  of 
sight,  while  I  stand  watching  patiently,  humbly,  for  a 
reaction  of  feeling,  fiivorable  in  the  end,  to  my  hopes ! 
Howard  could  not  long  keep  up  appearances ;  then  there 
would  be  another  outburst  or  desertion.  That  would 
be  my  time  1  I  must  toait,  waity  wait  I  The  disgusted 
Trevor  would  never  reappear  on  the  scene  of  action, 
after  a  duplication  of  difficulties,  and  the  field  would  be 
mine — <dl  mineJ^ 
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And  as  he  spoke  he  swept  oat  his  long  arms,  then 
clamped  them  again  tightly  over  his  breast,  where  burned 
the  indelible  image  of  Hester  Howard,  a  statue  of  snow, 
enveloped  in  living  flames,  still  paradoxically  retaining 
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'^  No,  sir ;  but  I  thought  Kitty  Cline  might  meddle  if 
she  found  the  key.  She  did  so  once,  and  spilt  all  the 
ink  on  the  velvet  lining.  She  was  trying  to  write  a 
letter  herself,  she  said." 

^^  Ah,  you  are  right  in  that  case  to  be  careful.  Did 
your  mistress  know  of  this?'' 

"  No,  sir ;  Kitty  Cline  begged  me  not  to  tell,  and^  I 
didn't  I  heard  her  accuse  the  cat ;  but  she  was  vexed 
with  me — my  mistress,  I  mean — about  it ;  and  I  don't 
want  to  have  her  think  hard  of  me  again." 

"  You  are  a  careful  child.  Here  is  some  change  for 
you.     Look  well  for  the  key  in  the  morning." 

"  Mrs.  Howard  does  not  allow  me  to  take  money  from 
any  one  but  herself,"  the  child  said,  coloring  vividly  be- 
hind her  freckles,  as  of  yore ;  "  I  thank  you  all  the  same, 
«ir,"  and  she  retired,  courtesying  demurely. 

"That  child  mistrusts  me^"  muttered  Mulgrave.  "She 
is  a  bom  detective,  I  can  see  that ;  but,  my  God,  what  is 
this  ?"  and  stooping  he  picked  up  from  the  floor  a  frag- 
ment of  paper  evidently  connected  with  the  letter.  It 
was  headed  "a  sonnet,"  and  ran  thus : 

"  I  will  possess  in  patience,  oh,  my  soul, 
Thy  desolate  dominion.    Slow,  sad  years 

Hay  come  and  pass ;  the  tide  of  feeling  roU 
Against  the  shores  of  life  in  billowy  tears. 
Ere  the  expected  guest  in  light  appears. 

The  prince  is  long  in  coming  to  his  throne, 

Not  less  shall  it  be  kept  for  him  alone. 
No  other  head,  no  other  hand  shaU  bear 
The  crown  and  sceptre  that  lie  mutely  there; 
Nor  the  imperial  purple  monarohs  wear 

When  they  proclaim  their  ^tate  and  take  their  own. 
Kneeling  before  the  footstool — mine  the  care 

To  keep  these  symbols  free  from  mould  and  rust, 

In  the  long  regency  of  patient  trust" 
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On  the  other  side  were  written  a  few  words  significant 
certainly  of  a  good  understanding. 

"These  lines  embody  the  idea  we  were  talking  of,  on 
that  last  day.  Keep  them :  they  were  written  for  your 
eye  only.'' 
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ftophistiy  was :  here  lay  the  chief  difference  (difierent  as 
they  were  in  all  other  respects)  between  Doctor  Trevor 
and  himself. 

How  &red  it  in  the  chamber  above  the  library,  while 
that  fierce  straggle  and  surrender  went  on  beneath — the 
struggle  of  passion,  the  surrender  of  principle?  Ill, 
very  ill ;  yet  God  had  not  withdrawn  himself  in  the 
hour  of  Hester  Howard^s  tribulation,  and  there  were 
manifestations  of  his  presence  even  during  die  period  of 
its  sorrowful  continuance. 

It  seemed  a  strange  providence  certainly,  that  the  very 
means  of  escape  Doctor  Trevor  had  suggested,  as  the 
only  reasonable  ones,  for  a  woman's  release  from  the 
thraldom  of  uncongenial  matrimony,  were  set  before  her 
now.  The  key  of  her  prison-door  was  in  her  hand. 
She  could,  without  uncovering  her  scars  before  the 
world,  or  revealing  the  personality  of  her  dreadful  past 
— tasks  inconceivably  revolting  to  a  proud,  shy  woman 
like  herself — throw  off  at  once  and  forever,  through  the 
agency  of  general  law,  her  galling  manacles,  and  dasp 
her  rosy  future  to  her  bosom. 

She  made  her  mind  an  Areopagus,  so  she  persuaded 
herself,  in  which  right  and  feeling  were  called  to  plead 
on  one  hand,  against  mercy  and  self-sacrifice  on  the 
other.  On  one  side  she  had  arrayed  her  wrongs — a  terrific 
host  needless  to  recapitulate  here,  but  which  it  pleased 
her  in  her  vengeful  mood  to  count  over  one  by  one  as 
Indians  count  their  scalps,  then  notc^  their  tally  on  their 
tomahawks.  To  these  she  added  the  individual  short- 
comings of  Julius  Howard,  his  betrayal  of  every  trust 
reposed  in  him,  every  compact  entered  into  by  him,  every 
tangible  right  appertaining  to  others  that  fell  in  his 
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unscrupulous  way^  no  matter  how  sacred  in  itself^  or  how 
great  to  them  the  suffering  involved  by  such  proceeding. 
She  turned  loathing  from  the  picture  her  own  hand  had 
drawn;  yet  were  these  evils  and  wrongs  dearer  to  her 
for  the  time  than  his  benefits  could  have  been  before, 
because    they   weighed    heavily   in    the    scale    of  her 
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sweet  children  springing  aroand  her  knees,  noble  and 
beautiful  like  their  fitther,  and  bringing  back  that  old 
dream  of  rapture  long  ago  laid  to  rest,  to  abide  with  her 
forevermore — to  know  the  joy  of  his  love  and  approba- 
tion, who  alone  in  all  her  life  had  filled  her  heart;  his 
watchful  care,  by  night  and  day,  in  storm  or  sunshine. 
This  was  her  ideal  of  earthly  bliss.  And  all  this  happi- 
ness was  to  be  had  for  the  branding  of  one  little  word 
on  the  brow  of  acknowledged  guilt — "-Fcfon/' 

Truly  in  scarlet  letters  did  it  stand  out  before  her. 
But  was  hers  the  hand  to  do  this,  or  to  refuse  to  lift  itself 
in  interposition  ? 

Could  she  drug  her  conscience  by  any  power  of  sophis- 
try to  the  conviction,  that  in  this  case  her  neutrality  was 
not  complicity  of  action,  when  by  the  sacrifice  of  mere 
externals  she  could  put  away  effectually  firom  her  hus- 
band's throat  the  stem  clutch  of  the  law,  and  save  him 
firom  the  ignominy  of  the  convict's  cell  ? 

And  then  I  what  then  ? 

Might  not  Doctor  Trevor  still  judge  her  case  fevora- 
bly,  without  knowing  of  this  additional  aggravation,  so 
conclusive  in  his  manly  estimate  of  woman's  wrongs,  and 
still  consent  to  pluck  her  away  from  her  fettered  wretch- 
edness, without  the  stern  alternative  of  common  felony? 

It  was  an  eager  but  not  an  earnest  hope ;  and  she  put 
it  away  despairingly.  For  a  night  and  a  day  went  on 
this  wrestle  in  the  tent;  but  the  dawn  broke  at  last;  the 
dark  angel  relaxed  his  hold,  and  the  strife  that  had  been 
taxing  her  very  powers  of  life  so  severely  was  over 
and  forever. 

Food,  sleep,  rest,  had  been  strangers  to  her  mind  and 
body,  since  the  conflict  began ;  but  now,  like  David  i^ber 
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the  child  was  dead^  she  rose  up  and  ate^  and  bathed  and 
arrayed  herself  (her  resolution  being  perfect),  and  re- 
turned once  more  into  the  gateways  of  her  common 
existence,  firom  the  outer  wilderness  into  which  she  had 
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simple-hearted  rectitude  of  organization,  working,  blind- 
fold and  mole-like,  against  all  tlie  allurements  of  fiuicj 
and  inclination,  like  the  instinctive  canine  fidelity  we 
hold  so  cheap,  and  count  as  a  mere  matter  of  coarse? 
Who  shall  answer  me? 

Reader,  you  who  have  gone  with  her  hand  in  hand 
from  the  beginning  to  the  crisis  of  her  simple  life — you 
who,  perhaps,  like  her,  have  loved  and  suffered,  and 
through  these  grown  strong — do  you  recognize  at  last  the 
nature  of  ^* Hester  Howard* s  Temptation  f^^ 

She  added,  after  arriving  at  her  resolution,  one  page  to 
her  already  voluminous  letter;  but  in  this  no  reference 
was  made  to  the  last  offending  of  Julius  Howard. 

"  If,"  she  said,  "  the  slightest  misgiving  exists  on  your 
part  as  to  my  right  to  claim  a  divorce  in  the  sight  of 
Ood  and  man  irom  the  husband  who  oppressed  and  for^ 
sook  me,  by  reason  of  what  I  have  here  set  forth,  none 
other,  yield  to  its  teachings,  I  pray  you,  without  hesita- 
tion. That  you  love  me  I  already  know  and  feel,  and 
am  grateful  for ;  but  I  would  not  for  all  the  happiness  this 
world  can  give,  unfit  you  for  the  next,  even  in  your  own 
estimation.  When  you  arrive  at  those  just  conclusions, 
which  must  be  the  result  of  consideration  in  a  mind 
organized  like  yours,  write  to  me  at  once,  and  if  your 
conscience  so  decrees  it,  let  our  paths  lie  apart  in  this 
sphere  of  existence,  in  the  earnest  hope  of  eternal  union 
hereafter. 

"  Believe  me  I  am  sincere  in  what  I  say,  and  that  what- 
ever counsel  you  give  me  will  be  accepted  as  my  law  of 
action  without  a  dissenting  murmur,  for  I  love  you  too 
entirely,  too  reverently,  not  to  believe  in  your  disinter- 
estedness and  to  array  my  judgment  for  one  moment 
agTiinst  your  wisdom.'* 
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CHAPTER   IV. 

8TJBTEKFUGB  AND  STRATEGY. 
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"No,  James,  there  is  not  the  slightest  hurry/^  was  the 
calm  reply.  "  The  next  time  your  mistress  mails  a  letter 
will  answer  perfectly  well ;  but  be  sure  not  to  forget  me. 
By-the-by,  does  any  one  else  from  Briarbeath  ever  attend 
the  post-office?'' 

"  Divil  a  one,  your  honor;  shure  an'  it's  the  mistress  is 
a  lady  of  the  greatest  discration,  and  never  intrusts  her 
sacrets  or  business  to  famales,  white  or  black,  knowin' 
the  triflin'  nature  of  thim  cratures." 

"  Not  even  to  old  Lora  ? "  asked  Mulgrave,  with  a 
quick  glance  of  the  eye. 

"  Not  outside  of  her  own  bed-chamber,  Mr.  Mulgrave. 
For  the  matter  of  bills  and  letters  she  houlds  to  the  opin- 
ion that  a  man's  head  is  the  longest,  and  I  fiather  myself 
her  confidence  in  James  Sellers  is  complate,  all  the  more 
that  writin'  was  left  out  of  his  edication." 

"Which  shows  her  good  sense,  certainly,"  said  Mr. 
Mulgrave,  urbanely.  "  James,  at  what  time  do  you  usu- 
ally carry  the  mail  to  Lynnesborough  ?  " 

"  In  the  evening,  sir,  when  I  fetches  back  the  letters 
and  papers  that  comes  in  by  the  eastern  train;  about 
sundown,  say." 

"  I  will  have  my  letter  ready  by  that  time.  Is  there 
any  sealing  wax  here,  do  you  know  (envelopes  you  have, 
of  course),  or  does  your  mistress  use  wafers  ?  " 

"  No,  indade,  sir ;  it's  the  best  of  scarlet  sealing  wax, 
and  stamped  with  her  own  saal.  She  always  uses  a  big 
L,  as  long  as  my  finger  nail ;  that's  all  I  make  out. 
Shall  I  borry  a  little  for  you  ?  Lora  can  get  it  widout 
troublin'  her,  I  reckon ;  you'll  find  envelopes  in  the  book- 
case drawer." 

"  No,  no ;  it's  quite  immaterial,"  and  so  Mr.  Mulgrave, 
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haviDg  red  sealing  wax  of  his  own  always  at  hand,  em- 
ployed himself  that  day  in  cutting  a  seal  of  wood  with  a 
capital  L  thereon  of  the  length  described^  and  having 
sat 
dn 
Jai 

itS4 

do< 
he 
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was  such  a  physician  residing  in  Ilium  I  How  this 
fragment  of  a  suit  of  '  Green  versus  Meigs/  brought  bj 
old  Carey  Fox^  ten  years  ago,  would  mystify  him !  It 
was  a  clever  oversight  after  all,  my  bringing  it  with  me 
instead  of  White's  appeal.  I  must  have  picked  it  up 
when  the  old  man's  trunks  were  left  in  Mitchell's  law- 
office,  where  I  domiciliated  a  while  so  diarmingly." 

Reminiscences  such  as  this  reference  gave  rise  to  amused 
Mr.  Mulgrave,  no  doubt,  as  he  chuckled  for  some  time ; 
but  as  they  might  fail  to  entertain  my  patient  (?)  reader,  I 
will  cut  them  short;  having  introduced  this  clue  of 
thought  merely  to  show  how  difficult  it  would  have  been 
under  any  circumstances  to  have  traced  back  this  pro- 
ceeding to  our  astute  attorney. 

When  James  Sellers  came  along  about  sundown — as 
he  had  foretold  he  would  do— with  his  little  black  office- 
bag  in  his  hand,  key  in  lock  (his  responsibility  was  in- 
sured in  this  way),  Mr.  Mulgrave  was  ready  with  his 
letters,  one  of  which  was  concealed  in  the  sleeve  of  his 
coat,  however. 

"  Could  you  give  me  a  match,  James  ?  "  he  asked,  care- 
lessly.    ''  I  haven't  one,  I  find." 

The  bag  was  set  down  a  minute,  while  the  attendant 
fumbled  in  his  coat-pocket. 

"  Drop  your  letter  in  the  bag,  Mr.  Mulgrave,  if  yon 
plase,  while  it  sets  on  the  table.  I  lift  it  unlocked  on 
purpose,"  and  Mr.  Mulgrave  dropped  in  two  instead  of 
one,  dexterously  and  swiftly  securing  and  substituting 
the  only  occupant  of  the  satchel — ^a  portly  package — 
with  whose  contents  he  was  already  pretty  well  ac- 
quainted, and  which,  as  he  had  foreseen,  bore  the  direc- 
tions of  Doctor  Mordaunt  Trevor,  Ilium. 
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blind  bone.  Wbere  shall  I  find  you  wbin  I  return  from 
Lynnesborough  ? '' 

''Just  here,  James^  where  we  stand  now,  one  hour 
henoe.  Now,  don't  disappoint  me.  I  shall  time  you ;  be 
expeditious.'' 

"  Won't  it  be  too  dark  here,  your  honcHr  ?  " 

''  I'll  strike  a  match^  James.  All  I  want  is  a  glimpse 
at  that  name^  you  know,  and  the  receipt  will  show  for 
itself.  You  need  not  be  the  least  alarmed;  but,  if  what 
I  suspect  be  true^  I  don't  want  to  be  wasting  my  time 
here,  that's  all." 

''  Why  not  look  at  the  back  of  the  letter  now,  yoor 
honor?"  suggested  James,  eagerly.  ''Shure,  an'  tha-e 
could  be  no  harum  done  that  way." 

''  No,  no ; "  said  Mr.  Mulgrave,  laying  his  hand  on  the 
arm  that  was  about  to  disengage  itself  from  the  satchel. 
''That  would  never  do  in  the  world.  I  cannot  stoop  to 
pry  into  a  lady's  mail-bag,  being  her  guest" 

"  Where's  the  differ  ?  "  asked  James,  in  a  bewildered 
manner.  "  Shure,  an'  looking  at  the  reoate  is  about  the 
same  ting,  it  seems  to  me  simple  way  of  thinking ! " 

"  There  is  an  immense  difference,  I  assure  you,  how- 
ever, James.  One  is  private  property;  the  receipt  is  a 
public  record  which  any  one  may  see.  It  is  to  be  reg- 
istered in  the  post-office  books,  you  know." 

"  Yis,  I  know,"  said  James,  vaguely,  as  he  turned  his 
&ce  towards  Lynnesborough,  and  visions  of  another  half 
eagle  flapped  their  wings  triumphantly  and  blindingly 
before  his  eyes  all  the  way  to  and  from  the  office. 

Mr.  Mulgrave  was  waiting  for  him,  according  to  ap- 
pointment; his  cigar  shone  like  a  star  in  the  gathering 
twilight,  aa  James  Sellers  approached. 
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In  another  moment  the  receipt  was  extended  towards 
the  expectant  lawyer,  and  snapped  from  the  fingers  of 
James  Sellers  before  he  could  remonstrate.  A  match  in 
readiness  was  hastily  struck  against  the  gate  post,  by  the 
transient  light  of  which  feeble  torch  Mr.  Mulgrave 
glanced  over  the  precions  document  he  held,  and  which 
was  restored,  seemingly,  to  the  bewildered  James  in  a 
space  so  incredibly  short  that  it  seemed  to  him  magical 
how  human  eyes  could  make  out  writing  with  such 
celerity.  The  whole  proceeding  occupied  little  more  than 
the  lifetime  of  a  match,  and  redoubled  the  respect  of  the 
Irish  Mercury  for  the  genius  of  the  Yankee  barrister 
firom  that  hour. 

Again  a  cunning  substitution  had  been  made  by  means 
of  a  paper  prepared  in  the  interval  of  the  absence  of 
James  Sellers;  the  common  formula  of  a  post-office 
receipt  being  intimately  known  to  Mr.  Mulgrave  as  a 
part  of  his  weekly  requisition  in  his  business. 

So  that  Mrs.  Howard  received  the  satisfactory  assur- 
ance ten  minutes  later  that  her  letter  to  Doctor  Mordaunt 
Trevor  had  been  mailed  and  registered.  No  individual 
signature  was  affixed,  it  is  true.  The  '^  postmaster  of 
Lynnesborough ''  alone  appeared  at  the  foot  of  the  re- 
ceipt, and  it  was  thrown  carelessly  aside  in  the  moment 
after  it  readied  her  hand,  without  close  observation,  com- 
ment or  scrutiny  of  any  sort.  At  the  time  it  satisfied  her 
of  the  fidelity  of  her  messenger;  the  letter  being  an  im- 
portant one  to  her,  though  without  intrinsic  value,  and 
its  safe  transmission  to  the  office  all  she  cared  to  know. 
There  was  little  doubt  that  it  would  go  straight  aflerwardb ! 

Had  it  not  been  for  that  post-office  receipt  she  might 
have  written  again,  at  the  end  of  a  certain  time,  to 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  iC 


436    HB8TEK   Howard's   temptation. 

inquire  of  the  &te  of  her  letter ;  but  as  it  was,  confident 
as  she  felt  that  it  had  been  carefully  forwarded,  she  could 
not  bring  herself  to  do  this,  espeoiallj  after  the  occor- 
renoes  of  the  intervening  fortnight 

^  It  must  have  reached  him/'  she  thought,  ^  but  be 
has  heard  other  news  hj  this  time,  and  his  whole  feeKng 
for  me  has  undergone  a  revolution.  O  God  1  O  God ! 
out  of  the  full  chalice  of  thj  chastisement,  could  tbere 
not  have  been  poured  a  different  retribution  f 

But  why  anticipate?  At  the  time  we  write  of  no 
doubt  of  a  reply  to  that  letter,  such  as  her  soul  must  be 
satisfied  with,  even  though  her  heart  rose  up  rebelliously 
against  it,  disturb^  her  mind.  She  had  ^joined  her 
whole  being  to  patience,  and  her  resolution  to  take  no 
advantage  of  her  husband's  violation  of  common  law,  in 
her  own  social  grievance,  was  fixed  and  firm,  and  gave 
strength  to  her  demeanor. 

After  the  lamps  were  lit  in  the  library  she  went  calmly 
down  and  confronted  Mr.  Mulgrave. 

The  word  "  confronted  "  seems  stem  for  a  socml  in- 
terview ;  but  gives  a  perfect  idea  of  her  state  of  feeling, 
and  even  manner,  on  this  trying  occasion.  IVom  the 
moment  she  entered  he  saw  her  resolution  written  in 
her  face,  and  so  much  had  his  insight  into  her  heart 
(gained  through  that  confiding  woman's  letter  of  hers) 
influenced  his  wishes,  that  he  would  have  felt  himself 
aggrieved  and  disappointed  had  it  been  otherwise  than 
it  was. 

Mr.  Mulgrave  was  standing  on  the  rug  as  Mrs.  How- 
ard entered,  examining  a  vase  on  the  mantlepiece  with 
real  or  assumed  interest. 

^^Do  you  know  tiie  l^end  of  this  bas-relief?"  he 
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asked,  after  a  few  oommonplaoe  greetings  had  been 
exchanged. 

"  It  is  the  story  of  Ariadne/'  she  replied,  "  v^y  artisti- 
oallj  told,  I  think.  Don't  you  see  the  panthers  and 
grapes  in  the  scene  you  are  looking  at,  and  Bacchus  re- 
clining at  some  distance  on  the  sand  ?  On  the  other  side 
you  find  h^  deserted ;  Ariadne,  I  mean.  The  figure  is 
beautiful,  I  think,  in  its  utter  abandonment  of  grief." 

'^Ah !  true,  true.  I  did  not  recognize  the  artist's 
intention  at  first"  How  should  he,  who  had  never 
heard  of  the  l^end  ? 

^^The  other  vase  is  a  continuance  of  the  tale,  or 
rather  its  commencement.  There  are  two  scenes  there 
with  Theseus,  one  in  Crete,  where  she  gives  him  the  clue; 
both  very  fine.  I  was  struck  with  the  beauty  of  the 
designs  in  a  book  of  such,  that  was  sent  me,  and  ordered 
tbem  to  be  made  in  Sevres.  I  have  committed  no  other 
extravagance  so  impulsive  or  so  great,  I  assure  you,  Mr. 
Mulgrave." 

*'I  difier  with  you  there,"  he  observed,  gravely,  and 
she  knew  to  what  he  referred.  There  was  a  long  silence, 
unbroken  save  by  the  tick  of  the  clock  on  the  mantle  and 
the  bituminous  simmering  of  the  coal  fire  beneath  it.  It 
was  a  weary  interval  to  him. 

Mr.  Mulgrave  stood  leaning  on  his  elbow  against  the 
mantlepiece,  looking  down.  Mrs.  Howard  sat  staring  at 
the  fire  rigidly  and  quietly  in  her  deep  chair;  her  hands 
upon  the  arms,  her  feet  placed  closely  together  and  thrust 
a  little  forward,  so  as  to  disclose  the  tips  of  her  delicate 
gaiter  boots  and  the  firm  pressure  of  the  toes  within; 
the  whole  attitude  indicating  a  sort  of  dreary,  dogged 
sesolution^  wholly  opposed  to  her  nature.    Her  very  lips^ 
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closing  usually  so  lightly  and  softly  above  b^  teeth,  were 
firmly  compressed  now,  in  this  new  phase  of  feeling, 
mayhap  of  desperation. 

^^  What  has  come  to  her?"  he  thought,  as  he  glanced  up 
at  her  furtively  once  or  twice.  '^  She  looks  like  a  thing  of 
marble  this  evening."    Ay,  what  indeed  I 

''Mr.  Mulgrave,"  she  said  at  last,  in  low  bnt  per- 
fectly clear  tones, ''  I  have  determined  to  honor  that 
draft  we  spoke  of,  though  it  take  all  I  possess.  Don't 
remonstrate." 

"  You  are  your  own  mistress,"  he  said,  bowing  low. 
"  I  am  your  agent  merely.  I  have  never  lost  sight  of 
that  &ct  for  a  moment,  even  when  presuming  to  advise 
you.  Yet  I  have  in  this  case  my  own  injury  to  redress. 
The  forgery  was  of  my  name  as  well  as  yours,  and  I 
confess  I  feel  indignant." 

"The  loss  will  be  wholly  mine,"  she  rejoined,  coldly, 
gazing  steadily  at  him  as  she  spoke. 

"  True,  true ;  as  far  as  the  money  goes,  but — " 

''That  settles  and  embraces  the  whole  question,  I 
hope,"  she  interrupted,  sternly.  "We  will  drop  this 
matter  now  at  once  and  forever.     My  lands — " 

"Are  also  compromised  by  this  act  of  Mr.  HowardV' 
he  in  turn  interrupted.  "  He  has  sold  the  most  availa* 
ble  ones  to  a  German  prince,  who  is  at  the  head  of  a 
colonization  society,  I  find,  and  this  nobleman's  ag^it 
has  absolutely  come  over  fi-om  Faderland  to  take  posses- 
sion. I  can,  however,  I  hope,  arrange  this  matter  with- 
out any  serious  loss  to  you,  or  exposure  to  Mr.  Howard. 
One  tract  will  have  to  he  given  up,  probably,  at  any 
rate,  which  will  cripple  your  resources  considerably  for 
the  present,  as  it  is  the  one  I  had  meant  to  place  next  in 
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market ;  but  there  is  no  certainty  that  this  can  be  done 
after  all/'  he  hesitated. 

She  groaned  irrepressibly. 

"  It  is  hard,  very  hard  to  bear/'  she  mnrmored,  "  but 
it  mud  be  borne.  Let  us  speak  of  it  no  more;  it  is  in- 
evitable now." 

^^  Madam/'  he  said,  after  a  pause  and  in  a  manner  of 
the  deepest  respect,  "have  you  considered  how  Mr. 
Howard's  annuity  is  now  to  be  met?  Your  income  is 
at  an  end.  Your  most  available  lands  are  disposed  of, 
or  will  be  soon.     You  will  be  seriously  impoverished." 

"I  will  work  hard  to  keep  him  and  myself  alive,"  she 
made  answar,  "in  one  way  or  another.  This  is  all  I 
ean  do ;  and  if  I  &il,  may  Grod  help  us." 

"And  Briarheath?" 

"Shall  be  retained  for  the  present,  Mr.  Mulgrave; 
of  course,  if  the  worst  comes,  it  must  be  sold ;  but  if  I 
could  live  in  one  comer  of  it,  and  spin  webs  like  a  spider, 
out  of  my  own  brain,  and  so  keep  it,  it  would  be  com- 
parative independence  and  happiness  to  me.  If  not,  I 
have  my  old  resource  that  you  know  nothing  of."  She 
shuddered  visibly. 

"  You  will  have  about  five  thousand  dollars  left  when 
these  drafts  are  paid,"  he  said,  aftier  making  a  few  figures 
with  his  pencil  on  a  visiting-card  that  he  took  calmly  from 
the  mantel  shelf  against  which  he  still  leaned.  He  spoke 
without  referring  to  her  last  remark.  "  I  am  glad  to  ascer- 
tain this  fact;  what  shall  I  do  with  this  meagre  balance  ? " 

"  Lend  it  at  good  interest  for  my  benefit,  in  your  own 
name,"  she  replied.  "  Let  no  one  know  I  have  any  part 
or  parcel  in  it.  It  will  give  us  bread,  if  all  fiiils.  I  am 
very  grateful  to  hear  of  this — grateful  to  God  and  you ;" 
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and  she  clasped  her  hands  fervently,  adding  later,  '^Are 
you  quite  sure  of  what  you  say,  Mr.  Mulgrave?'' 

"  Quite  sure,*^  and  he  looked  at  her  with  an  enoour^ 
aging  smile.  "  For  the  rest,  I  will  do  all  I  can  to  wrest 
your  lands  from  the  grasp  of  Prince  Haldeumyer ;  even 
the  tract  I  spoke  of  may  yet  be  compromised  for,  when  it 
is  known  that  the  law  couU  undo  the  whole  proceeding 
of  Lennox." 

"  But  that  must  not  be  known,"  she  said,  firmly.  "  It 
is  to  save  his  good  name — my  husband's — ^that  all  this 
sacrifice  is  made ;  and  the  name  he  has  assumed  is  bat  a 
flimsy  veil  that  can  soon  be  torn  aside." 

**  I  shall  be  most  discreet  as  to  his  identity,  believe  me. 
Your  will  shall  govern  me  in  this,  in  all  things;  your 
wishes  lie  near  my  heart,  Mrs.  Howard.  I  would  cut 
off  my  right  hand  rather  than  wrong  or  offend  you." 
He  spoke  earnestly. 

^  I  thank  you,"  she  said,  '^  you  are  very  considerate^ 
very  kind ;  very  generous,"  she  added,  after  a  pause ; 
^  the  burthen  is  almost  greater  tlian  I  can  bear,  for  I 
feel  now  that  I  can  never  lift  this  weight  of  obligation 
you  have  laid  upon  me." 

"  When  it  ceases  to  burthen  you,  I  shall  feel  repaid," 
he  answered  gallantly,  and  bent  his  head  before  her.  It 
was  well  said  and  gracefully  done,  and  she  had  never 
felt  so  much  admiration  for  him  as  at  that  moment. 

^^  He  is  chivalric,"  she  thought ;  '^  how  noble  is  his 
whole  behavior  I  Every  man  is  superior  to  him  who  is 
ray  husband." 

All  this  time  her  sealed  letter,  which  she  believed  on 
the  wing  for  Ilium,  was  lying  close  in  his  bosom,  still 
sealed  with  its  great  L.  (her  Other's  seal),  as  it  remained 
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to  the  end;  for  the  in&taatiion  that  led  him  to  keep  it 
prevented  him  from  violating  its  contents  a  second  time, 
and  preserved  the  seal  unbroken  until  that  &tal  day. 
But  let  us  not  anticipate  nor  reveal^  until  the  time  comes, 
the  name  of  his  Nemesis.  Those  women  of  wax  do  des- 
perate deeds,  sometimes. 

At  eight  o'clock  the  hall  bell  rang,  and  Mr.  Steiubedi 
came  in  with  a  roll  of  new  music  under  his  arm.  His 
presence  and  his  perfi)rmance  were  exquisite  relief  to 
Mrs.  Howard,  to  whom  conversation  was  weariness  that 
night;  but  Mr.  Mulgrave  chafed  undar  the  infliction, 
and,  making  an  excuse  of  headache,  retired  early  to  bed, 
ailer  a  single  cup  of  tea,  which,  truth  to  tell,  was  all  he 
seeded  after  the  prodigious  dinner  he  had  consumed  that 
day  as  a  consolation  for  his  solitude.  James  Sellers  had 
catered  well  for  him,  and  fish,  flesh  and  wine  had  com- 
bined to  comfort  and  fill  up  his  inward  man.  He  was 
one  of  those  persons  usually  temperate,  who  had  now  and 
then  a  gorging  fit  like  an  Indian,  usually  after  some  re- 
verse, which  he  slept  or  walked  off*  without  further  incon- 
venience. Such  temperaments  are  more  common  than 
is  supposed,  both  in  man  and  woman,  and  ever  to  be 
eschewed  as  barbarous  and  inhuman  at  the  source. 

That  night,  Mr.  Mulgrave  wrote  three  letters:  one 
anonymous  to  the  Bev.  Elias  Crawford,  in  a  feigned  hand, 
informing  him  thai  Mr.  Howard  was  not  dead  as  had 
been  represented,  but  about  to  return  to  his  ficimily.  A 
second  to  Mr.  James  Lennox,  care  of  George  Gr^,  Esq., 
attorney,  New  York,  advising  that  person  to  write  im- 
mediately to  his  wife,  imploring  her  intervention,  which 
he,  Basil  Mulgrave,  promised  to  insure  ou  certain  con- 
ditions, among  which  was  his  return  to  Lynnesborough, 
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before  he  should  have  time  to  receive  a  reply,  in  an 
apparently  dying  condition. 

The  third  letter  was  to  Mattie  Lynno,  informing  her 
of  the  intended  return  of  Mr.  Howard  to  the  bosom  of 
his  fiimily  repentant  and  in  ill-health,  and  the  entire 
reconciliation  between  himself  and  wife  promised  by 
such  a  step.  The  epistle  of  Melissa  announcing  the  im- 
portant event  itself,  and  written  by  his  advice,  followed 
hard  upon  this  communication  of  Mr.  Mulgrave's,  and 
was  that  Mattie  showed  Doctor  Trevor. 

It  seemed  to  him  to  account  for  the  despairing  silence 
of  Mrs.  Howard,  and  filled  him  with  indignant  ruth,  as 
we  have  seen,  as  he  realized  the  extent  of  her  sacrifice, 
and  imagined  the  influences  brought  to  bear  on  the  mind 
of  her  he  had  hoped  to  call  his  own ;  but  it  shaped  his 
course  suddenly  and  sadly. 

These  letters  Mr.  Mulgrave  took  good  care  to  mail 
himself,  at  a  way  station  on  his  homeward  road,  early 
the  next  morning,  and  the  consequence  was  that  a  few 
days  aflerwards,  Mrs.  Howard,  still  anxiously  expecting 
Doctor  Trevor's  reply  to  her  letter,  received  instead,  a 
note  from  her  delinquent  husband,  confessing  bis  trans- 
gressions, and  imploring  leave  to  come  home  to  die  I 

A  physician's  certificate  confirming  the  truth  of  his 
own  statement  accompanied  this  mendacious  application, 
and  determined  at  once  the  current  of  events. 

Had  she  known  that  the  physician  whose  name  was 
affixed  to  this  fraudulent  report  had  no  existence  what- 
soever, and  that  by  receiving  her  penitential  husband  in 
her  house  again  she  condoned  in  the  eye  of  the  law  all 
of  his  past  offences,  it  is  probable  that  even  Hester's 
wide-spreading  mantle  of  charity  would  have  fiuled  to 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


HESTEB    HOWABD'B     TEMPTATION.     443 

cloak  the  offender  on  this  occasion;  the  slayer  of  his 
wife's  peace,  and  his  own  good  name. 

As  it  was,  she  acted  on  the  impnlse  of  her  compassion, 
not  without  a  secret  hope  that  her  trials  would  soon  be 
over,  though  all  that  within  her  laj  to  lengthen  the  use- 
less life  of  Julius  Howard,  and  make  it  endurable 
while  it  lasted,  she  determined  should  conscientiously  be 
done. 
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aad  encIoeiDg  Doctor  Trevor's  brief  note) ;  the  last  em-* 
ployed  with  her  eternal  crodiet-work— the  true  Penelope's 
web  of  modem  womankind. 

Mrs.  Howard  had  been  relating  to  her  sister  some 
eiroumstanoes  of  her  life,  suppressed  until  then,  and  bad, 
of  ooureSy  before  to-night,  disdosed  to  her  family  the 
ezistenoe  of  her  husband,  and  announced  his  ezpeoted 
return.  To  all  this,  Melissa  had  listened  with  breatb* 
less  interest,  and  relief  inexpressible.  This  Mulgrave 
question  was  laid  at  rest  now  forever  by  some  words  of 
hers,  as  &r  as  Mrs.  Howard  was  oonoemed.  Badly  as 
he  had  treated  her,  and  this  she  persuaded  herself  ci 
rather  than  believed  (for  that  unheeded  summons  to 
Sliding  Stone  still  rankled  in  her  breast,  and  his  careless 
message  through  Lora  still  lay  like  a  weight  at  bar 
heart),  bitter  as  was  her  sense  of  slight  and  wrong,  it 
was  still  comfort  to  her  to  feel  that  in  all  this  her  sister 
had  no  share,  and  she  was  her  firm  ally  now  forever- 
more.  Mattie's  earnest  words  of  warning  had  come 
between  them  of  late,  as  such  words  are  apt  to  do,  dis- 
own their  influence  as  we  may,  but  now  their  eflect  was 
over  and  forever.  Her  passion  for  Mulgrave  had  opened 
some  sluices  in  her  nature,  choked  up  until  then  by  fitlse 
views  and  teachings,  and  her  feelings  went  out  to  her 
benefiujtress  as  they  had  never  done  before. 

^^  Sister,''  she  said,  laying  down  her  work  and  resting 
h^  arms  on  the  table,  while  she  looked  in  the  face  of 
Mrs.  Howard,  "  I  am  afraid  I  have  done  you  wroi^. 
I  thought  you  were  flirting  with  Mr.  Mulgrave.  I  UAd 
Sophia  so.     Can  you  forgive  me  ?  " 

"What  right  had  you  to  think  this  thing  of  me, 
Melissa?"  questioned  her  sister,  seriously,  in  turn. 
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^  Oh,  thoise  long,  private  interviews — ^his  devotioD — 
but  you  have  not  answered  me :  am  I  forgiven  ?  '^ 

^^Certainljy  Melissa,  and  entirely.  Kiss  me,  dear/' 
and  she  drew  the  giri  to  her  boeom.  ^^  I  have  feared/' 
she  whispered,  ^  from  wliat  I  have  heard  recently,  that 
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own  heart  Turn  to  the  man  that  loves  yon — there  is 
Josiah  Evans,  young,  rich,  amiable,  devoted  to  y(m— 
try  and  like  him,  Melissa.^' 

^'  Sister  Hester,  I  can't ;  there  is  no  nse  trying,  nor 
concealing  the  tmth  from  you  any  longer.  I  lo— lo— 
love — ^Mr.  Mulgrave,''  sobbing  convulsively,  and  again 
throwing  herself  on  her  sister's  compassionate  bosom. 

^^  Melissa,  this  is  very  sad ;  but  if  it  comes  to  the 
worst,"  and  her  eyes  flashed  vividly,  "  I  will  see  Mr. 
Mulgrave  on  this  subject  He  shall  not  make  my  little 
sister  miserable,  if  act  of  mine  can  interpose.  He  shall 
explain  himself,  satis&ctorily  at  least,  or  come  h&e  no 
more— no,  not  even  in  his  business  capacity." 

*'  No,  sister  Hester,  not  for  worlds—" 

**  This  is  true  love,"  thought  Mrs.  Howard,  as  she 
sustained  and  soothed  the  weeping  girl ;  '^  true  delicacy  I 
I  was  wrong,  Melissa,"  she  murmured  in  her  ear;  ''I 
will  do  nothing  to  grieve  you,  nor  pain  your  woman- 
hood. Let  matters  take  their  course,  and  periiaps  even 
yet  the  ^d  you  wish  for  may  come  to  pass ;  be  patient^ 
be  self-ccmtrolled." 

**  I  will  follow  your  advice,  sister  Hester ;  it  is  always 
good,"  said  Melissa,  sitting  up  and  wiping  her  eyes; 
*^  but  for  my  part  I  believe  that  misfortune  belongs  to 
our  family,  as  far  as  the  affections  are  concerned.  There 
are  three  of  us,  all  blighted  at  once — ^you  and  .Mattie 
and  myself.  Your  cruel  husband  is  coming  home,  not 
to  die,  but  to  live;  sister  Hester,  my  heart  forebodes 
this.  As  for  Mattie — but  what  can  that  knocking  mean 
at  this  time  of  night?"  and  she  paused  to  li^^n. 

"  I  heard  the  sound  of  carriage-wheels  on  the  gravel 
road  while  you  were  speaking,"  said  Mrs.  Howard, 
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gravely ;  "  we  have  unusual  visitors,  no  doubt,"  and  her 
heart  misgave  her,  as  she  rose  with  an  expression  of 
anxiety  on  her  face,  and  touched  the  bell,  forgetting,  in 
her  excitement,  the  last  words  of  Melissa's  discourse,  and 
never  recurring  to  them  again  for  explanation — even  if 
thereafter  remembered. 

The  door  opened  suddenly,  and  a- form  wrapped  closely 
in  along,  flowing  cloak  of  black  cloth  tottered  in,  sup- 
ported by  James  Sellers.  It  was  that  of  her  husband, 
she  knew  at  a  glance ;  but  wofully  changed  and  blighted, 
as  it  seemed  to  her  on  that  first  hasty  recognition. 

She  had  gone  forward  to  meet  him  as  he  entered,  ex- 
tending her  hand,  and  calling  him  by  name;  yet  she 
could  not  shake  off  tlie  cold  repugnance  that  penetrated 
the  guise  of  her  compassion,  strive  as  she  might  against 
such  exhibition,  sufficiently  to  receive  his  proffered  em- 
brace. The  poor  wretch  would  have  clasped  her  in  his 
arms,  had  she  permitted  him  to  do  so ;  as  it  was,  he 
murmured  with  something  of  his  old  spirit, 

"  Good  Grod,  Hester,  is  this  the  way  to  receive  your 
penitent,  dying  husband  ?  Have  you  no  mercy  left  for 
a  repentant  sinner?" 

She  did  not  reply,  but  busied  herself  in  arranging  the 
sofa  for  his  comfort,  drawing  it  up  herself  before  the  fire 
with  Melissa's  assistance.  '^  Bring  Mr.  Howard  here, 
James,"  she  said  at  last  in  low,  steady  accents  that  seemed 
to  come  through  her  set  teeth.  '^Julius,  recline  on  these 
pillows ;  let  me  untie  this  comfort,  it  seems  to  oppress 
you,"  and  she  loosened  the  thick  woollen  cravat  that  was 
wound  about  his  neck.  "  Now,  you  will  breathe  bett-t  r, 
lying  quietly;  what  refreshment  will  you  have,  Mr. 
Howard  ?"  and  she  bent  above  him« 
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"  Nothing,  •  nothing/'  groaned  the  miserable  man. 
"Such  a  reception !  but  I  deserve  it  all,  I  suppose.  Boy, 
have  you  a  little  brandy  in  the  house? — don't  stare;  I 
don't  know  your  name  yet,  and  we  always  say  ^gar^ong^ 
in  France,  which  means  boy — no  offence  meant.  Hester, 
send  him  for  the  brandy,  if  you  keep  such  a  thing.  My 
physician  considers  it  the  first  essential  in  my  case.  You 
see  I  am  dying — dying  from  debility — they  can  find  no 
other  cause.  But  who  is  this  young  person,  Hester?" 
whispering,  **  can't  you  send  her  away  ?  I  have  so  much 
to  tell  you — ^I  have,  indeed." 

"  This  is  my  sister,  Melissa  Lynne,  Mr.  Howard,"  said 
bis  wife,  without  r^arding  his  murmured  request;  "she 
was  a  very  little  girl  when  we  were  married ;  you  have 
lost  sight  of  her,  I  suppose.  Tou  remember  Sophia 
Wheeler  better,  probably." 

"Sophy,  now  Soph  Sutton?  Oh,  I  remember  her, 
of  course.  Why  she  stood  up  with  you,  I  believe,  when 
we  were  married." 

"  Very  true.  Sophia  and  I  were  girls  together.  Here 
comes  James  with  the  brandy;  shall  I  pour  it  out?" 

"  No ;  I  will  save  you  the  trouble.  You  see,  in  my 
weak  condition,  I  am  obliged  to  take  it  raw,"  and  he 
dashed  down  half  a  tumbler  full  of  the  fiery  beverage, 
unadulterated,  smacking  his  lips  as  he  relinquished  the 
glass,  in  his  olden  fashion. 

"  That  is  good  liquor,  Hester;  where  did  you  get  it? 
I  haven't  had  mch  a  drink  since  I  lefl  Paris.  By-the- 
by,  you  didn't  expect  me  quite  so  soon,  did  you,  now?" 

"  What  a  wretch  he  is,  to  be  sure ! "  muttered  Melissa; 
"  uncivil  and  vulgar,  as  well  as  wicked.  He  takes  no 
more  notice  of  me  than  if  I  were  a  stock  or  stone."    Just 
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then  he  rolled  his  dim^  blood-shot  cjes  towards  her^  as  if 
in  self-justification. 

'^A  pretty  good-looking  girl^  that  sister  of  jours^  Hes- 
ter; how  old  did  you  say?  Oh!  twenty.  Isn't  there 
another?  which  is  the  prettiest?  I  must  not  ask  such 
questions!  and  why  riot^  I  pray?  You  look  devilish 
well  yourself,  Hester.'' 

Here  a  violent  fit  of  coughing  interrupted  him ;  the 
habitual  spasmodic  cough  of  a  brandy-drinker,  as  differ- 
ent in  its  sound  from  that  of  the  consumptive  as  the 
chink  of  copper  from  the  clash  of  steel ;  but  ofUn  con- 
fi>unded  with  it  by  the  inexperienced  ear. 

^'  He  is  &r  gone  in  a  decline/'  tliougbt  Hester  Howard. 
''Alas !  alas !  for  his  irresponsible  soul." 

''  I  hope  he  may  die  soon/'  thought  Melissa, ''  and  that 
the  devil  may  speedily  get  his  own.  I  don't  wonder  that 
she  barely  tolerates  his  presence;  he  is  so  thoroughly 
odious,  and  what  an  angel  of  mercy  she  is,  to  be  sure ! " 

Myra  Clay  came  in  with  a  tea  tray  soon  after,  assisting 
James  Sellers  in  his  duties  as  butler,  and  timidly  offered 
Mr.  Howard  a  cup  of  tea. 

'*  Where  on  earth  did  you  pick  up  this  speckled  tur- 
key ^g,  Hester  ?  Or  is  she  painted  on  purpose  this  way, 
like  a  pied  circus  horse?  You  always  had  queer  notions 
of  your  own.     What  is  your  name,  little  ugly  one?" 

''  Myra  Clay,"  said  the  child,  trembling  with  fright 
and  indignation,  and  spilling  the  tea. 

''  Qo  up-stairs,  Myra,"  said  her  mistress,  with  gentle 
sternness,  if  such  a  thing  might  be,  ''you  need  not  wait 
on  the  table  this  evening.  Mr.  Howard,  this  little  girl 
is  a  favorite  attendant  of  mine ;  you  must  not  be  rough 
with  her,  she  is  very  sensitive." 
28 
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"Oh,  certainly  not;  certainly  not  Is  the  old  woman 
living  yet?  old  'stick-in-the-mud/  I  used  to  call  her, 
you  know/'  and  he  laughed  feebly.  **  Can't  you  raise 
the  old  witch  of  Endor  for  me^  Hester?  I'd  like  to  see 
how  she  looks/'  and  Lora  was  summoned  to  undergo 
scrutiny,  remark  and  ridicule,  doubly  bitter  to  her  under 
the  circumstances,  and  then  dismissed  in  turn. 

"  I'd  like  to  see  my  quarters,"  he  said,  after  a  time. 
" I'm  as  tired  as  a  tumble-bug  in  June;  these  railroad 
cars  shake  a  poor  nervous  invalid  to  pieces.  T  thought 
I  should  have  died  on  the  way.  No  servant  either,  and 
my  valet  de  sham,  Pierre  La  Tour  (a  first-rate  fellow, 
and  no  mistake)  won't  be  here  till  to-morrow  or  next  day, 
or  next  week,  may  be.  Mr.  Quarles  had  to  clear  my 
ba^age  before  it  could  come,  and  I  left  Pierre  to  bring 
it  along.  Tou  see  it  was  all  mixed  up  in  that  cursed 
arred  affidr,  that  Mulgrave  quashed  at  last.  As  if  a 
man  hadn't  a  right  to  use  his  own/'  he  muttered,  not 
unheard  by  Hester. 

The  dreadful  truth  was  dawning  on  her  by  degrees ; 
he  was  impenitent,  a  desperate  man,  hardened  by  trans- 
gression, and  acting  only  from  motives  of  expediency. 
He  was  ill,  certainly,  but  the  last  satisfaction  was  not  to 
be  afforded  her  of  seeing  him  reconciled  to  God  in  his 
extremity. 

She  preceded  him  to  his  chamber,  one  of  a  small  suite 
of  retired  rooms  in  the  ell  of  the  building,  especially 
suited  to  the  comfort  of  an  invalid,  and  he  followed  her, 
supported  by  Lora  and  James  Sellers,  and  groaning  at 
every  step.  He  flung  himself  down  in  a  deep  chair  as 
he  entered  the  chamber,  ap]mrently  exhausted,  and  in- 
haled eagerly  the  salts  tendered  to  him  by  Melissa,  who 
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came  in  at  the  close  of  tlie  procession  from  sheer 
curiosity. 

"  This  is  really  very  refreshing/'  he  said,  aflPectedly,  at 
last^  ¥nth  a  parting  sniff  at  the  vial.  ^'  So  this  is  to  be 
my  prison  I ''  looking  around  and  shaking  his  head  in  a 
melancholy  way.  "  Conldn't  you  do  better  for  me  than 
this,  Hester?    I  shall  be  too  lonesome  here,  I  fancy .^^ 

**  This  is  the  very  best  and  most  suitable  arrangement 
I  could  think  of  for  you,  Mr.  Howard,  at  this  time. 
There  is  a  dressing  room  adjoining,  you  perceive,  and 
beyond  that  a  chamber  for  your  attendant,  and  back 
staircase ;.  besides,  you  only  ascend  the  great  stairs  half 
way  to  reach  this  room,  which  you  will  find  less  fatiguing 
than  climbing  the  whole  flight,  should  you  wish  to  come 
to  the  library  occasionally.  It. is  more  accessible,  too, 
for  the  doctor,  who  is  old  and  corpulent.'^ 

"  Valuable  considerations,  all,  in  their  way.  Well,  I 
shall  make  the  best  of  it,  I  suppose.  Tell  your  lacquey  to 
open  my  valise;  what  is  your  name,  gar9ong?'' 

"Sellers,  James  Sellers,  sir.  Do  you  want  your 
dressing-gown,  sir?  or  what  can  I  get  for  you  ? '' 

'*  Yes ;  get  out  my  '  robe  de  cham,'  and  *  bonnet  grec,* 
and  my  *  meerschaum '  (there  it  is,  rolled  up  with  my 
Turkish  slippers).  A  man  gets  very  luxurious  habits  in 
Europe,  my  dear  Hester.  Sellers,  you  can  stay  in  the 
adjoining  room  to-night  Pierre  La  Tour  will  save 
you  the  trouble  when  he  comes ;  and  don't  forget  to  put 
a  cold  cut  and  a  glass  of  brandy  and  water  by  my  bed- 
head. I  wake  up  very  much  exhausted  sometimes, 
Hester,  and  I  suppose  your  dormitory  is  at  some  distance 
fit>m  me ;  and  have  the  old  doctor  here  betimes  in  the 
morning,  gar9ong>  and  give  me  that  box  of  Maxwell 
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pills^  that  rolled  out  on  the  floor.  The  fact  is,  I  must 
retire  now.  I  will  not  detain  you  any  longer,  ladies. 
Send  Lora  here,  Hester ;  she  has  slipped  out,  I  see.  She 
knows  my  ways ;  besides,  I  want  to  have  a  little  chat 
with  her.'* 

^^Such  ways!"  said  Melissa,  maliciously,  as  she  found 
herself  ascending  the  stairway  with  her  sister,  from  whose 
lips  burst  a  groan  so  deep  and  bitter,  by  way  of  amen, 
that  it  silenced  her  levity,  and  filled  her  heart,  apathetic 
as  it  usually  was,  with  unconquerable  sadness. 

"  You  deserve  a  different  fiite,  sister  Hester,"  she  said, 
as  they  parted  on  the  platform,  whence  the  stairs  di- 
verged, which  conducted  each  one  to  the  door  of  her  own 
chamber  severally. 

"God  is  the  best  judge  of  {haiy^  was  the  low-voiced 
and  solemn  reply,  which  seemed  to  recognize  doom, 
rather  than  discretion,  in  the  fulfilment  of  the  task 
enjoined,  and,  as  it  appeared  to  Melissa,  voluntarily 
undertaken. 

"  Mattie  might  enjoy  this,"  thought  Melissa, ''  but  I 
cannot  So  Doctor  Trevor  is  to  be  laid  aside  for  this 
worn-out  debauchee,  who  will  outlive  us  all,  PU  wager, 
and  fill  Briarheath  with  his  drunken  associates,  when 
poor  sister  Hester  is  laid  at  rest.  It  seems  great  injus- 
tice, to  me,  and  I  wish  I  could  rectify  it;  but  I  cannot, 
so  I  might  a9  well  stop  grieving  or  thinking  about  the 
matter.     As  to  Mulgrave,  I  will  be  even  with  him  yet'' 

And  a  mysterious  implacability  of  expression  came 
over  the  doughy  face,  that  seemed  to  harden  it  to  stone, 
and  the  light  blue  eyes  turned  almost  white,  and  emitted 
silvery  sparks ;  and  the  sofl  lips  were  compressed,  until  tlie 
edges  seemed  rims  of  bone,  white  and  distinct,  and  rigii ; 
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nay,  the  very  hair,  usually  so  lifeless,  made  an  eflfort  to  lift 
itself  from  the  scalp,  producing  an  effect  which,  once  be- 
held, can  never  be  forgotten.  Such  is  the  wrath  of  one 
of  your  waxen  women,  of  which  let  all  beware  1 

That  was  a  sleepless  night  for  Hester  Howard.  Her 
whole  life  passed  in  review  before  her  eyes;  her  little  chil- 
dren came  and  peeped  dose^into  her  face,  in  the  dim  taper 
light,  and  she  stretched  out  her  arms  to  grasp  impalpa- 
ble air;  Mrs.  Carisbrook,  in  vivid  presence,  seemed  beside 
her,  just  as  she  looked  in  their  little  parlor  at  San  Fran- 
cisco. Then,  like  a  panorama,  all  her  stage  experience 
passed  before  her,  and  the  thought  that  she  might  have 
to  make  the  same  effort  again  for  her  own  support  and 
his  almost  maddened  her,  so  impossible  did  it  seem  that 
she  could  ever  tread  that  thorny  path  again,  so  full  of 
daily  trials,  of  petty  detail,  of  weary  observances,  all 
foreign  from  her  feelings,  her  tastes,  her  habits.  After 
the  gray  dawn  had  broken  through  the  Jalousied  shut- 
ters and  the  thin,  white  window  curtains,  she  slept,  and 
dreamed  of  Mattie,  of  Doctor  Trevor. 

She  saw  them  walking  together  in  a  spacious  garden ; 
his  face  was  downcast  and  sad.  She  was  talking  ear- 
nestly. Suddenly  he  threw  up  his  arms  to  heaven  and  fell 
dead.  Mattie  had  stabbed  him  to  the  heart.  With  a 
low  scream,  she  awoke.     Lora  was  standing  over  her. 

"  (Jet  up.  Miss  Hester,  dear.  Masta  Howard's  in  a 
mighty  bad  way,  seems  to  me.  He  has  done  sent  for 
Doctor  Patterson,  and  he  wants  you  to  come  to  him  right 
off.  James  Sellers  says,  as  how  he  thinks  de  def  struggle 
am  'proachin'  fast,  but  cook  shakes  her  head,  and  tells 
de  res'  of  your  white  folks  to  mind  deir  work  and  let  well 
enough  alone;  as  for  me — *' 

''  Well,  Lora,  what  do  you  think  ?  " 
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"  I  belebe  he's  jus'  ^tendirC  to  work  on  your  ieelins', 
chile.  Dat's  wat  I  belebe,  if  de  trufe  must  be  told. 
Now  Stan  firsum,  Miss  Hester,  or  he'll  git  his  rope  ober 
your  horns  before  you  know's  wat's  wat," 

^'  I  think  he  must  be  very  ill,  Lora,  from  appearances ; 
give  me  my  wrapper,  and  slippers,  and  stockings,  and  a 
shawl.  I  must  do  what  I  can  to  comfort  him,  for  the 
sake  of  Christianity,  you  know,  and  heaven-bom  charity." 

^^  Dar  you  goes  agin.  Miss  Hester.  Charity  begins  at 
home,  I  heacs  de  wise  folks  say ;  anyhow  I  never  belebed 
much  in  charity.  I  belebes  in  jestice,  common  jestice 
(dar's  your  slippers.  Miss  fi!ester),  a  toof  for  a  toof,  and 
an  eye  for  an  eye,  daCs  my  notion ;  now,  dar's  Doctor 
Trevor—" 

"  Oh,  Lora,  you  madden  me.  In  a  few  days  I  shall 
know  everything  and  be  guided  by  his  will;  that  is, 
that  is,  if  Mr.  Howard  recovers ;  but  if  he  is  to  die,  I 
must  do  my  duty  fiiithfully  to  tlie  last.  Don't  yoa 
know  what  I  promised  at  the  altar,  Lora?  I  must  take 
care  of  him  in  sickness,  and  you  must  help  me,  good 
nurse." 

"  I'll  do  dat,  sure,"  said  the  old  woman,  dashing  a  tear 
from  her  eye,  **dat  chile  has  a  way  of  puttln'  tings  home 
at  a  body  dat  would  melt  a  heart  ob  marble.  She  kin 
jus'  wrap  her  old  mammy  roun'  her  finger-pints;"  and 
so  saying,  she  followed  her  sorrowful  mistress  to  the 
chamber  of  the  unrepentant  sinner  and  rebellious  in- 
valid, who  was  writhing  in  some  real  or  pretended 
seizure  of  pain. 

Doctor  Patterson  was  already  there,  staff  in  hand, 
giving  very  active  practical  directions  about  poultices, 
hot  foot-baths,   mustard   plasters,  and  cayenne  pepper 
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bandages.  He  had  already  administered  a  pint  of  hot 
salts,  and  was  preparing  to  follow  it  up  with  a  dose  of 
Fryer's  balsam,  when  Mrs.  Howard  entered. 

*'  Do  you  feel  very  ill,  Julius?''  she  asked,  in  a  tone 
of  kind  inquiry,  taking  his  hand  in  hers. 

^^  I  am  in  dreadful  pain,  Hester ;  but  don't  let  that 
old  savage  pour  anything  else  down  my  throat  just  now," 
whispering,  "he  is  perfectly  ruthless ;  I  know  him  of 
old.  What  is  that  dreadful  thing  he  is  pouring  out? — 
It  can't  be  brandy." 

"  Oh,  no ;  it  is  a  powerful  old-fashioned  medicine  he 
is  fond  of  administering.  I  hope  it  may  do  you  good. 
Take  it,  Mr.  Howard." 

"No,  I'll  be  d— d  if  I  do,"  he  roared;  "there  is 
such  a  thmg  as  imposing  on  good  nature.  Take  off 
these  mustard  hand-cuffs,  Lora,  and  foot-cufis  too;  let 
me  die  comfortably,  for  I  suppose  this  is  about  the  wind- 
ing up  of  the  thipg.  I  leave  you  everything^  Hester. 
Pierre  La  Tour  will  be  here  this  evening,  I  suppose.  Pay 
and  dismiss  him  to  his  own  country ;  he  has  been  very 
faithful  to  me,  but  he  wouldn't  suit  your  establishment, 
Hester ;  he  is  a  valet  or  nothing.  Tell  Mulgrave  I  for- 
give him  for  stirring  up  that  muss,  although  he  did  put 
it  down  again.  Marry  him,  Hester,  when  I  am  gone — 
I  know  you  love  one  another — and  receive  my  blessing 
and  forgiveness." 

Melissa,  who  had  ensconced  herself  behind  the  bed- 
curtains  at  the  beginning  of  this  speech,  burst  into  an 
involuntary  titter  of  hysterical  laughter  at  the  ridiculous- 
ness of  this  last  request. 

"  What  was  that  noise  ?"  asked  the  sick  man,  suddenly 
pausing  in  his  tirade. 
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"  He  is  not  so  flighty  as  I  thought/'  observed  Dootor 
Patterson^  solemnlj.  '^Reason  retorns.  Let  me  test 
him  further. 

**  Would  you  like  a  little — good  old — Jamaica — ^ram, 
my— dear — Mr.  Howard? — if  so — I  have — some  in — 
my — ^pocket-flask,  at  your  service — which  I  think — 
might — ^prove — beneficial.'' 

"  Thank  you — ^thank  you,  doctor,"  gasped  the  patient. 
**  I  think  it  might — revive  me  somewhat.  I  feel  a  pro- 
digious sinking  of  the  stomach." 

"Your  pylorum  is  affected,  no  doubt,  my  dear  sir, 
very  deeply,  and  the  diaphragm  does  not  do  its  duty. 
Try  this,  Mr.  Howard,"  and  he  added  a  little  rum  to  the 
potent  dose  he  had  already  poured  out  of  Fryer's  balsam. 

"  Fire !  water !  damnation ! "  sputtered  the  half-strangled 
man,  "  what  have  you  given  me,  you  blasted  old  heathen  ? 
You  shall  answer  for  this,  sir;  you  shall  indeed,  as  soon 
as  Julius  Howard  is  on  his  feet  again."  The  old  doctor 
only  smi)ed  benignly. 

"So  that — I — bring — ^you — around — again — my  dear 
sir,  I  shall  not — fear — ^your  wrath, — which  will  sub- 
side— as  soon — as  a  wholesome  reaction  of  brain  occurs. 
You  are  a  little — bit  flighty  yet.  Do  you  feel  conscious 
of  a — a — whirling  sensation  in  the  cerebral  region?" 

"  I  feel  conscious  that  you  have  murdered  me,  sir,  with 
your  infernal  liquid  fire ;  why,  my  throat  is  as  raw  as  if 
I  had  taken  aquafortis." 

"  Oh,  not  at  all — not  at  all,"  chuckled  the  old  gentle- 
man ;  "  but  if  you  are  really  thinking  of  death,  I  may 
as  well  go  and  send  Doctor  Elias  Crawford  to  your  assist- 
ance— ^I  can  do  nothing  further  at  present." 

And  the  stnrrly  cane  wns  planted  in  preparation  for 
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departure.  ^^  I^will  look  in  again  about  dinner  time^  my 
dear  madam ;  he  is  very  ill^  oertaiuly,  but  there  is  hope ; 
I  cheer  him  with  a  little  pleasantry^  you  know^  and 
keep  up  his  spirits;  that  is  one  of  my  professional 
strategies.  I  shall  see  him  three  times  a  day  until  he 
improves.*' 

"What  must  he  eat,  doctor?''  asked  Mrs.  Howard; 
"give  me  full  directions  about  that." 

"  Gruel  or  panada,  my  dear  madam,  for  the  present 
I  shall  exhibit  twenty  grains  of  calomel  when  I  return, 
and  his  stomach  must  not  be  crowded  in  the  interim. 
Keep  him  quiet,  and  apply  the  poultices.  I  shall  blister 
him  this  evening,  probably,  and  to-morrow."  What 
dire  threat  Doctor  Patterson  next  made  was  lost  on  the 
unappreciative  ear  of  Lore,  who  had  been  sent  to  escort 
him  down-stairs,  and  who  very  abruptly  snapped  his 
harangue  in  two  by  slamming  the  door  behind  them, 
outside  of  which  he  was  delivering  his  parting  oracle. 
She  walked  slowly  behind  the  portly  form  of  the  physi- 
cian with  her  sinewy  old  black  arms — which  she  had  a 
fiishion  of  wearing  bare  to  the  elbow  until  her  morning 
work  was  done — ^rolled  up  in  her  clean  check  apron. 

"  Now,  den,  master  Doctor  Patterson,  wat  does  you 
tink  is  de  matter  wid  Julius  Howard,  de  master,  I  s'pose 
I  mu8^  call  him  ?  "  she  muttered,  as  if  making  unwilling 
atonement  for  her  undue  &miliarity. 

"  Really,  my  good  woman,  I — I  am  not  prepared  to 
sa^  at  this  present  speaking,  and  if  I  were,  do  you  think 
you  could  comprehend  my  diagnosis  ?  Answer  me  that, 
dame  Lora." 

"  I  don't  know  nuffin  'bout  dog-noses,^  she  answered, 
grumly ;  "  but  dis  I  does  know,  dere's  no  killin'  disease 
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de  matter  wid  dat  bad  man ;  he's  got  whiskey^  'stoicSy 
nuffin  wus,  an'  a  cravin'  arter  gin-toddy  an'  brandj  an' 
such  like,  dat  none  ob  your  drugs  can  sadvate ;  dar  now  I 
I  done  tole  you  my  own  min'  I  It's  jes'  trowin'  away 
my  mistis'  money  fur  to  hab  a  doctor  callin'  in  tree 
times  in  one  day  to  see  dat  wicked  onsatiable  sarpint ! " 

^'Lora,  you  surprise  me.  Have  you  been  drinking? 
Do  you  forget  that  you  speak  of  your  master^  the  hus- 
band of  your  mistress  ?  " 

"  No,  I  don't  forgit  I  wish  I  could ;  dai  I  mout  hab 
some  respec'  leT  for  dat  missable  impident  sinnar,  coiled 
up  like  a  copperhead-snake  in  his  bed,  jes'  waitin'  fur  a 
chance  to  sting.  We  has  had  'siderable  comfort  s^ice 
he  clared  out  ob  dis  kitchen ;  but  now  de  ole  times  is 
comin'  back  agin.  I  see  dat  plain.  I  'sptse  him  wors 
dan  a  'bobolitionist,  I  does;  an'  dat's  about  all  I  kin  say 
on  de  'casion.  As  to  drinkin',  you  knows  very  well, 
masta  Doctor  Patterson,  dat  outside  ob  her  coffee  and 
tea,  Lora  nebber  teches  one  airthly  drop,  unless  a  'casional 
glass  ob  cool  spring-water,  or  buttermilk,  or  peppermint 
sangaree.  I  has  my  church-letters  fur  testament  ob  my 
character  brought  all  de  way  from  San  Frandsco  city, 
an'  brother  Cresswell,  ob  Lynnesborough,  de  celebrated 
preacher  an'  whitewasher,  can  gib  his  Bible  oaf  to  my 
temperation ! " 

By  this  time  the  doctor  was  at  the  hall-door,  where^ 
for  the  last  time,  he  planted  his  staff. 

"  I  fear  you  are  prejudiced,  my  good  Lora,"  he  said, 
blandly.  "  Do  your  best  to  comfort  your  mistress  in  her 
time  of  tribulation,  and  do  not  try  to  put  unseemly  ideas 
into  her  head,  for  I  know  you  have  great  influence." 

'^AU  de  influence  I  hab  shall  be  used  to  'spell  dat 
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sarpint  from  dis  Eden-home,  as  Miss  Mattie  Lynne  dun 
called  Briarheath,  sence  we  fixed  it  up,  an'  arter  dat,  den 
we  shall  see  'bout  oder  matters.  Does  you  cany  any 
bug-pison  in  dem  little  saddle-bags?  He^  he,  he/' 
laughing  mischievously. 

"  Why  do  you  ask  such  a  question,  Lora  ?  " 

"  Cause  I  was  tinkin' — te,  he,  he — ^you  mout  make  a 
mistake,  you  know — ha,  ha,  ha — wen  you  put  out  dat 
dose  of  calomel  for  mas  Julius,  jes'  accidental  like ! — ^" 

"  Take  care  how  you  tamper  with  such  articles,  my 
old  woman,"  said  the  doctor,  sternly,  *'  if  you  expect  to 
escape  the  last  penalty  of  the  law.  I  shall  keep  my  eye 
on  you  firom  this  hour,  and  it  is  now  more  essential  than 
ever  that  I  should  come  and  go  frequently.  I  shall  ac- 
quaint your  mistress  with  your  infamous  proposition.'* 
So  saying,  he  departed  pompously,  though  not  without  a 
furtive  smile. 

Julius  Howard  had  obeyed  the  pointed  injunctions  of 
Mr.  Mulgrave's  postscript  to  the  letter,  consisting  of  this 
refined  phrase: 

"  Strike  while  the  iron  is  hot !  Come  while  the  fit  is 
on !  Don't  wait  for  a  reply ;  but  follow  on  the  heels  of 
your  petition ;  for  there  is  no  knowing  how  it  may  be 
answered,  if  at  all.  She  has  everything  her  own  way 
now,  and  the  law  on  her  side ;  but  come  home  and  the 
tables  will  be  turned.  This  is  your  only  chance  I  Tou 
are  gone  up  if  you  fail  now ! " 

It  was  three 'months  before  the  delinquent  knew  what 
his  wifis  had  written,  and  he  was  very  comfortably  en- 
trenched and  fortified  at  Briarheath,  when  her  letter 
reached  him,  through  the  tardy  consideration  of  his 
lawyer,  to  whose  care  it  had  been  directed;  her  letter 
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granting  him  a  reluctant  yet  not  ungracious  permiasicm 
to  return  for  the  purpose  of  "  dying  comfertably  I  '* 

As  to  Pierre  La  Tour,  he  became  to  Mr.  Howard 
what  Mrs.  Harris  was  to  Sarah  Gramp,  and  as  he  never 
made  his  appearance  with  or  without  the  valuable  lug- 
gage,  said  to  have  been  left  in  his  charge,  was  considered 
a  mjrth,  or  a  mystery,  by  two  opposing  parties  in  the 
house  of  Briarheath. 

Dark  hints  were  thrown  out  by  his  master  that  he  had 
either  gone  to  Texas  on  a  venture  of  his  own,  or  been 
foully  dealt  with  in  New  York ;  dark  hints  never  fiiUy 
explained,  which  exerted  a  mysterious  influence  over 
some  of  the  more  superstitious  members  of  the  house- 
hold, while  they  merely  amused  others,  and  mortified  its 
mistress. 

Among  the  true  believers  wad  James  Sellers,  whose 
time  was  pretty  much  taken  up  thereafter  by  the  requisi- 
tions of  a  selfish  Sybarite,  considerably  to  his  own  ad- 
vantage, however,  it  must  be  avowed,  as  he  inherited  all 
the  cast-otf  clothing  of  the  master,  whose  specialty  it  was 
to  wear  fine  broadcloth,  no  matter  at  what  expense. 

I  would  not  have  my  reader  sit  in  judgment  on  Hester 
Howard's  motives  in  admitting  this  wooden-horse  into 
her  citadel.  She  certainly  had  not  apprehended  such 
consequences  as  came  to  pass  from  her  impulsive  act; 
but  had  looked — it  must  not  be  concealed — over  and 
beyond  a  grave  for  the  full  measure  of  her  happiness. 

She  ha^l  believed- the  representations  of  Julius  Howard, 
when  she  reluctantly  agreed  to  receive  him  at  Briais 
heath,  or  he  never  would  have  been  suffered  to  cross  its 
threshold,  dedicated  to  peace  and  propriety,  and  held 
sacred  for  the  coming  of  its  true  master. 

Her  error  was  none  the  less  irretrievable. 
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O  God  I  if  it  be  thus,  and  thoa 
Art  not  a  madness  and  a  mockery, 
I  yet  may  be  most  happy.— Bybok. 

Wlien  next  in  Broadchnrch  chapel  he 

Shall  take  his  pious  place, 
He  tells  his  post  iniquity 

And  consequential  grace, 
Belates  how  long  by  Satan  vexed 

From  truth  he  did  depart, 
And  straight  declares  the  time  and  text 

That  smote  his  stony  heart. 

Hypocbitb's  Hops— Hopkiks. 

m  have  my  bond  I    I  will  not  hear  thee  speak ; 
I'll  have  my  bond,  and  therefore  speak  no  more. 
I'll  not  be  made  a  soft  and  dull-eyed  fool, 
To  shake  the  head,  relent,  and  sigh,  and  yield. 

Kow,  infidel  1 1  have  thee  on  the  hip.— Shylogk* 
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CHAPTER    I. 

SILENCE  AND  SUFFERING — THE  LETTER  COMES  AT  LAST- 
MYSTIFICATION— AN  EMPHATIC   EXPLANATION. 

MATTIE  LYNNE  made  no  mention  to  her  sisters, 
either  one  or  the  other,  of  the  passionate  manner  in 
which  Dr.  Trevor  had  received  the  announcement  of  Mr. 
Howard's  return,  nor  did  she,  it  may  well  be  surmised, 
communicate  the  fact  that  she  herself  had  told  her  friend 
of  the  existence  of  that  gentleman  on  their  way  to  Ilium. 

That  he  had  not  received  the  promised  letter  she 
understood  from  his  broken  and  unguarded  expressions, 
when  under  the  dominion  of  agony  too  sudden  to  be 
silently  endured  (as  it  was  his  wont  to  bear  most  of  the 
troubles  of  his  life),  and  had  she  mentioned  this  circum- 
stance, of  which  she  understood  not  and  suspected  not  the 
cause  (for  to  do  her  justice,  she  was  in  no  direct  com- 
plicity with  Mulgravc),  an  immense  relief  would  have 
been  afforded  Airs.  Howard. 

As  it  was  she  could  but  feel  the  slight  of  this  silence 
on  the  part  of  Dr.  Trevor,  for  time  enough  had  elapsed 
between  the  sending  of  her  letter  and  her  husband's  re- 
return,  more  than  sufficient  time,  she  knew,  to  have 
enabled  him  to  reply  before  that  sudden  blight  was  cast 
upon  her  hopes  and  his,  perhaps  forever. 

(463) 
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Bitter  as  were  her  grief  and  disappointment,  she  was 
constrained  to  bear  them  silently.  She  was  not  one  to 
seek  sympathy  for  scorn  or  shame,  or  to  make  capital  of 
her  humiliation,  and  even  to  Mattie,  in  whose  affection 
she  confided,  and  who  might,  she  knew,  better  than  any 
other  person,  ascertain  the  truth  with  r^ard  to  the  re- 
ception of  her  letter,  she  could  not  bring  herself  to 
mention  this  painful  oversight  on  the  part  of  Doctor 
Trevor,  or  intentional  n^lect,  she  knew  not  which  to 
deem  it.  For  she  thought  she  discerned  the  peculiar 
fiistidiousness  of  his  nature,  its  sensitiveness  to  all  ex- 
aggerated or  overstrained  feeling,  in  the  manner  in  which 
he  had  treated  and  regarded  her  impulsive  letter,  in 
which  her  bleeding  heart  and  mournful  life  had  been 
laid  bare  to  shuddering  nakedness. 

She  could  not  doubt  that  this  registered  lettar  had  been 
correctly  forwarded ;  had  she  not  the  postmaster's  assur- 
ance that  it  had  gone  through  safely  as  &r  as  Ilium  ? 
Why  then  was  he  waiting?  Why  did  he  not  send  her 
if  only  one  line  of  acknowledgment  (even  if  not  ready  to 
reply  to  it  in  full,  for  she  knew  that  the  habit  of  his  life 
was  that  of  careful  consideration  of  every  question)  ? 
Why,  if  it  were  not  that  its  contents,  its  revelations,  its 
very  depth  of  confiding  deference,  had  one  and  all  sur- 
prised and  perhaps  disgusted  him  ? 

Lying  upon  her  solitary  pillow  at  the  dead  of  night, 
she  would  ^1  her  cheek  crimson  and  bum,  as  she 
thought  of  that  wild  whirl  of  feeling  which,  less  than  a 
month  before,  had  made  her  almost  willing  to  be  his  at 
any  cost,  at  any  sacrifice,  and,  if  needs  l)e,  to  follow  him 
across  the  world  to  find  a  spot  where  none  should  know 
her  history  or  come  between  them. 
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True^  he  had  never  known  of  this  passion  of  self- 
devotion^  for,  believing  her  to  be  free  to  wed  him  if 
she  chose,  he  had  not  dreamed  of  urging  flight,  or  con- 
cealment, or  precipitancy  of  any  kind,  as  the  price  of 
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as  well  might  the  devotee  denounce  as  an  imposture  the 
crucified  figure  of  the  dying  Saviour^  as  for  her  to  cast 
^  her  loyalty  and  love  in  dust  for  him  who  was  her  earthly 
king. 

The  mild  sceptre  of  his  will  had  been  stretched  above 
her  before  she  dreamed  that  his  love  had  been  a  part  of 
that  subtle  influence.  Even  through  tlie  portals  of  sleep 
had  it  entered  her  beings  and  transfused  itself  into  her 
life  unconsciously.  She  was  his  then  and  thenceforth^ 
she  was  his  now  and  forever,  even  though  it  might  come 
to  pass  that  their  eyes,  their  hands,  their  lips,  who  had 
so  loved,  might  never  more  encounter  one  another.  The 
ring  he  had  placed  upon  her  finger  so  long  ago  was  her 
only  marriage-ring.  She  felt  this  now,  though  once  that 
small  pale  circlet  of  gold  that  had  l^timatized  her 
children  had  been  to  her  a  thing  of  undue  importance. 

Bui  for  their  sakes  she  would  put  it  aside  forever,  that 
symbol  of  fraud,  and  content  herself  for  all  consolation 
with  that  pure  profile  &ce  engraven  on  the  gift  of  Mor- 
daunt  Trevor,  and  the  dear  name  within,  his  first  name, 
"  Eric,"  and  bending  down  she  kissed  the  talisman. 

Men  and  women  who  read  this  passage  of  a  life  ccm- 
demned  by  some  contrariness  of  fate  to  be  practical  in  all 
extemes,  the  lines  of  which  had  surely  not  fidlen  among 
congenial  spirits,  deride  not  the  deep-seated  sentiment  of 
a  nature  that  found  no  outlet,  save  in  solitude ! 

After  such  a  night  as  this,  such  struggles,  sudr  re- 
solves, Hester  Howard  would  take  her  place  at  her  own 
breakfast  board  and  forget  no  requisition  for  the  comfort 
of  others,  no  smallest  divergency  of  taste  in  the  puerile 
matters  even  of  cream  and  sugar,  dropping  or  pouring 
the  one  and  weighing  the  other,  to  suit  each  palate 
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preflenty  and  following  the  capricious  changes  of  Mr. 
Howard's  appetite  and  temper  with  unfaltering  patience 
and  even  heroic  fortitude,  strong  as  the  word  may  seem 
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thy  usage,  or  in  rebellion  against  its  sovereign?  And 
was  not  Julius  Howard,  as  &r  as  he  dared  proclaim 
himself  so,  God's  foeman? 

When  the  powerful  and  inscrutable  hand  of  destiny  is 
pressed  over  the  fires  of  reason,  so  as  to  darken  or  extin- 
guish them  forever,  we  bow  reverently  to  the  fiat  of  our 
Creator. 

To  the  last  we  cherish  tenderly  the  warped  and  shat-r 
tered  tabernacle  of  clay,  in  which  a  deity  once  made  its 
home,  now  galvanized  alone  by  the  motive  power,  alike, 
of  body,  and  soul,  and  common  to  all  animal  nature, 
called  life. 

We  r^ard  the  miracle  of  this  separation  as  something 
awful  and  mysterious,  inexplicable  as  we  find  it,  and  feel 
ourselves  responsible  for  the  preservation  and  well-being 
of  that  ^^  temple  not  made  by  hands,''  which  still  survives 
its  inmate,  guiltless  as  we  know  it  to  be  of  the  abandon- 
ment of  its  altars,  the  extinction  of  its  flame.  Not  so 
the  mental  suicide  1  For  him  the  stake  and  the  burial 
at  the  cross-roads  I 

Even  if  unselfish  enough  to  disregard  your  own  wea^ 
riness,  my  companion  (for  while  you  trace  these  pages 
we  go  hand  in  hand,  whether  we  will  or  no),  think  of  the 
long,  dark  years ;  long,  even,  if  not  numerous,  our  Hes- 
ter's weary  feet  have  still  to  traverse  before  they  emerge 
from  arid  dust  and  sandy  desolation  to  the  green  savan- 
nas that  lie  outstretched  beyond,  from  the  limits  of  that 
desert,  rarely  relieved  by  an  oasis.  Imagine  these 
wastes,  for  they  will  not  be  spread  before  yon,  save  in 
such  glimpses  as  may  lend  comprehension  to  the  whole; 
and  again  I  call  on  you  to  pity  her,  their  pilgrim. 

For  this  woman  had  capacities  fit  for  the  companion- 
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ship  of  angels  themselves^  yoked  as  she  was  to  dulness, 
corruption,  and  cruelty;  yoked  in  one  sense,  if  not 
another,  for  was  not  Howard  the  companion  of  her  days 
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reason  to  believe  her  sister  Hester  was  beooming  sleep- 
less again ;  that  she  had  heard  her  walking  late  in  her 
chamber,  for  many  nights ;  and  tliat  she  had  that  &r-off 
look  in  her  eyes  they  wore  before,  when  the  news  came 
of  the  loss  of  Mrs.  Carisbrook  on  the  "  Mount  Hecla.'' 

She  ended  by  imploring  her  to  consult  with  Doctor 
Trevor  on  the  subject;  and  if  be  thought  it  essential,  to 
desire  him  to  come  to  Briarheaih  before  matters  grew 
worse. 

Fortunately  Melissa  was  mistaken  in  her  forecast 
(it  was  only  sudden  shocks  that  hurled  Mrs.  Howard 
into  this  condition),  f(Mr  Mattie,  in  h^  ]^ly>  g&ve  un- 
answerable reasons  why  Doctor  Trevor  could  not  possi- 
bly obey  the  needs  of  h^  sister. 

Ab  these  potent  considerations  were  set  forth  in  a 
few  words  in  a  letter  Mrs.  Howard  received  some  days 
later,  it  is  not  essential  to  record  them  here.  Nor  did 
Melissa,  from  some  instinctive  insight  perhaps  into  the 
true  nature  of  affitirs,  see  fit  to  make  any  communication 
to  her  sister  on  the  subject  of  Mattie's  reply,  or  the 
request  that  drew  it  forth. 

^'  She  will  know  soon  enough,"  she  thought ;  "  in  the 
meantime,  that  poor  pale  fitce,  with  its  perishing  expres- 
sion, shall  not  be  rendered  more  pinched  and  pallid  by 
me.  For  I  know  how  she  depended  on  his  skill ;  and  I 
see  now,  what  I  was  blind  not  to  have  seen  long  ago— 
see  now  as  Mattie  does — ^that  he  was  the  person  she  pre- 
ferred to  any  other.  Only  to  think,  that  he  has  not 
written  her  one  line  that  I  can  hear  of,  since  he  left 
Briarheatb,  not  one,  even  through  Mattie ;  for  I  put  the 
question  to  her,  plump  and  plain. 

''Ah  I  men  are  all  alike— out  of  sight,  out  of  mind. 
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What  wfb  that  the  old  Bong  said  about  their  having 
'  one  foot  on  sea  and  one  on  land — to  one  thing,  constant 
never?'    Ah!  Mulgravel  Mulgravel"  and  she  heaved 
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he  loved  to  discant  on  his  past  iniquities  as  a  withered 
old  maid  will  often  enjoy  to  tell  of  ber  early  conquests 
and  charms. 

It  belongs  to  such  organizations  as  his  to  prefer  hold- 
ing themselves  up  as  warnings  even  to  the  world,  to 
living  on  a  dead  level,  or  in  obscurity;  and  in  ber  heart 
of  hearts,  Hester  Howard  despised  him  more  for  bis 
Pharisaical  cant,  than  for  all  the  crimes  be  had  com- 
mitted, while  he  led  what  be  cantingly  called  the  life  of 
the  ^*  natural  man/' 

It  had  been  understood  pretty  generally  in  Lynnes- 
borough,  very  soon  after  Mr.  Elias  Crawford  received 
bis  anonymous  letter,  that  the  prodigal  son  who  bad 
brougbt  himself  down  to  husks  and  swine  was  to  return 
to  comfort,  forgiveness,  and  the  fatted  cali^  at  Briarfaeath ; 
but  it  was  always  known  that  his  wife  barely  tolerated 
bis  presence,  though  she  treated  him  most  considerately, 
and  that  she  was,  indeed,  only  such  after  bis  desartipn  in 
name. 

There  were  not  wanting  many  of  her  own  sex  to 
blame  her  for  this  course  of  alienation,  necessary  as  she 
felt  it,  for  the  good  of  ber  own  soul,  and  among  others, 
Sophia  Sutton  was  hard  upon  ber,  and  profuse  if  not 
loud  in  insinuations. 

'^  It  is  an  old  adage  that  a  good  wife  makes  a  good 
husband,''  she  would  say,  with  her  most  viperish  ex- 
pression. '^  I  leave  people  to  draw  their  own  inferences. 
I  will  say  this  for  Julius  Howard :  there  was  not  a  more 
genteel  young  man,  nor  a  better  dressed  in  all  Lynnes- 
borough,  when  the  two  were  married.  But  these  scrib- 
bling women  never  keep  comfortable  homes,  at  least,  fcxt 
their  own  husbands,  who,  of  course,  require  all  of  their 
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time,  and  are  entitled  to  it.  I  have  heard  it  whispered 
that  sister  HestcTyjvst  to  show  herself  off,  went  on  the 
stage  at  one  time  in  California,  and  that  it  was  all  he 
could  do  to  get  her  to  leave  it/' 
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"No  such  thing;  (cheaper,  indeed!  when  she  cmly 
paid  what  she  chose  at  Briarheath!)  iso,  it  was  that 
child's  temper,  I  tell  you,  that  took  h^  to  the  garret  in 
the  cold,  rather  than  inhabit  a  room  with  aunt  Angelina^ 
who  had  scolded  her  about  spoiling  h^  patch-work 
quilt  it  seems  that  she  had  set  her  to  help  make  for  the 
missionary  sqdety.  That  was  the  whole  gist  of  the 
matter,  and  she  sulked  a  month  before  she  made  the 
move  (hoping  to  get  the  spare  room),  which  she  did 
suddenly,  at  last,  whai  we  were  away  fix>m  homet" 

"  She  was  a  shy  diild,  I  remember,  always,"  said  Mrs. 
Crawford,  compassionately.     "  Maybe  it  was  thtdJ' 

"Shy!  after  all  her  advances  to  Julius  Howard? 
Why,  he  never  would  have  looked  at  her  if  she  had  not 
thrown  herself  at  his  head  in  the  way  she  did;  lliat 
stands  to  reason,  Mrs.  Crawford*  An  degant  man  like 
him,  indeed !  and  just  look  at  him  now  I '' 

^*  Yes,  yes,  it  is  very  mournful  to  be  sure;  but  that 
wasn't  the  way  people  looked  at  the  matter,  Sophy — 
Mrs.  Sutton,  I  mean — ^I  heered  your  honored  mar  mudi 
bhuned  for  her  part  in  the  affitir  (I  am  sorry  to  tell  you 
this,  but  truth  will  out),  and  the  day  that  child  was 
married  they  tell  me  she  looked  as  if  she  was  attending 
her  own  foneral. 

"We  had  every  reason  to  expect  fix)m  your  mar's 
position  in  our  church  that  my  husband  would  joreform 
the  ceremonial ;  but  she  knuckled  to  Howard,  and  th^ 
had  the  Episcopal  to  jine  them,  and  we  always  thought 
hard  of  your  mar  in  consequence  (just  a  leetle  bit  hard). 
But  poor  Hester  was  not  to  blame,  and  as  &r  as  I  can 
see,  she  is  a  mighty  gentle,  kindly-spoken  creeter  yet. 
But  of  course  she  hadn't  ought  to  have  kept  her  hus- 
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band's  existence  a  secret  from  the  hull  congregation^  as 
»  she  did/' 

(  '^  No,  indeed^  that  she  oughtn't.     It  was  a  matter  she 

i  was  in  duty  bound  to  have  proclaimed  from  the  house- 
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have  her  fling  at  her  doctor,  and  her  preacher,  and  even 
at  elder  Sutton  himself  sometiraes — Mattie  will;  but  she 
is  a  very  fine  woman,  for  all  that ;  but  what  I  meant  to 
say  was  that  Melissa  was  not  given  to— to— " 

"  Lying  ?'^  suggested  Mrs.  Crawford,  eagerly,  fi>r  she 
was  impatient  for  the  denouement. 

"Well,  have  it  your  own  way,  sister  Crawford:  that 
will  do,  certainly ;  it's  broad  enough  anyway,  even  for  a 
Yankee  school-marm.  Melissa,  who  is  not  given  to 
'  lying'  then,  informed  me  confidentially,  that  her  engage- 
ment to  Mulgrave,  and  Mattie's  to  that  rich  quack  doc- 
tor that  lived  in  Ilium,  when  she  went  to  school  there, 
were  both  broken  off  by  the  machinations  of  their  half 
sister,  Mrs.  Hester  Howard.  In  other  words,  by  h^ 
flirting  Ways ;  for  between  ourselves,  and  in  strict  ccmfi- 
dence,  she  engaged  herself  solemnly  to  marry  both  of 
these  men  at  once,  just  before  Julius  Howard  returned  I" 

"  Law  sakes !  you  don't  tell  me  so !  '* 

^  Yes,  I  do ;  but  let  it  go  no  further.  Don't  ev«i  tell 
deacon  Crawford,  and  if  you  doj  don't  give  me,  I  b^,  as 
your  authority." 

"  Of  course  not,  Sophia ;  about  your  sister,  too,  or 
radier  your  mother's  husband's  first  wife's  only  daughter? 
Of  course  not;  that  would  be  scandalous.  But  how  did 
she  manage  it?" 

"  Why,  by  passing  herself  off  as  a  rich  widow,  and 
rolling  her  eyes  at  them  ;  that's  how.  There  never  was 
a  man  yet  that  could  stand  against  eye-rolling,  and  you 
know  how  she  lifts  hers  suddenly  and  lets  them  drop 
again,  most  all  the  time." 

^^  Yes,  I  know  what  you  mean ;  Melissa  has  got  to 
doing  of  hern  that  way,  lately." 
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j  '^  Melissa,  indeed !     Yes,  I  believe  she  does  try  and 

,  imitate  some  of  her  Lynne  sister's  ways,  for  all  she  has 

J  given  her  such  a  heart-stab/' 
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it  had  flattered  to  the  floor;  and  ooming  in  softly  he  had 
secured  it,  sappoeing  her  to  be  asleep. 

She  arose  and  went  forward  now. 

''The  letter  is  mine/'  she  said;  ''Mr.  Howard,  be 
good  enoi:^h  to  restore  it  to  me.  There  exists  no  longer 
any  oommnnity  of  this  sort  between  ns.'^ 

"  Oh  I  I  didnH  suppose  it  was  a  secret  you  had  treated 
so  carelessly,  for  I  found  it  on  the  floor ;  bat  what  in 
the  world  is  it  all  about?  for  I  can't  make  head  or  tail 
of  it,  and  its  references.  Who  wrote  it,  anyhow,  Hester  ?  " 
handing  it  to  her  carelessly  as  he  spoke. 

She  received  and  folded  it  before  replying;  then  crash- 
ing it  in  her  hand,  while  she  bent  upon  him  eyes  of  grave 
displeasure  that  made  strange  contrast  with  her  sad  and 
stricken  face,  she  answered  him  calmly : 

"  The  gentleman  I  should  have  married,  had  yoa  not 
returned.  The  man  I  love;  who,  through  you  and  your 
duplicity,  is  lost  to  me  forever." 

So  saying,  she  was  gone. 


CHAPTER    II. 


HOWARD'S   SOLILOQUY   AND    COMPABISON— LOBA'S   FBO- 
PHECY— THB  SEA  GIVES  UP  ITS  DEAD. 

^^  TTTELL,  if  that  isn't  enough  to  take  the  stardi 
V  V  out  of  a  man,  I  don't  know  what  is,"  solilo- 
quized Mr.  Howard,  as  he  twisted  off  a  bit  of  tobacco 
and  crammed  it  in  his  small  and  box-like  mouth,  a 
feature  that  possessed  neither  elasticity  nor  expression. 
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'^  I  thought  it  was  Mulgrave^  up  to  this  minute^  that 
was  her  admirer — ^always  honorably,  of  course — and  here 
crops  out  another,  waiting  for  my  shoes.  Well,  let  'em 
wait — both  of  'em.  They  will  be  well  worn  before  they 
get  'em,  that's  a  comfort;  for  Doctor  Patterson  says 
'people  of  a  gouty  diathesis  live  forever,'  when  they 
regulate  their  habits,  as  I  am  doing  mine  at  last.  And 
I've  got  a  leetle  too  much  sense,"  screwing  up  one  eye 
knowingly,  ^'  if  I  know  myself,  to  cut  loose  again,  after 
all  I  have  experienced.     I  suppose  she  and  the  man  who 
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suspicions  had  been  at  first  aroused  as  to  the  &te  of  her 
letter,  to  inquire  concerning  it,  and  referring  to  his  books 
he  had  found  that  such  a  package  had  been  sent  to 
Ilium  on  the  day  she  named — a  weighty  package  he 
remembered,  sealed  with  a  big  L,  and  properly  directed, 
of  course,  and  with  this  assurance  she  had  rested 
satisfied. 

She  could  bear  it  all  better  now,  she  felt ;  now  that  she 
knew  he  loved  her — loved  her,  to  exile,  to  despair — and 
that  her  silence  ''had  worked  like  madness  on  bis 
brain." 

But  how  to  repair  these  evils  ?  She  wrote  to  Doctor 
Bellair  (for  it  was  due  to  both  that  matters  should  be 
explained),  who  had  charge  of  his  affitirs,  asking  for  the 
address  of  Mordaunt  Trevor.  The  first  liters,  he  said, 
were  to  be  addressed  to  Beyrout,  and  to  that  point  she 
directed  a  simple  note,  as  short  and  almost  as  guarded 
and  concise  as  his  own. 

He  read  it  a  month  later  sitting  on  a  fallen  cedar-tree 
of  Lebanon,  on  the  hill  that  overhangs  the  village  of 
Syraar,  where  he  was  then  abiding;  read  it  and  foond 
to  be  true,  what  he  ought  never  to  have  doubted  for  a 
moment,  that  she,  who  had  so  sufiered  through  his  ap- 
parent nt^ligence,  had  been  misconcdved  by  him,  and 
fatally  duped  by  others. 

She  told  him  of  her  voluminous  letter,  and  the  pains 
she  had  taken  to  secure  its  safe  transmission,  and  of  the 
representations  which  had  induced  her  to  consent  to 
receive  her  delinquent  husband,  said  to  be  dying  at  the 
time  by  his  physician  (she  never  knew  that  Howard  had 
anticipated  her  reply,  for  fear  of  a  refusal,  nor  by  whcx«e 
advice) ;  nor  did  she  conceal  from  Doctor  Trevor  how 
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purely  this  had  been  with  her  a  matter  of  datj.  The 
note  was  very  plain  and  even  practical^  for  she  deemed 
it  just  to  aid  her  lover  in  the  sore  struggle  he  must  make 
in  order  to  break  the  ties  that  might  otherwise  prove 
chains  about  his  feet,  in  the  lonely  path  he  was  treading. 
She  was  not  one  to  fan  the  flame  of  romance  at  the  ex- 
pense of  principle^  nor  to^Id  immorality  with  the  name 
of  lov^  Yet,  had  all  the  poetry  of  her  nature  been 
poured  into  this  letter,  it  could  not  have  so  strengthened 
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he  still  took  advantage  of  his  privilege  to  annoy  in  every 
possible  way  the  woman  who  was  once  more  partly  in 
his  power,  and  in  full  reach  of  his  claws. 

He  had  graduated  as  perfectly  in  the  science  of 
acupuncture  as  does  the  Chinese  student  of  medicine, 
who,  we  are  told,  is  obliged  through  a  covering  of  thick 
linen  to  thrust  his  needle  unerringly  into  either  of  the 
three  hundred  and  ninety-nine  pin-holes  represteting 
nerves,  in  the  eflfigy  before  him,  as  directed  by  his  ex- 
amining professor,  before  he  receives  his  diploma. 
Howard  had  richly  earned  his  by  the  profidency  he  dis- 
played in  this  process  of  accurate  acupuncture,  as  regarded 
Hester's  peculiarities,  which  he  knew  by  heart. 

Still,  as  has  been  said,  he  understood  that  he  most 
keep  within  certain  bounds,  now  that  he  lived  in  his 
wife's  house,  not  his  own,  and  was  supported  by  her 
bounty,  and  partly  by  her  brain-labor,  for  in  spite  of  re- 
trenchment in  every  other  department,  Mr.  Howard's 
maintenance,  with  all  the  dainty  reqnisiti<5n8  it  involved, 
made  a  large  addition  to  the  expenses  of  Briarheath^ 
and  necessitated  exertion  on  the  part  of  its  mistress. 

The  rooms  she  had  fitted  up  for  Mrs.  Carisbrook  had 
never  been  entered  by  Hester  Howard  since  the  &tal  day 
on  which  her  eye  had  caught  the  name  of  her  friend  in 
the  list  of  the  passengers  on  the  *'  Mount  Hecla."  They 
had  since  then  been  sealed  up  in  sepulchral  gloom ;  nor 
was  it  until  November  came — ^that  much  belied  month 
which  in  our  Middle  States  keeps  far  more  days  of  festi- 
val than  mourning — ^that  she  summoned  courage  to  enter 
them  again. 

Once  more  the  sofl  sunshine  rested  on  the  rich  carpet 
on  which  the  packages  of  books  were  still  reposing  that 
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had  been  destined  to  fill  that  book-case,  with  its  pan- 
elled doors  still  standing  open,  painted  by  no  unskilful 
hand  with  scenes  from  the  comedy  of  "As  you  like  it," 
and  surmounted  by  a  bronze  bust  of  the  mighty  master 
himself. 
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She  went  alone,  kej  in  hand,  to  open  them  unwit- 
nessed, intending  to  permit  Lora,  later,  to  wipe  away  all 
encumbrances  of  dust  and  damp  which  might  have  accu- 
mulated on  the  walls  or  furniture  during  their  interval 
of  strict  seclusion  from  outward  access.  But  when  she 
had  thrown  open  the  eastern  window,  and  the  sunshine 
flooded  the  floors,  on  that  regal  autumn  morning,  the  de- 
serted chambers  seemed  sadder  to  her  than  before,  and 
she  felt  that  she  had  overrated  her  own  strength. 

They  were  certainly  beautiful  apartments,  and  perfect 
in  every  accessory  of  taste  and  comfort,  from  the  carpet 
beneath  the  feet  to  the  paper  on  the  walls,  and  the  furni- 
ture that  surrounded  these.  All  was  in  keeping,  even  to 
the  draperies  of  windoMrs  and  bed. 

It  was  there  she  had  been  standing,  before  those  very 
shelves,  she  remembered  well,  when  Myra  Clay  brought 
her  the  evening  paper,  and  something  beyond  herself  (for 
she  was  rarely  impatient  about  the  news  of  the  day)  led 
her  to  open  and  read  the  first  conspicuous  notice  that  met 
her  eye. 

Why  the  child  had  brought  it  to  her  at  all  was  some- 
thing strange  in  itself,  for  James  Sellers  usually  depos- 
ited her  mail  bag  on  the  library  table,  unopened.  ^'  She 
was  coming  at  any  rate  to  help  her  mistress  arrange  the 
books,"  the  little  girl  had  said,  in  explanation,  and  find- 
ing this  paper  lying  on  the  hall  table  had  carried  it 
mechanically  in  her  hand  to  Mrs.  Howard,  along  with 
the  feather  brush  and  dusting  cloth  she  held. 

Then,  after  glancing  at  its  first  page  of  contents,  Mrs. 
Howard  had  walked  steadily,  paper  in  hand,  across  the 
hall  to  her  own  room,  so  Myra  had  reported,  without 
uttering  a  word,  but  with  a  ghastly  fiwe,  and  "  the  long 
illness  "  commenced  from  that  hour. 
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Later,  Tiora  had  closed  and  darkened  the  fatal  cham- 
bers by  order  of  her  mistress^  and  laid  aside  the  key, 
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**  Dear,  dear ! "  said  M3rra  Clay,  quaintly,  "  I  wonder 
what  makes  ghosts  so  fond  of  dirt  and  darkness,  espe- 
cially when  they  were  nice  ladies  and  gentlemen  before 
they  died.    How  they  must  change !  '^ 

"  Ob  course  dey  is  changed,  chile ;  ob  course  dcy  is,** 
not  observing  Myra's  twinkling  eyes.  *'  My  ole  man 
tetched  one  ob  'em  one  night,  wat  started  up  right  afore 
him,  on  de  cross-roads  near  Kollin'-fork  mills ;  an'  he 
said  it  felt  jus'  like  blanc-mang-d,  or  dis  here  quiberin' 
calf's-foot  jelly  wat  had  been  sot  in  de  'frigerator  to  git 
cole.  Wy  dey  has  no  blood  nor  bones,  chile,  only  frog- 
flesh  ;  an'  dey  soon  fines  out  whar  dey  can  be  quiet  an' 
alone;  for  dey  does  dispise  cheerful  company — dem 
spooks  does — an'  light  an'  fire  an'  fixins." 

''Just  here  I  was  standing,"  mused  Hester  Howard, 
"  when  the  list  of  passengers — the  list  of  the  lost,  for  all 
were  lost,  save  the  captain  and  the  cabin-boy — met  my 
eye ;  the  two  extremes  of  the  line  of  social  compact  that 
bound  those  unfortunates  together,  for  a  time,  in  a  separate 
world.  Gone,  forever  I  she  who  was  to  me  friend,  mother, 
teacher,  example,  all  in  one.  Oh,  had  she  been  spared 
to  sustain  me,  I  feel  that  I  should  have  better  borne  this 
last  terrible  ordeal ;  but  it  is  killing  me,  and  there  is  no 
one  to  stretch  forth  a  saving  hand.  My  Grod  I  if  a  miracle 
like  this  be  required  to  make  me  recognize,  as  I  desire 
to  do,  thy  presence,  thy  affection,  restore  to  me  at  least 
the  spirit  of  my  friend." 

Ob !  wild,  wild  words !  and  she  felt  them  so  in  the 
next  moment ;  for,  bursting  into  tears,  Hester  sank  into 
a  deep  chair,  near  which  she  was  standing,  and,  covering 
her  face  with  her  hands,  prayed  for  peace,  for  forgive- 
ness, for  submission. 
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"  Not  until  the  end  of  all,  shall  we  two  meet,"  she 

thought,  still  sitting  there  with  closed  eyes  and  hand- 

■  supported  brow.     "  Let  me  try  and  believe,  that  it  may 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


488    HESTER   Howard's   temptattojt. 

Lora  came,  only  waiting  witliont  as  she  "was  to  be 
summoned,  and  having  been  restrained  by  Mr.  Howard 
with  difficulty  from  announcing  the  arrival  of  Mrs. 
Carisbrook  to  her  mistress,  which  he  assured  her  she 
knew  all  about  already. 

He  had  forgotten,  he  declared  afterwards,  and  per- 
haps with  truth  (let  us  give  him  the  benefit  of  the 
doubt,  at  least),  that  he  had  never  delivered  '^Manager 
Morton's  message  to  his  wife  confided  to  him  in  New 
York,  on  his  way  to  the  cars,  the  very  day  he  set  out  to 
return  to  Lynnesborough,  and  so  had  nearly  destroyed 
Hester,  as  at  first  it  seemed.'* 

**  It  was  very  inconsiderate,  certainly,"  observed  Mrs* 
Carisbrook,  who  sat  by  the  bedside  of  her  friend,  water- 
ing new  light  returning  to  the  soft,  violet  eyes,  and  feel- 
ing the  hand  she  held  close  ever  and  anon  on  hers 
convulsively. 

"You  might  have  thrown  her  back  into  that  old, 
miserable  condition  we  all  remember,  by  such  a  want  of 
foresight/'  said  Doctor  Clarke,  who  had  accompanied  the 
*^ mutual'^  friend  for  a  visit  of  a  few  daj^  from  New 
York  (where  he  found  himself  on  a  visit  to  his  daughter), 
to  renew  his  old  acquaintance,  and  prove  his  attachment 
to  his  dear  California  patient. 

The  change  in  Mrs.  Carisbrook's  appearance  was  ac- 
counted for  by  her  narrative  of  events ;  for  it  appeared 
that,  after  taking  her  passage  and  even  paying  for  her 
ticket  on  the  "  Mount  Hecla,"  she  was  suddenly  stricken 
with  malignant  erysipelas  on  the  very  day  on  which  the 
vessel  sailed,  and  was  obliged  to  delay  her  voyage. 

Her  malady  had  progressed  so  rapidly  that  she  could 
not  write,  nor  even  cause  to  be  written,  as  she  desired  to 
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do,  a  letter  to  Hester,  apprising  her  of  her  change  of 
plans,  for  she  was  in  Liverpool  in  a  hotel,  and  among 
entire  strangers. 

Through  her  physician  she  apprised  her  son  in  Cali- 
fornia of  her  condition,  and  he  had  gone  to  her  as  soon 
as  possible,  and  remained  with  her  when  her  life  was 
despaired  of,  until  her  convalescence  was  established. 

Business  then  recalled  him  home  vid  New  York, 
where  he  had  unfortunately  met  Mr.  Howard,  and  de- 
livered to  him  a  message  he  would  else  have  written, 
and  now  Mrs.  Carisbrook,  in  compliance  with  her  prom- 
ise, had  come  to  pass  a  season  with  the  friend  she 
loved,  before  proceeding  to  San  Francisco,  to  make  her 
final  home  with  her  only  son. 

As  for  Doctor  Clarke,  he  liad  but  a  few  days  to  spare, 
and  these  he  devoted  to  the  health  of  Mrs.  Howard, 
much  to  her  advantage. 


CHAPTER    III. 


"welcome  the  coming;  speed  the  parting  guest*'— 
mr.  steinbach  speaks  his  mind  to  the  wire-puller 
—a  tete-a-tete— mulgravb  versus  melissa. 

MR.  MULGRAVE  came  to  Briarheath,  in  April, 
partly  on  business,  and  partly  to  see  how  pros- 
pered the  work  of  his  own  cunning  hands.  Mrs.  Caris- 
brook was  just  preparing  to  depart  when  he  arrived,  her 
intention  being  to  go  first  to  New  York,  and  then  by  sea 
to  Aspinwall,  after  having  passed  a  peaceful,  pleasant, 
and  useful  winter  at  Briarheath. 
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On  this  occasion,  Hester  had  told  her  everything  that 
had  occurred  since  their  last  parting,  and  more  than  ever 
did  her  thoughtful  firiend  deplore  her  lot,  yet  commend 
her  conduct  of  life,  and  strict  adherence  to  duty. 

She  had  known  Eric  Mordaunt — ^the  grand&ther  of 
Doctor  Trevor — and  confirmed  all  that  lus  descendant 
had  alleged  of  his  virtue,  attainment,  and  high-standing, 
both  as  clergyman  and  instructor ;  but  of  the  parents  of 
Hester's  lover  she  had  never  heard,  nor  yet  of  lus  own 
melancholy  history,  now  first  imparted  to  her  in  strict 
confidence. 

The  sympathy  that  she  freely  bestowed  was  balm  to 
the  wounded  heart  of  Hester  Howard,  which  had 
scarcely  recovered  from  the  fierce  struggle  of  its  dark 
hours  of  temptation  and  after  disappointment  and  sor- 
row, when  Mrs.  Carisbrook  came  to  revive  and  comfort 
it  as  though  by  a  miracle  of  grace. 

The  religious  teachings,  and  persuasions  too,  of  this 
newly  recovered  and  dear  companion  of  her  earlier 
years,  made  now,  for  the  first  time,  a  profound  impres- 
sion on  the  nature  prepared  by  continuous  suffering  for 
such  conviction. 

She  recognized  at  last  the  divine  mercy  that  had  sus- 
tained her  through  much  tribulation,  and  granted  her, 
one  by  one,  every  gift  she  had  solicited,  to  be  withdrawn 
again  through  her  own^  weakness,  or  impetuosity,  or 
absolute  unworthiness,  she  doubted  not,  and  she  bowed 
in  deep  submission  to  the  will  of  Grod. 

Through  such  means,  health  and  cheerfulness  were 
restored  to  her,  and  even  the  interest  she  had  lost  in 
common  things,  and  Mr,  Mulgrave  found  her  with  the 
old  light  in  her  eye,  the  tender  bloom  upon  her  cheek 
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that  had  so  charmed  him  on  their  first  interview  in 
Oalifomia. 

*'  Mr.  Howard's  return  seems  to  have  acted  like  magic 
on  his  wife,"  remarked  Mr.  Mulgrave  to  Mr.  Steinbach, 
still  a  constant  and  ever-welcome  visitor  at  Briarheatb, 
as  the  two  guests  found  themselves  alone  after  supper  in 
the  library,  for  Mr.  Howard  was  playing  a  four-handed 
game  of  euchre  in  the  dining-room,  with  Doctor  Patter- 
son and  the  Misses  Dean ;  and  Mrs.  Howard,  on  that 
last  evening,  was  closeted  with  her  friend  up-stairs. 

^*  Like  magic !  I  never  saw  such  a  fisivorable  change," 
and  he  kindled  his  cigar,  as  he  stood  on  the  nig  with  his 
back  to  the  fire,  eying  the  old  man  seated  before  him  in 
the  deep  library  chair,  interrogatively,  as  he  did  so,  then 
tramping  out  impatiently  the  match  beneath  his  feet 

"  She  is  well ;  very  well,"  was  the  rejoinder.  "  I  think 
not,  however,  that  the  return  of  Mr.  Howard,  a  man 
troublesome,  excitable,  not  fit  for  her  at  all,  is  at  the  root 
of  this  physical  improvement,"  and  he  relapsed  into 
silence. 

*^What  then,  Mr.  Steinbach — I  know  your  insight 
into  character — hers,  especially :  what  then,"  and  he  spoke 
eagerly,  "so  tranquillizes,  so  cheers  her  mood?  Is  it — 
is  it — or  do  you  know — her  correspondence  ?  " 

"  I  think  not ;  for  I  have  beard  her  say,  not  long  ago, 
a  lady  she,  truthful  you  know,  exceedingly,  that  beyond 
her  publishers,  she  has  none  worthy  of  the  name,  and 
writes  and  receives  few  letters.  It  is  that  good  genius 
of  hers,  who  leaves  to-morrow,  I  fancy,  that  has  wrought 
this  work ;  that  woman,  benign,  gentle,  strong,  intelli- 
gent, feeling-full  beyond  all  I  have  seen  in  this  region ; 
fit  for  a  queen,  a  ruler,  an  expounder  of  the  gospel  even, 
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and  persuasive  and  considerate  to  all  around  her:  it  is 
Mrs.  Carisbrook  who  has  built  up  the  strength,  mental 
and  physical,  of  our  friend/' 

**I  am  truly  glad  to  hear  it,  truly  grateful  to  her,''  he 
said,  dryly,  "  for  I  am  interested  in  the  welfiire  of  Mrs. 
Howard ;  but  tell  me,  how  did  she  bear  the  return  of  the 
truant  to  his  harness  ?  Do  they  work  amicably,  or  is  it 
all  deceit  and  distance,  as  it  used  to  be? " 

"  I  look  not  into  the  afl&irs,"  said  Mr.  Steinbach,  "  of 
those  who  honor  me  with  admission  into  their  house- 
holds, beyond  the  mere  extemes,  of  which  I  judge,  of 
course,  from  my  own  observation.  I  confess  I  saw  no 
change  for  the  better  in  Mrs.  Howard's  condition,  until 
the  arrival  of  Madam  Carisbrook ;  indeed  I  thought  her 
dying  rapidly  at  one  time." 

"And  this  was  my  work,"  thought  Mulgrave.  "  I  was 
afraid  of  that,  almost  afraid  to  come.  I  wish  sometimes 
I  had  let  her  have  her  own  way,  for  Howard  will  live 
forever  in  his  coddled  condition,  and  for  all  that  I  have 
accomplished,  how  am  I  any  the  better?" 

"  It  is  a  great  relief  to  me  to  find  her  health  improved 
from  any  cause,  Mr.  Steinbach,"  he  mid,  after  a  pause. 
"  Do  you  know,  by-the-by,  whether  Miss  Mattie  is  to 
marry  Doctor  Trevor  ?     Such  was  the  report." 

"Doctor  Trevor,  Mrs.  Howard  tells  me,  sailed  for 
Trieste  in  October,  to  return  no  more,  in  all  probability, 
to  this  land ;  and  as  to  Mattie  Lynne,  he  never  thought 
of  her,  my  good  sir,  I  assure  you.  He  was  a  falcon  that 
flew  at  higher  game,  a  noble  bird,  that  ought  to  have 
brought  down  his  quarry,  but  missed  it  by  the  tumihg 
of  a  feather,"  and  he  gazed  fixedly  through  his  glasset  it 
Mulgrave. 
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^^I  think  I  understand  you,  though  your  speech  is 
all^orical.  You  think  then  he  was  worthy  of  our  &it 
and  stately  swan  ?  ^' 

**  None  worthier,  that  the  sun  shines  on ;  some  treachery 
was  there,  I  feel  assured/' 

"  But  the  return  of  her  mate  was  enough  of  itself  to 
put  an  end  to  that  romance,  you  know,''  said  Mulgravei 


"  Who  made  him  to  return?  I  ask  you  that !  Was 
there  no  woman's  jealousy  at  work  ?  " 

"  He  is  off  the  track,  at  any  rate,"  mused  Mulgrave, 
**and  suspects  Mattie,  evidently.  Well,  let  him;  she 
deserves  all  he  can  say  about  her,  no  doubt.  I  saw  what 
she  was  after  in  the  depot  parlor,  the  little  wheedling 
minx.  I  never  was  so  deceived.  No  doubt  she  made 
mischief  then." 

**Tou  refer  to  Melissa,  I  suppose,"  said  Mulgrave, 
vaguely.  '^She  did  seem  a  little  taken  with  the  doctor, 
though  I  always  thought  he  was  in  love  with  Mattie." 

"Where  were  your  eyes  then,  Mr.  Basil  Mulgrave? 
How  could  you  fail  to  see  what  even  these  bat's  eyes  saw 
with  pride  and  pleasure,  that  those  two  noble,  beauteous, 
and  cultured  people  of  God's  especial  moulding  loved, 
iiay,  idolized  each  other?"  — 

"Tour  words  are  strong.  Be  cautious  how  you  speak 
thus,  old  man,  for  Mrs.  Howard's  sake." 

"  I  speak  to  one  who  understands  it  all ;  who  saw  and 
used  the  weak  wickedness  of  Mattie  Lynne  to  destroy 
this  golden  dream  of  innocent  happiness,"  said  Mr.  Stein- 
bach,  resolutely.  "A  dream  which  even  to  contemplate 
renewed  ray  youth,  and  which  cast  its  sunshine  on  my 
dim  and  downward  way.    To  no  other  have  I  breathed 
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a  suspicion  of  this  sort ;  but  you  know  more  of  this  than 
meets  the  eye.  I  have  an  inner  sight  that  tells  me  much. 
There  have  I  seen  you  mirrored^  Basil  Mulgravei''  and 
he  laid  his  hand  upon  his  honest  breast. 

"Tou  insult  me,  sir;  you  are  a  hoary  slanderer.'' 

''Your  words  are  strong,  young  man;  be  cautious 
how  you  speak,  for  Mrs.  Howard's  sake/'  and  he  laughed 
low ;  then  drawing  out  his  snuff-box  prepared  to  take  the 
climax  of  all  things  to  him — a  pinch  of  snuff. 

"  Were  you  a  younger  man  I  woi^ld  chastise  you,  sir, 
for  your  insolence,"  foamed  Mulgrave. 

''I  rejoice,  then,  for  the  first  time,  that  I  am  not 
young,"  said  the  imperturbable  Grerman.  *' You  will  be 
sorry,  I  know,  being  young  yourselfj  and  apologize  to- 
morrow.    I  can  wait." 

Strangely  enough  this  prediction,  if  not  demand,  was 
verified,  and  Melissa  entering  opportunely  in  her  firesh 
evening  toilet,  which  set  off  to  advantage  her  waxen 
complexion,  checked  all  further  effusion  for  the  time  on 
the  part  of  the  irate  Mulgrave,  whom  she  sedulously 
humored  and  flattered  for  the  remainder  of  the  evading. 

Soon  after  her  appearance,  Mr.  Steinbach  took  his 
leave,  having  received  through  Myra  Clay  permission 
to  return  to  breakfast,  so  as  to  escort  Mrs.  Carisbrook  to 
the  noon-day  cars. 

It  was  during  the  course  of  this  breakfast,  and  while 
Mrs.  Howard  and  her  departing  guest  were  signally  ab- 
sorbed in  each  other,  that  Mulgrave  took  occasion  to 
slip  a  card  into  the  hand  of  Mr.  Steinbach,  on  which 
was  simply  written  in  pencil,  in  a  sprawling  hand,  very 
different  from  the  small  compact  chirography  he  usually 
employed,  the  conspicuous  word  ^'  pardon." 
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Mr.  Steinbach  was  obliged  to  draw  out  a  pair  of 
glasses  before  he  could  read  the  card  which  he  held  be- 
fore him^  and  upon  which  he  wrote  a  brirf  line  in  reply^ 
banding  it  back  noticably  to  Mr.  Mulgrave. 

"Of  course^  whenever  asked/'  were  the  words  that 
met  the  eye  of  that  chained  catamount^  in  the  quaint^ 
foreign  hand  of  the  old  musician.  He  rose  haughtily 
and  cast  it  in  the  fire.  He  could  scarcely  keep  his  hands 
from  the  old  man's  throat  as  be  returned  to  the  table,  so 
keenly  did  his  amused  smile  irritate  his  self-love.  But 
a  scene  in  the  house  of  her,  who  formed  for  his  eyes  their 
only  cynosure  of  delight,  was  not  to  be  thought  of,  for 
still  his  passion  consumed  him  and  made  him  an  abject 
worshipper  at  the  feet  of  one  who  cared  for  him  no 
more  (he  recognized  this  truth  at  last)  than  the  carpet 
she  trod  on ;  nay^  perhaps,  not  so  much ! 

A  very  dififerait  interview  awaited  him  firom  that^of 
the  preceding  evening. 

"  Come  into  my  sanctum,  Mulgrave,*'  said  Mr.  How- 
ard, afler  breakfast,  and  having  ascended  an  easy  flight 
of  stairs,  they  went  into  "  the  master's  "  room  together. 

"  So  you  lodge  here  ?  "  said  Mulgrave.  ''  By  Greorge, 
you  have  very  comfortable  quarters ;  better  ofl*  than  you 
were  in  Paris.    Heh,  Howard  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  that.  It  is  deuced  dry  at  Briarheath, 
and  between  ourselves,  she  keeps  me  at  a  magnificent 
distance.  That's  one  thing  I  want  to  talk  to  you  about, 
professionally.  Am  I,  or  am  I  not,  the  master  of 
Briarheath?" 

"  Nominally  only,  Ho^^ard,  as  it  seems ;  but  I'm  sure 
you  couldn't  wish  for  better  accommodations.  These 
rooms  are  charming.    Just  my  ideal  of  bachelor  comfort." 
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"  Bachelor  ?  But  I'm  not  a  bachelor/'  bringing  down 
his  fist  forcibly  on  the  table  near  hiro^  and  making  the 
glasses  jingle  that  had  been  set  there  recently  by  James 
Sellers,  "  Now,  you  brought  money,  I  know,  when  you 
came.  If  I  am  master  here,  why  wasn't  it  handed  to 
me  ?    She  gave  me  only  what  she  chose  of  it/' 

^^  But  you  are  well  taken  care  of,  fed  and  clothed  and 
supported.  What  more  do  you  want  ?  "  asked  Mulgraye, 
coarsely,  helping  himself  to  brandy  and  water  as  he 
spoke. 

'^  To  understand  my  position,  sir !  and  if  this  place 
and  those  funds  are  mine,  to  rule  the  one  and  handle  the 
other.  You  told  me  when  I  returned  that  I  could  carry 
everything  before  me,  by  pretending  patience  at  first; 
yet  I  cannot  see  that  I  make  the  least  progress," 

^^And  so  you  can,  Howard.  I  have  yet  to  see  the 
woman  who  is  not  glad  to  be  able  to  shift  all  business 
responsibilities  on  the  right  shoulders,  if  capable  of  as- 
suming them.     You  have  only  to  convince  your  wife." 

^^A  more  difficult  matter  than  you  think,  Mr.  Mul- 
grave,"  interrupted  Howard,  grimly.  "  Hester  has  fixed 
opinions  on  all  subjects,  not  to  be  changed,  even  by  what 
the  whole  wqrld  says." 

*'  I  had  thought  her,  on  the  contrary,  singularly  flexi- 
ble," and  he  smiled  sagaciously. 

^'Then  you  made  Won  grand  mistake,'  as  the  little 
Frenchman  says,  and  that  was  all." 

"  You  are  looking  fer  better  for  your  regular  habits 
and  the  good  grooming  you  get  here,  Howard,  than  when 
I  saw  you  in  New  York.  Your  florid  complexion  is  re- 
turning and  your  hair  getting  thick  and  curly  again, 
after  falling  off  deplorably.     How  wonderfully  you  pre- 
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oerve  its  color,  by  the  way.  Look  at  mine,  now/'  and 
he  lifted  his  long  side-locks :  **  the  gray  hairs  are  legion. 
Yon  have  not  one !  '^ 

^^  We  men  of  the  sangnine  temperament  certainly  do 
hold  our  own  better  than  yon  bilious  individuals/'  said 
Howard,  oonoeitedly.  ^^  Now  I  dare  say  I  am  older  than 
you  are;  my  age  is  forfy-three,  and  yet  one  would 
suppose — ^^ 

'^  That  you  were  my  grandfather/'  laughed  Mulgrava 
''No,  no,  Howard,  it  won't  do!  The  light  reveals  a 
multitode  of  wrinkles  in  your  &ce,  that  I  defy  it  to  show 
in  mine,  and  the  sparkle  in  my  eye  is  still  undimmed ; 
while  yours— -excuse  me — ^is  like  a  drop  of  dirty  dish- 
water 1  One-can't  live  the  life  you  have  led,  old  fellow^ 
without  paying  a  price  for  it,  and  you  ought  to  be  thank- 
ful that  it  is  ended  by  stem  necessity  even,  for  Briarheath 
is  settled  on  your  wife ;  her  lands  are  her  own  (that  is  the 
few  she  still  retains),  and  what  UtHe  money  remains  to 
her  shall  never,  by  my  consent,  reach  your  clutches. 
You  can  claim  what  she  works  for,  of  course;  that  is 
one  of  the  shining  points  of  our  English  law  that  all 
mai  must  admire/'  speaking  with  bitter  irony;  ''but 
when  you  do  so  you  will  kill  your  golden  goose  for  one 
egg,  fi)r  she  will  work  no  longer  for  such  ends.  Now  yoa 
understand  your  position  fully,  Mr.  Julius  Howard — ^" 

''And  you  brought  me  here  for  this  I  To  put  me  in 
limbo  and  cut  me  off  from  every  privik^  dear  to  the 
dignity  of  manhood.  I  tjiank  you,  Mr.  Mulgrave,"  and 
he  took  a  drink,  sighing  profoundly  afterwards. 

''  One  thing  is  certain,  if  I  did  not  consider  it  such  a 
deadly  sin  I  would  not  hesitate  to  cut  my  throat  Ah  I 
you  may  smile,  but  nothing  but  the  tuiptade  of  the  act 
31 
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prevents  my  committiDg  it  this  nighty  for  I  am  pushed 
to  desperation/' 

"I  can't  see  how/'  said  Mulgravey  ^rytyi  "iiw  do  I 
think  suicide  the  crime  70U  do,  under  certain  drcum- 
stances.  When  a  man  is  useless  to  himself  and  a  bore  to 
every  one  else  (I  state  an  extreme  case,  you  know,  just 
for  argument's  sake:  it  is  our  l^al  &shion)/'  and  he 
smiled  sardonically,  ^'  his  suicide  ought  to  be  considered 
a  benefit  to  all  concerned." 

'^  But  the  universal  Judge  I "  said  Howard,  rolling  his 
eyes  to  heaven,  while  his  lips  quiv«:ed  and  his  voice 
trembled  with  rage. 

^  Might,  in  his  charge  to  the  jury,"  continued  Mul- 
grave,  ^'recommend  the  prisoner  to  mercy,  and  the  jurors 
would  let  him  off  with  some  slight  penalty,  no  doubt, 
such  as  cutting  off  his  grog  for  a  thousand  years  or  so,  a 
mere  point  in  eternity." 

'^  Such  talk  is  positively  impious,"  said  Howard,  shud- 
dering. '^I  fear  you  are  an  unbeliever  in  revelation, 
Mr.  Mulgrave." 

"Well,  I  don't  know  exactly  what  I  believe,  never 
thought  much  about  it;  haven't  had  time.  I've  been 
struggling  for  myself,  you  see,  since  I  was  twelve  years 
old,  and  resting  on  Sundays,  so  I  rarely  got  to  church ; 
but  a  bright  idea  strikes  me  in  your  case,  Howard. 
Lynnesborough  is  a  pious  place,  and  if  you  want  to  build 
up  a  cheap  popularity  you  had  better  hitdi  on  to  old 
Elias  Crawford.  He  has  the  stamina,  and  the  will,  and 
the  way  of  drawing  sinners  out  of  the  mire  that  would 
astonish  you.  Brother  Sutton  will  help  to  heave  your 
wheels  out  of  the  ruts,  and  if  that  is  not  enough,  old 
fieronles,  Hubbard  Patterson,  will  lend  a  hand.    Meiisn 
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is  a  sister^  yon  know^  and  will  assist  you  to  learn  the  waj 
to  paradise ;  and  such  a  reformation  would  reinstate  you 
in  public  opinion^  and  eventually^  whatever  you  may 
think,  oompel  your  wife's  unwilling  deference. 

*^  You  would  have  the  satis&ction,  at  any  rate,  of 
placing  yourself  in  the  right  position  before  the  commu- 
nity and  becoiping  the  centre  of  interest,  which  you  are 
not  now  by  any  means.  Gret  this  thing  through  before 
Mattie  comes  in  August,  or  she  may  laugh  you  out  of  it^ 
for  she  is  the  imp  of  the  &mily,  and  has  an  influence 
over  her  sister  that  you  can  shake  more  effectually  in  this 
way  than  any  other/' 

Howard  smiled  and  stirred  his  toddy,  nodding  saga- 
ciously as  he  sipped  it  with  a  spoon  before  tossing  it  off. 

'^ni  think  about  it,  Mulgrave,  thank  you.  I  sup- 
pose you'll  stand  sponsor  at  the  font  for  this  new-bom 
baby?  He— he— he." 

"  Now  don't  turn  the  thing  into  ridicule,  for  it's  your 
last  chance,"  said  Mulgrave,  solemnly,  '^and  if  you  can 
succeed  in  convincing  your  wife  of  your  earnestness, 
you're  a  made  man,  and  will  soon  be  ^  the  monarch  of  all 
you  survey,'  as  the  piece  says  I  used  to  speak  in  school ; 
the  only  bit  of  poetry  I  remember  in  the  world.  It  was 
in  the  'Fifth  Reader,'  I  recollect,  but  I'll  be  blamed  if  I 
don't  clean  forget  the  author  I" 

The  subject  was  dropped  here,  and  an  hour  later  Mr. 
Mulgrave  complained  of  a  headache  and  went  out  for  a 
little  evening  stroll.  It  was  an  unusual  malady  with 
him,  and  he  thought  he  must  have  had  a  slight  chill  in  the 
morning,  for  he  was  feverish  now.  At  supper  time  Mrs. 
Howard  remarked  two  crimson  spots  on  his  usually 
pallid  cheeks,  and  that  his  eyes  were  dull  and  lurid  and 
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bis  appetite  poor^  and  attributed  bis  oonditk>n  to  bis 
afteiDOon  in  tbe  sanctam. 

He  was  ber  gaest  for  a  week  on  this  occasion,  by  bis 
own  announcement^  never  before  baying  been  suffered  to 
spend  more  tban  a  day  or  two  at  ber  bouse,  wb^i  detained 
by  business  or  stress  of  weatber,  ''He  bad  a  little  time 
now/'  be  said, ''  and  would,  if  agreeable,  devote  it  to  bis 
friends,''  and  again  tbe  &ir  and  fluttered  Melissa  consid- 
ered bim  at  ber  feet,  and  foresaw  tbe  blissful  day  wben 
kneeling  on  one  knee  be  would  request  ber  stumpy  wUte 
band  to  be  bis  gift  for  life. 

Tbere  was,  after  all,  a  vein  of  romance  in  tbe  girl, 
practical  as  Mattie  tbought  ber,  and  a  womanly  capabiliiy 
of  self-devotion,  wbicb  sbe  soon  bad  an  opportunity 
of  manifesting. 

On  tbe  following  morning  Mr.  Mulgrave  was  very  ill, 
and  Doctor  Patterson  in  close  attendance.  He  pro- 
nounced bis  malady  an  aggravated  form  of  typhoid,  if 
not  typhus  fever,  from  the  first,  and  predicted  grave 
consequences.  This  disease  was  almost  a  specialty  with 
bim^  and  be  knew  perfectly  at  its  onset  what  to 
apprehend. 

An  experienced  nurse  was  at  once  engaged  for  the 
patient,  and  tbe  whole  household  held  in  requisition  for 
bis  benefit;  but  above  all  did  Melissa  manifest  untiring 
solicitude. 

Tbe  important  task  of  bathing  the  fiiee  and  hands  of 
the  fevered  patient  was  assigned  to  ber  at  her  own  re- 
quest (a  continuous  one  menials  so  often  n^lect),  and 
she  was  at  her  post  and  his  pillow  by  day  and  night, 
gentle,  watchftil,  indefatigable. 

She  gave  bim  bis  medicine,  too,  wben  be  would  take 
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It  from  no  other  handy  not  even  that  of  Mrs.  Howard^ 
and  arranged  his  pillows  to  suit  his  restless  and  burning 
head  with  the  nice  instinct  bom  of  true  a£Pection. 

He  watdied  for  her  coming  as  a  child  does  for  that  of 
his  mother^  and  in  hk  delirious  wanderings  called  her 
his  **good  angel/' 

Howard^  mortally  afraid  of  contagion^  never  went  near 
the  room^  and  Myra  Clay^  for  ihe  time,  was  sent  to  Ger^ 
trude  Steinbadb^  to  whom  she  was  devotedly  attached ; 
but  all  of  the  rest  of  the  household  went  freely  in  and 
outy  and  as  it  proved^  by  judicious  care,  with  entire 
impunity. 

The  malady  pursued  its  usual  tedious  course,  and  the 
crisis  came  accompanied  with  symptoms  more  than  ordi- 
narily alarming,  of  syncope  and  coma.  Yet  still  Melissa 
held  her  patient  and  unwearying  watch,  one  she  could  not 
he  persuaded  to  relinquish  to  any  other. 

And  was  this  the  long  promised  revenge  from  whidi 
the  girl,  it  may  be  remembered,  had  promised  herself 
such  satisfaction,  and  was  it  thus  she  was  to  prove  her- 
self the  Nemesis  of  Doctor  Trevor  and  Hester  Howard  ? 

We  shall  see:  for  fate  has  suddenly  placed  in  her 
power  the  honor  of  the  man  who  so  far  has  scorned  her 
love,  and  as  she  persuades  herself,  played  with  her  finest 
feelings. 

It  became  necessary,  during  the  long  comatose  sleep  of 
the  patient,  to  search  in  his  trunk  for  a  further  supply  of 
linen,  that  in  the  bureau  being  exhausted,  and  a  sudden 
exigency  arising,  from  the  cold  perspiration  now  bathing 
every  limb,  for  an  entire  change  of  raiment. 

'^  It  could  not  be  deferred  until  morning,"  the  nurse 
said,  ^'and  the  laundress  had  gone  home  and  locked  the 
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laundiy,  and  she  knew  Mr.  Mulgrave  possessed  a  further 
supply  of  both  linen  and  flannel  shirts,  for  James  Sellers 
had  said  so^  and  would  Miss  Melissa  please  to  get  them 
out?'' 

She  had  a  delicacy  about  handling  the  patient's  keys,  for 
fear  of  anything  being  missed  and  laid  to  her  door,  and  so 
&r  the  name  of  '^  Nancy  Beans  was  without  a  blemish, 
and,  the  Lord  willing,  it  should  remain  so  to  the  last," 
with  much  more  in  the  same  style,  while  Melissa  was  on 
her  knees  before  the  Russia  leather  depository  of  Mr. 
Mulgrave's  wardrobe. 

Shirts  there  were  in  abundance,  and  of  all  fiishions 
and  materials,  and  a  pile  of  these  was  quickly  laid  out 
for  the  use  of  the  patient,  now,  perhaps,  already  bathed 
in  the  &tal  death-dew,  for  none  could  tell,  not  the 
wisest,  whither  this  crisis  tended  until  the  morrow, 
when  the  sick  man  would  either  open  his  eyes  in  return- 
ing consciousness,  or  pass  to  dissolution  in  a  low  mutter- 
ing delirium. 

This  thought  affected  Melissa  deeply,  and  she  sobbed 
aloud,  as  she  rose  from  her  knees — keys  in  hand — not 
perceiving  until  she  had  locked  the  trunk  that  a  letter 
had  &llen  out,  or  been  tossed  upon  the  carpet. 

There  was  no  time  to  replace  it  now ;  for  the  nurse 
was  urgent  for  her  to  leave  the  room,  so  she  went 
— ^letter  and  keys  in  hand — ^to  her  own  chamber,  resolv- 
ing to  repair  her  mistake  as  soon  as  the  patient  should 
be  rehabilitated  by  nurse  Beans. 

A  light  was  burning  low  on  her  toilet-stand,  and  she 
threw  the  letter  and  keys  down  carelessly  beside  it,  while 
she  bathed  her  weary  face,  and  prayed  a  fervent  prayer 
for  the  relief  of  the  man  she  now  loved  better  than  ever ; 
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for  it  is  a  beaatiful  order  of  things  that  the  benefits  we 
confer  bind  us  IKster  than  those  we  receive  to  their 
objects^  be  the  last  ever  so  mnnifioent. 

Melissa  sat  down  again  by  her  toiletnstand^  and 
wishing,  suddenly,  from  long  habit,  to  gaze  upon  her  own 
much  appreciated  and  long-n^lected  physiognomy,  she 
raised  the  kerosene  lamp,  so  that  the  marble  slab  on 
which  it  stood  was  flooded  with  sudden  radiance. 

With  a  start,  she  recognized  the  handwriting  of  her 
sister  Hester  on  the  superscription  of  the  letter,  and 
raising  it,  found  that  it  was  a  bulky  package  directed  to 
Doctor  Mordaunt  Trevor,  Ilium,  New  York,  and  sealed 
with  the  fatuous  L  cut  on  onyx,  which  had  been  their 
fiither's  seal,  and  was  hers  by  bequest. 

The  letber  bore  neither  stamp  nor  post-mark,  and  had 
evidently  been  committed  to  the  hands  of  Mr.  Mulgrave 
for  safe  delivery. 

"She  has  just  written  it,*'  she  thought.  "What  can 
she  have  to  say  to  Doctor  Trevor  now  ?  and  why  direct 
to  Ilium?  But  perhaps  it  is  a  long  explanation;  for 
people  do  say  she  meant  to  marry  him  had  Howard 
never  returned.    Let  me  see : 

"  Here,  in  another  handwriting,  is  a  date — September 
21st — a  way  Mr.  Mulgrave  has,  I  suppose,  of  putting 
dates  outside  when  he  receives  commissions,  and  the 
envelope  is  not  fresh,  the  oorna^  are  worn,  and  the  seal 
is  fitded.  I  see  how  it  was :  she  must  have  given  it  to 
his  care  when  he  was  here  in  September  last,  and  he, 
poor  fellow,  has  forgotten  to  deliver  it.  I  had  better 
carry  it  at  once  to  sister  Hester,  I  suppose,  and  let  her 
do  with  it  as  she  pleases.  She  might  not  choose  to  s^d 
it  now,''  and  she  rose  to  obey  her  impulse;  but  before 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


604     HEfiTBB    HOWABD'S    TEMPTATIOK. 

she  reached  the  threshold  of  the  door^  turned  on  her 
steps,  and  came  slowlj  back  again. 

'^  I  will  keep  it/^  she  said,  to  herself,  while  a  stem 
shadow  flitted  over  her  sofl^  white  &ce;  ^*  keep  it  until 
this  struggle  of  life  or  death  is  decided — ^fi>r  I  would  not 
do  him  injury,  and  he  is  not  the  man  to  forget  a  diarge 
like  this.  He  loved  her  himself,  that  was  plain  to  everj 
one,  so  Mattie  thought,  even  while  he  made  me  believe 
I  was  the  object  of  his  attention,  and  Mulgrave  meant 
to  baffle  Trevor  by  such  means.  Ah !  that  is  why  the 
doctor  never  wrote  to  her.  I  thought  it  strange ;  but  I 
see  it  all  plainly  now.  He  was  expecting  this  package 
that  never  reached  him,  and  he  went  away  disheartened. 
How  hard  it  is,  that  doom  that  rests  on  our  whole  fiunily  I 
none  marry  those  they  love !  Even  poor  Sophy  had  to 
put  up  wilii  Sutton,  because  Bobinson  proved  fiuthless. 
She  might  have  been  a  better  woman  had  she  married 
happily.    As  it  is  I    Well,  let  it  pass !  '^ 

And  locking  away  the  newly-discovared  letter  in  a 
safe  receptacle,  she  went  back  with  the  trunk  keys  hang- 
ing from  their  tiny  ring  on  her  forefinger,  to  take  her 
place  again  beside  the  unconscious  sleeper,  and  revolve 
all  night,  as  she  twirled  her  keys,  the  problem  of  the 
letter. 

Mr.  Mulgrave  awoke  at  daybreak,  dear  of  eye  and 
mind,  and  partook  of  the  arrowroot  nurse  Nanc^  had  in 
readiness  with  the  avidity  of  a  hungry  child,  then 
dropped  again  into  a  calm  and  natural  slumber  that  con- 
tinue many  hours. 

The  crisis  was  over.  Doctor  Patterson  declared  when 
he  returned  at  nine  o'clock,  and  the  patient,  without  a 
back-set,  would  recover.    A  &w  days  later  he  announced 
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formally  to  Mr.  Mulgrave  that  he  owed  his  life  chiefly, 
after  Ghxl's  mercy,  to  the  unfidtering  aid  Miss  Melissa 
Lynne  had  given  his  physician — ^''a  very  good  fever 
captain,  it  is  tme,''  said  the  old  man,  smiling ;  and  strik- 
ing down  his  inevitable  cane,  he  continued :  ^^  Bat  what 
is  a  captain  without  a  crew,  sir,  to  cany  oat  his 
orders?'' 

The  sound  and  Wiry  constitution  of  Malgrave  was  in 
his  fiivor,'  as  his  convaleBeence  approached. 

He  recruited  rapidly,  and  Nancy  Beans  departed  with 
a  purse  of  gold ;  but  Melissa  still  dung  affectionately  to 
her  duties,  nor  did  her  patient  seem  so  fiur  disposed  to 
dispense  with  her  invaluable  services. 

^'  You  have  been  truly  kind  to  me,  Melissa,''  he  said, 
one  day,  "  truly  kind — and — ah,  sisterly ! " 

**  Yes,  kinder  than  you  think,  perhaps,"  was  the  girl's 
quiet  rejoinder. 

''Then,  indeed,  I  rest  under  insupportable  obliga- 
tions, so  to  speak,  for  I  know  already  of  enough  of  your 
benevolence  to  burden  my  whole  life." 

"To  burden  it,  Mr.  Mulgravet"  reproadifully. 

''  Well,  that  is  not  exactly  what  I  mean,  after  all :  but 
to  change  the  sutgect;  when  did  you  hear  from  Mattie? 
and  where  now  is  Doctor  Trevor?  " 

'' Mattie  writes  in  charming  spirits;  she  has  acoq>ted 
Doctor  Bellair  and  will  be  married  to  him  in  September. 
He  has  leased  the  residence  and  grounds  of  Dr.  Trevor 
for  an  eye  infirmary.  That  is  his  specialty,  you  know, 
and  he  goes  to  Europe  next  month,  partly  to  see  Doctor 
Trevor,  whose  business  he  is  winding  up,  and  partly  to 
perfect  himself  as  an  oculist." 

''  Indeed,  I  felicitate  Miss  Mattie^    I  suppose  it  is  an 
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admirable  arrangement.  I  knew  Doctor  Trevor  bad  left 
this  country,  but  did  not  know  before  that  he  was  in 
Europe.^' 

^^  In  Asia,  then.  I  don't  know  wbere  myself,  and 
Doctor  Bellair  is  the  only  one  that  does  know,  I  believe. 
Of  coarse  he  never  writes  to  sister  Hester  now.'' 

^^Of  course  not;  it  would  be  highly  improper  under 
existing  circumstances." 

^^^And  besides,  he  never  received  her  letter,  you  know. 
I  think  she  was  wretched  about  that  for  a  time ;  but  one 
gets  over  everything,  even  death." 

"What  lettCT  do  you  allude  to?"  asked  Mulgrave, 
while  the  cold  perspiration  broke  visibly  over  his  brow, 
blanched  by  recent  illness,  and  he  grasped  the  arm  of  the 
chair  in  which  he  sat  convulsively. 

'^  The  lettOT  that  tumbled  out  of  your  trunk,  Mr.  Mul- 
grave, with  a  pile  of  shirts,  when  it  became  necessary  to 
add  to  your  stock  of  fresh  linen,"  said  Melissa,  firmly. 

"  My  God  !  and  what  became  of  that  letter?" 

'*  What  should  have  become  of  it,  Mr.  Mulgrave  ?  The 
very  first  thought  I  had  was  to  carry  it  straight  to  sister 
Hester — and — ^"  she  paused. 

Nothing  could  have  been  more  artistic  than  this  pause, 
though  apparently  made  so  carelessly,  and  she  watdied 
the  eflfect  ezultingly,  for  grave  results  were  pending  on 
this  revelation. 

He  groaned,  he  leaned  wearily  back  in  his  chair,  with 
closed  eyes  and  pallid,  parted  lips,  and  MeUssa  rose 
officiously  to  seek  the  salts. 

He  waved  it  gently  away,  as  she  held  it  close  to  his 
nostrils,  and  turned  aside  his  head.  She  thought  for  a 
moment  that  he  was  about  to  fiunt. 
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**I  fear  you  have  rained  me/'  he  said,  gently,  *'  but  I 
deserve  it  all.    I  have  been  madP 

'^  Why  should  this  simple  act,  so  natural  under  the 
circumstances,  affect  you  so  deeply?''  she  inquired  with 
interest.  ^*  Tou  had  evidently  forgotten  to  deliver  the 
letter  intrusted  to  your  care  last  September,  and  that  was 
all  that  coald  or  can  be  said  about  the  matter.  You  can 
easily  explain  it  to  sister  Hester.'' 

"  Who  told  you  it  was  written  in  September?  Did 
you  read  it,  or  did  she?" 

^^  Neither  the  one  nor  the  other,  Mr.  Mulgrave.  The 
letter  is  intact  It  was  dated  by  you  on  the  outside,  I 
do  not  understand  why;  and  as  I  have  not  shown  it  yet 
to  sister  Hester,  she,  of  course,  has  not  explained  it 
to  me." 

^^  She  has  not  seen  it,  then,"  and  an  expression  of  rap- 
ture pervaded  his  so  lately  languid  countenance.  ^^Are 
you  quite  snre  of  this  ?  Did  you  not  tell  me  a  moment 
since  that  you  had  carried  it  straight  to  her  on  finding 
it?"  he  asked,  eagerly. 

"  No ;  I  said  only  that  such  was  my  first  impulse." 

'^  But  you  mentioned  the  subject,  perhaps,  to  some  one 
else,  if  not  to  her?  Tell  me  exactly  how  you  have  pro- 
ceeded, Melissa.  Let  me  know  what  my  position  is  in 
this  house  and  with  its  inmates,  I  entreat  you.  The 
oversight,  yon  see,  was  so  unpardonable,  or  to  her  would 
appear  so." 

^'I  have  never  breathed  a  syllable  concerning  that 
letter  to  any  one,  I  declare  to  you  most  solemnly,"  she 
replied.  ^^  There  you  have  as  good  as  made  me  swear. 
What  would  dear  Mr.  Crawford  say  ?  " 

^^Admirable  girl!    What  discretion,  what  foresight 
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you  have  evinced  I "  and  he  gazed  at  her  admiringly^ 
taking  her  hand  in  his.  '^  Lose  no  time,  my  dearest 
Melissa,  in  bringing  me  back  that  letter.  The  omission 
must  be  repaired  at  once.    Yes,  this  v&ry  evening.'' 

"What  do  you  wish  to  do  with  it,  Mr.  Mulgrave?'' 
she  asked,  in  a  low,  decided  voice,  that  filled  him  with 
dismay,  he  scarce  knew  why. 

"  To— to— send  it — ^to— Trevor  as  soon  as  possible," 
he  faltered  forth ;  "  I  will  obtain  his  address.'' 

"  That  might  not  be  the  proper  course  to  pursue,"  she 
said,  firmly;  "  we  must  first  consult  sister  Hester ;  she  felt 
herself  firee  when  she  wrote  that  lettar.  She  is  fettered 
now,  hand  and  foot,  perhaps,  by  this  very  oversight  of 
yours,  Mr.  Mulgrave." 

"  I  will  destroy  it,  then,  before  your  eyes — ^put  it  in 
that  fire,  and  thus  be  done  with  it  forever." 

"  You  cannot  so  throw  off  a  grave  responsibility,"  she 
said,  with  dignity,  for  she  knew  she  had  him  in  h^ 
powOT;  "nor  can  I  see  why  you  hesitate  to  restore  it  to 
sister  Hester;  for  the  seal  was  never  broken.  This  alone 
would  bear  testimony  to  your  honor." 

"  Melissa,  I  cannot  explain  to  you  why  it  is  so  essen- 
tial to  my  happiness,  that  the  existence  of  this  unhappy 
letter  should  never  be  revealed  to  your  sister  Hestar; 
but  if-—"  he  hesitated,  then  suddenly  blurted  forth,  "if 
you  love  me  as  I  think  you  do,  you  will  question  no 
further  my  right  to  its  possession.  Bring  it  to  me, 
forthwith,  my  dearest — ^"  and  leaning  forward,  he  kissed 
her  cheek. 

Then  Melissa  rose,  and  turning  upon  him  her  cold 
yet  tearful  fiwe,  she  said — 

"  Not  until  you  make  to  me  such  reparatioa  as  you 
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can  make  alone,  for  all  my  bitter  suffering  at  your  hands ; 
my  mocked  affection  made  sport  of^  even  before  servants, 
my  weary  months  of  mortification,  after  your  return 
from  Europe,  when  before  my  very  eyes  you  shamelessly 
betrayed  your  love  for  a  married  wom^ ;  for  even  then 
you  knew  her  to  be  such,  though  we  were  ignorant  of  it 
then  and  long  after.  Not  until  this  reparation  is  made, 
before  man  and  Grod,  shall  you  repossess  the  letter  you 
turned  from  its  rightful  channel — howy  I  shall  still 
discover. 

"There!"  she  added,  sternly,  "you  have  my  alterna- 
tive. Let  me  have  yours  before  the  close  of  another  day ; 
for  so  long,  and  no  longer,  will  I  detain  this  letter  from 
its  writer,  and  no  doubt  proper  owner — even  in  the  eyes 
of  the  law.    Then  she  can  do  with  it  as  she  chooses. 

"This  is  the  price  of  my  secrecy,  Mr.  Mulgrave;  but 
not  until  I  find  myself  beyond  the  gibes  and  sneers  of 
society,  shall  I  relinquish  my  hold  on  this  package,  and 
your  fidelity ;  for  I  do  not  intend  that  the  word  flirted 
shall  be  any  longer  appended  to  my  name — as  I  know 
it  is  now. 

"  Everything  rests  with  you.  My  pride,  I  assure  you, 
is  far  more  concerned  than  my  affection,  though  I  have 
loved  you,  I  confess,  as  I  never  loved  before.  I  have 
saved  your  life.  Doctor  Patterson  says;  but  that,  of 
course,  was  only  a  Christian  duty.  Don't  think  of  that 
for  a  moment,  nor  take  into  consideration  my  bitter  trials, 
endured  through  you,  Mr.  Mulgrave.  Think  only  of 
your  own  welfare;  and  when  you  have  made  up  your 
mind,  please  drop  me  a  line.'' 

She  left  him  quite  confounded. 
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Mad  ibr  thy  love? 

My  lord,  I  do  not  know. 
But  truly  I  do  fear  ao.— Shakbspbabb* 

I  do  know  the  man, 
A  Ifagian  of  great  power  and  f earfol  skill— BlBOV. 

The  rest  thou  knowest    Lo,  we  two  are  here 
We  haye  aarviyed  a  mln  wide  and  deep. 

Strange  thoughts  are  mine ;  I  cannot  grieye  nor  fear. 
Sitting  with  thee  npon  this  lonely  steep, 
I  smile,  though  hnman  love  should  make  me  weep* 

We  haye  surviyed  a  Joy  tiiat  knows  no  sorrow. 
And  I  do  feel  a  mighty  calmnesB  creep 

Oyer  my  heart,  which  can  no  longer  borrow 

Its  trust  from  chance  or  change,  dark  children  of 
the  morrow.— Bbyolt  of  Islam. 
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CHAPTER    I. 

HRLX88A  STEALS  A  HARCH— MB.  HOWABD  IS  BOBK  AOAm-« 
MATTIB'S  MANCEUVBBS. 

"TTERY  soon  after  the  convalesoenoe  of  Mr.  Mnl* 
V     grave^  the  bans  were  read  in  the  meeting-house  of 
Rev.  Elias  Crawford^  between  that  worthy  and  Melissa 
Ljnne;  and  in  the  month  of  June  thej  were  married. 

Mattie  came  home  to  the  wedding  and  brought  with 
her  Parthenia  Forbes,  and  in  their  train  came  Henry 
Sinclair,  a  rising  young  litterateur  well  known  in  IliuBi. 
Miss  McClane  was  obliged  to  decline  her  invitation  on 
account  of  her  classes ;  and  Doctor  Bellair  had  already 
gone  abroad. 

After  the  wedding-breakfast  the  newly  married  couple 
departed  for  their  home  in  Illinois,  where,  for  the 
present,  we  will  leave  them  in  the  enjoyment  of  what 
wedded  bliss  was  their  portion.  It  may  be  as  well  to 
state  that  the  unopened  package,  sealed  with  the  paternal 
L,  was  burned  by  the  bride  in  the  presence  of  the  groom 
an  hour  after  the  wedding,  and  before  he  could  inspect  it 
thoroughly,  though  he  saw  very  clearly  that  the  seal  was 
intact  and  the  superscription  perfect.  Some  time  before 
this  period,  however,  the  contents  of  the  envelope  had 
been  skilfully  withdrawn  through  one  carefully  slit  end 
32  (513) 
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thereof,  so  nicely  closed  again  as  to  defy  superficial 
examination.  Blank  paper  of  precisely  the  same  thick- 
ness had  been  adroitly  substituted^  and  the  certainty  that 
he  would  never  dare  to  break  the  seal  so  long  supersti- 
tiously  preserved,  had  strengthened  the  determination  of 
the  bride  to  outwit  the  bridegroom  as  he  had  outwitted 
James  Sellers. 

Melissa  flattered  herself  that  her  wish  to  know  the 
truth  concerning  the  man  she  was  about  to  marry  justi- 
fied her  in  this  unscrupulous  proceeding,  and  she  even 
felt  that  she  had  in  some  sort,  by  means  of  her  martyr- 
dom through  her  sister  Hester,  acquired  a  right  to 
penetrate  her  secrets. 

Holding  the  clew  of  a  mystery  of  which  she  supposed 
even  Mr.  Mulgrave  to  be  ignorant,  she  felt  her  supe- 
riority to  that  incurious  person  who  could  so  long  keep 
possession  of  the  package  which,  for  some  reason,  he  had 
evidently  intercepted  without  penetrating  its  arcana,  and 
she  determined  on  some  future  occasion,  when  the  matter 
had  lost  its  edge,  to  enlighten  him  as  to  her  discovery 
and  her  ingenious  mode  of  making  it.  What  puzzled 
her  was,  how  to  assign  the  right  motives  to  her  husband's 
honorable  forbearance.  As  to  divine  displeasure,  she 
did  not  suppose  it  could  condescend  so  far,  even  if  to  be 
dreaded. 

As  Mulgrave  had  done  before,  she  read  on  until  the 
pathetic  eloquence  of  the  narrative  filled  her  heart  to 
bursting.  She  became  passionately  interested  in  the 
story  of  her  sister's  life,  so  real  yet  so  simple  and  sorrow- 
ful, so  eventless  and  yet  so  full  of  incident. 

When  she  had  finished  its  perusal,  a  strange  and 
gloomjr  resolution  appeared  in  her  white  face  and  the 
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eyes  shot  sparks  of  that  strange  livid  fire  we  have 
described  before. 

''It  shall  reach  him  yet/'  she  said,  ''the  man  she 
loved  so  deeply  and  so  purely — reach  him  yet,  though  I 
go  bareheaded  and  barefooted  to  carry  it  to  him ;  for  it  is 
plain  to  me  that  these  sheets  were  never  confided  to  the 
care  of  Mr.  Mulgrave ;  does  she  not  say  distinctly  at  the 
last,  '  This  will  go  by  to-morrow's  mail,  and  I  shall  take 
the  precaution  to  have  it  registered  ?' 

"  He  took  it  from  her  table,  no  doubt,  or  desk,  and 
she  never  knew  what  had  become  of  it;  or  worse,  offered 
to  have  it  mailed  and  registered  for  her  and  neglected  to 
perform  his  office.  Yet,  no !  she  never  would  have  put 
into  his  possession  the  knowledge  even,  knowing  what 
he  did,  that  she  wrote  this  letter.  I  know  her  too  well 
for  that,  and  the  register  must  have  told  its  own  story  I 
Never  mind !  she  has  been  most  basely  treated,  it  is 
plain,  by  the  man,  too,  I  have  compelled  to  be  my  hus- 
band, and  I  owe  both  her  and  Doctor  Trevor  reparation." 

Her  venture  reached  its  destination,  and  was  delivered 
safely  to  Doctor  Trevor  in  the  month  of  May,  by  his 
trusted  friend  and  man  of  business,  Bellair,  to  whose 
care,  at  Ilium,  it  was  directed. 

"  There  has  been  foul  play  somewhere,"  said  Doctor 
Trevor  to  himself,  after  reading  the  dear  and  welcome 
story  of  a  life  whose  purity  and  seraphic  truth  were  more 
than  ever  apparent  to  him  from  that  hour ;  "  but  it  will 
not  do  to  stir  Lake  Camerina  now,  for  fear  of  fomenting 
domestic  trouble  at  Briarheath.  Had  this  reached  me 
in  time,  what  anguish  it  might  have  saved  us  both  I  as  it 
is,  it  forms  an  eternal  bond  between  us." 

Then  addressing  his  fiiend:  "Bellair,"  he  said,  "if 
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you  have  an  opinion  as  to  who  forwarded  this  package 
to  me,  hazard  none.  Have  you  mentioned  its  reception 
toMattie?'' 

"I  never  thought  of  such  a  thing." 

*'  Then  promise  me  that  you  will  never  speak  of  it  at 
all.  I  ask  you  this  because  the  information  it  contains 
was  evidently  intended  to  reach  me  before  I  left  the 
United  States,  and  has  been  fraudulently  kept  back  until 
now — ^I  think  I  know  by  whom — very  greatly  to  my 
injury  and  that  of  another  person.  That  it  comes  too 
late  has  almost  broken  my  heart,  but  it  now  becomes  im- 
portant that  it  should  be  believed  never  to  have  come  at 
all.  Without  further  explanation  forget,  I  pray  you, 
that  you  ever  received  or  gave  it  to  my  hand,  and  yet  I 
thank  you  unspeakably  for  the  blessing  you  have 
brought  me.'* 

Tears  stood  in  the  large,  clear  eyes  of  Doctor  Trevor; 
tears  started  to  the  small,  blue,  brilliant  orbs  of  young 
Bellair,  for  to  see  a  man  of  marble  reticence  so  moved 
thrilled  his  friend's  heart  through  every  sensitive  fibre. 

The  old  work  was  going  on  effectually  in  Symar. 
The  sick,  the  afflicted,  were  being  cured  and  cared  for 
by  the  philanthropist  who  shaped  his  own  sorrows  into 
benefits  for  suffering  humanity. 

A  lovely  English  lady  was  under  treatment  for  a 
disease  of  the  brain,  long  deemed  incurable,  and  im- 
proving daily  in  Doctor  Trevor's  hands  in  mental  and 
physical  condition.  It  was  from  the  account  Doctor 
Bellair  gave  of  her  physician's  interest  in  her  case,  on 
his  return  to  Ilium,  that  Mattie  managed  to  get  up  and 
write  a  pretty  little  romance  which  caused  her  sister  a 
few  twinges  of  agony.    But  these  were  soon  suppressed. 
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"  I  could  not  expect  him  to  live  single  for  my  sake/' 
she  thought.  ^'  I  will  teach  my  heart  to  rejoice  in  bis 
happiness^  let  who  may  be  his  mate.'* 

And  meekly  she  went  about  her  household  ways. 
She  was  beginning  to  feel  "  the  day  suflBcient  for  the  evil 
thereof,"  and  to  live  accordingly. 

A  great  patience  had  come  to  be  her  portion,  an  in- 
defatigable endurance  of  the  ills  she  could  not  avert,  a 
more  realistic  appreciation  than  she  had  felt  since  her 
children  died,  of  hourly  and  daily  benefits,  such  as  for 
years  had  escaped  her  attention. 

After  Mr.  Howard  was  left  alone  with  her,  he  felt  his 
dependence  more  than  he  had  ever  done  on  her  sweet 
forethought  for  his  comfort,  and  forbearance  towards  his 
frailties  and  humors.  He  was  really  beginning  to  try  to 
be  a  better  man,  and  his  temper  improved  as  his  self- 
respect  increased,  when  suddenly  Mulgrave  and  his  wife 
returned,  and  in  some  way  revived  his  ideas  on  the  sub- 
ject of  domestic  martyrdom. 

Melissa  was  almost  fanatical  about  this  time  on  the 
subject  of  proselytism  and  the  doctrine  of  true  baptism, 
and  Doctor  Elias  Crawford  (her  frequent  visitor)  helped 
her  to  beset  Mr.  Howard,  as  did  Elder  Sutton,  until, 
contrary  to  the  wish  of  his  wife,  untried  as  he  was  in 
the  ways  of  righteousness,  he  determined  to  embrace 
religion,  hocus-pocusing,  however,  for  permission  as  a 
condition  of  his  proselytism  to  continue  to  playback- 
gammon  and  ecarte,  and  drink  his  daily  jorum  of  brandy 
and  water. 

All  this  was  compromised  for,  on  the  principle  of 
'*  snatching  a  brand  from  the  burning,"  and  thus  his 
wife's  influence  was  entirely  neutralized  at  a  time  when 
he  needed  it  more  than  ever. 
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This  trial;  too^  she  bore  with  what  firmnees  she  mighty 
greatly  as  she  abhorred  hypocrisy,  the  "  unpardonable 
sin  "  that  the  Bible  tells  of,  in  her  opinion.  It  was 
amusing  and  pitiable  at  the  same  time  to  observe  the  airs 
of  calm  superiority  Mr.  Howard  assumed  towards  her 
after  his  sanctification.  Among  other  assumptions  he 
rebuked  Mr.  Steinbach  sternly  for  playing  opera  music 
in  his  house,  and  held  prayer-meetings  in  the  parlors  of 
evenings,  which  he  compelled  his  servants  to  attend, 
denouncing  Catholicism  so  fiercely,  however,  that  the 
cook,  Kitty  Cline,  and  James  Sellers,  all  gave  warning 
on  the  same  day,  and  were  with  difficulty  prevailed  upon 
by  their  mistress  to  remain,  by  an  offer  of  extra  wages 
for  a  season. 

The  howl  of  persecution  now  began  against  the  un- 
believing wife,  who  opposed  her  husband's  conversion, 
and  Mulgrave  looked  on  mischievously,  amused  at  the 
farce  enacted  before  him. 

"  How  my  puppets  dance  I "  he  thought ;  "  all  but  one, 
whose  waxen  fingers  are  moulding  me  already  to  her 
will,  for  I  Jear  that  implacable  stony  fiu5e  of  hers  too 
much  to  run  counter  to  her  wishes,  and  yet  love — like 
that  I  once  felt — like  that  which  consumes  me  yet  for 
one  who  is,  and  always  was,  indifferent  to  me,  as  to  the 
grass  beneath  her  feet — has  no  part  or  parcel  with  the  dull 
allegiance  I  accord  to  her  who  was  my  destiny.  I,  who 
have  pulled  the  wires  so  successfully  that  moved  three 
lives,  could  not  command  my  own." 

"Ask  Mr.  Howard  what  he  is  going  to  do  about  his 
lottery-ticket,  now  that  he  has  joined  the  church?" 
wrote  Mattie  to  Melissa;  "the  ticket  I  helped  him  to 
select,  and  which  may  turn  out  a  prize.    Suggest  to 
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him  that  he  had  better  turn  it  over  to  me  before  it 
burns  his  fingers/' 

"  What  nonsense ! "  said  Melissa,  loftily ;  for  she  had 
taken  on  great  access  of  dignity  as  Mrs.  Mulgrave. 
"  Of  course  he  would  not  dare  to  buy  one  now  as  a 
church  member ;  but  this  was  purchased  before  he  came 
under  jurisdiction,  and  if  it  should  be  successful,  I 
promise  Mattie  he  will  be  allowed  to  keep  his  money. 
He  shall  give  us  a  new  pool  for  our  chapel,  and  pocket 
all  the  rest'' 

The  history  of  this  lottery-ticket  was  a  little  curious, 
and  as  it  bears  no  small  share  in  the  speedy  winding-up 
of  our  story,  may  as  well  be  related  here.  Mr.  Mul- 
grave had  just  paid  to  Mrs.  Howard  a  certain  sum  of 
money,  a  portion  of  which  she  turned  over  to  her  hus- 
band's account  through  his  hands,  when  Mattie  came 
from  Ilium,  to  attend  Melissa's  wedding.  In  the  des- 
peration of  his  feelings  at  finding  himself  a  mere  pen- 
sioner on  his  wife,  as  he  acquainted  Mulgrave,  Mr. 
Howard  determined  to  purchase  a  lottery-ticket,  in  the 
hopes  that  the  blind  goddess  might  iavor  his  worthy 
wish  for  speedy  independence;  and  understanding  that 
Mattie  laid  claim  to  "  clairvoyance,"  he  begged  that  she 
would  dream,  or  cause  him  to  dream,  of  a  lucky  number, 
or  combination  of  such. 

In  accordance  with  this  request  Mattie  sat  a  whole 
evening,  solemnly  gazing  into  Mr.  Howard's  fishy  eyes, 
and  touching  his  blunt  thumbs  with  her  slender  ones ; 
and  as  both  parties  were  in  earnest,  the  result  was  a  pair 
of  dreams  on  the  same  subject. 

Mattie  and  Mr.  Howard  each  had  a  vision ;  the  one 
of  a  flag  marked  with  the  figures  1053 ;  the  other  of  a 
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gridiron  with  ten  bars^  for  he  counted  them  in  his  dream, 
on  which  a  fish  was  firying. 

It  was  decided  by  these  mystic  seers  that  a  ticket 
should  be  purchased,  if  possible,  containing  the  numbers 
signified  by  the  dream ;  and  Mr.  Mulgrave  was  fortunate 
enough,  just  before  he  returned  to  Briarheath,  to  find 
the  desired  combination,  with  one  additional  number  not 
supposed  to  make  any  essential  difference. 

This  was  in  August,  for  the  Mulgraves  had  come 
expecting  to  stay  to  Mattie's  wedding  at  Briarheath; 
and  finding  that  she  had  determined,  instead,  to  be  mar- 
ried at  Ilium  in  the  church,  and  go  at  once  to  her  own 
establishment  (to  preside  over  the  very  house  she  had 
once  hoped  to  share  with  Doctor  Trevor,  as  the  mistress 
of  an  "eye  infirmary"),  they  resolved  to  stay  where  they 
were  until  the  time  came,  and  then  accompany  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Howard,  to  witness  and  "assist,"  as  the  French 
say,  at  the  ceremonials. 

The  lottery  would  not  draw  until  December,  Mr. 
Mulgrave  announced ;  so  that  a  long  space  wherein  for 
anxiety  and  hope  to  wrestle  lay  between  Mr.  Howard 
and  certainty ;  an  interval  that  promised  a  certain  enjoy- 
ment to  him,  through  the  constant  excitement  and  alter- 
nations of  elation  and  despair  it  must  occasion.  In  the 
meantime  there  was  much  to  employ  him.  He  was  ex- 
pected to  attend  prayer-meetings  and  love-feasts;  to 
exhort  and  be  exhorted,  and  to  lay  bare  his  cankered 
heart  to  a  sympathizing  audience  who  delighted  in  the 
details  of  his  wicked  experience,  as  children  do  in  look- 
ing at  angry  sores. 

The  oft-perverted  text,  "  that  there  is  more  joy  in 
heaven  over  one  sinner  that  repents  than  a  hundred  just 
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men/'  was  sung  in  his  ears^  antil  he  oonsidered  himself 
a  fevored  vessel  of  grace  by  very  reason  of  his  past 
iniquities;  and  he  was  constantly  reproaching  his  wife 
with  the  hardness  of  her  hearty  her  self-sufficiency  and 
her  worldly  ways,  her  absence  of  spiritual  grace,  and  the 
devil's  snares  which  she  was  employed  in  setting. 

For  thus  he  characterized  those  pure  and  high-toned 
works  of  fiction  for  which  her  pen  was  already  celebrated, 
yet  not  her  name. 

This  was  concealed  as  far  as  possible  by  her  ^^  nom  de 
plume,''  "  Myrtis,"  or  left  in  the  background  altogether, 
as  a  secondary  consideration. 

"All  because  she  is  my  wife,"  said  Mr.  Howard  one 
day  in  close  conversation  with  Mulgrave.  "  If  she  be- 
longed to  that  infernal  Englishman,  it  would  be  '  Mrs. 
Mordaunt  Trevor'  at  the  head  or  foot  of  every  story. 
I  believe  it  was  the  name  that  took  her  fancy  as  much 
as  the  man.  What  sort  of  a  looking  fellow  was  he,  any- 
how, Mulgrave?    Grood,  bad  or  indifferent?" 

"  Only  so-so,"  was  the  careless  reply.  "  That  quack 
doctor,  I  suppose  you  mean,  that  cured  her  in  California. 
You  ought  to  remember  him." 

"  Was  that  the  man  ?  Why,  you  astonish  me !  They 
had  been  in  correspondence  ever  since,  I  suppose," 
eagerly. 

'^  No,  I  imagine  not ;  he  had  no  idea,  until  he  came 
here  to  see  Mattie,  who  her  sister  was.  You  see,  he  was 
addressing  the  girl  when  she  left  Ilium,  and  followed 
her  to  Lynnesborough  by  appointment;  but  the  little 
soul  was  off  to  Niagara  with  Melissa  when  he  arrived, 
and  the  madam  lay  ill  with  a  sort  of  cataleptic  attack 
(Doctor  Patterson  thought),  caused  by  the  news  of  Mrs. 
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Carisbrook's  loss  at  sea.  So  the  sleep-doctor  tamed 
in  and  cured  her,  gave  Mattie  the  go-by,  and,  thinking 
yon  were  dead,  popped  the  question.  That's  all  there 
was  about  it,  I  believe.  She  refused  him,  of  course;  but 
there  was  the  devil  to  pay  between  her  and  Mattie." 

^'Ah !  hah !  I  suppose  so ;  but  I  never  heard  the  details 
before.  You  don't  think  she  would  have  had  him,  do 
you,  if  I  had  been  dead  ?" 

''Why,  certainly  not!  A  man  of  his  profession,  or 
rather,  without  any  profession  at  all ! — ^who  ever  told 
you  such  a  thing,  or  insinuated  it?'' 

"  I  had  it  from  very  good  authority,"  said  Howard, 
dryly ;  "  but  I  didn't  believe  it  at  the  time.  It  was 
only  said  to  rile  me,  I  think ;  I  always  thought  it  was 
yati^  Mulgrave,  that  she  would  have  favored ;  but  she 
was  just  match-making,  it  seems,  all  the  time,  for 
Melissa." 

At  this  malicious  sally  Mr.  Mulgrave  turned  white 
libout  the  gills,  always  a  sign  with  him  of  intense  emo- 
tion ;  but  he  continued  silent,  quietly  puflBng  his  cigar. 

"  The  wretch  is  taking  his  revenge,  I  suppose,"  thought 
Mulgrave,  "  for  if  he  has  eyes,  he  sees  how  I  hate  Me- 
lissa, and  how  I  worship  her  I  Why  couldn't  we  ex- 
change? Oh,  if  such  a  thing  could  be,  life  would  be  too 
precious ;  as  it  is,  I  value  it  no  more  than  chaff." 

''Mr.  Mulgrave,  I  am  ready  to  go,"  said  Melissa,  look- 
ing in  just  then,  "  and  the  Sliding  Stone  cars  wait,  I  be- 
lieve, for  nobody.  Throw  away  your  cigar  and  come 
right  away.  Here  are  your  hat  and  gloves — ^I  brought 
them  down-stairs  with  me,  and  your  shawl,  too :  it  may 
be  cool  this  evening  coming  home,  and  your  lungs  I  find 
are  delicate.     Why  where  is  that  clean  handkerchief  I 
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gave  you  this  morning?  Can't  find  it  ?  Well,  I  never^ 
such  carelessness !  Fortanatelj  here  is  another.  I  wish 
to  goodness  you  were  as  particular  as — ^as  Mr.  Howard/' 
for  want  of  a  better  comparison^  and  she  tripped  away 
insipid  and  self-complaoent  as  ever,  followed  by  the 
wretch  she  had  entrapped^  and  now  governed  with  a  rod, 
not  of  iron,  but  of  equally  inflexible  if  more  elastic  gutta 
percha. 

Yet  by  degrees  he  learned,  let  it  be  said  at  once,  to 
bear  his  cross,  and  was  altogether  too  manly  a  man  ever 
to  be  cross  with  or  cniel  towards  a  woman.  Indeed, 
when  little  children  climbed  his  knees,  and  he  saw  what  a 
good  mother  she  made,  he  grew  tolerant  of  his  Melissa. 

But  dark  struggles  lay  between  this  time  and  that. 
The  trials  of  Dod»r  Bellair  with  Mattie  were  destined 
to  be  greatly  liarder  than  those  of  his  brother-in-law,  in 
one  r^ard,  for  he  was  deeply  in  love  with  Mattie,  who 
did  not,  when  they  were  married,  care  a  straw  for  him, 
and  who,  in  the  beginning  of  their  wedded  life,  was  ex- 
travagant and  a  flirt,  the  last  in  a  moderate  and  proper 
way.  He  learned,  too,  by  d^rees,  that  she  was  un- 
scrupulous and  not  alwa}rs  truthful,  selfish,  and  a  little 
revengeful,  and  yet  he  idolized  the  piece  of  piquant  per- 
versity who  had  captivated  him  so  fiir  back  as  the  era  of 
Doctor  Trevor's  "  dejeuner  a  la  fourchette." 

Yet  the  young  doctor  and  his  bride  were  a  very  happy- 
looking  and  stylish  pair,  if  not  entitled  to  be  enrolled 
among  the  beautiful  of  the  earth,  on  that  fine  September 
morning  when  the  whole  ^lite  of  Ilium  poured  into  the 
Episcopal  church  to  witness  their  nuptials. 

The  bishop  in  his  pontificals  performed  the  "august" 
ceremony,  as  it  was  reported  in  the  papers,  and  six 
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bridesmaids  stood  flower-like  beside  the  bride^  and  six 
groomsmen  cowered  crow-like  beside  the  groom,  and  the 
church  was  adorned  with  flowers  and  waxen  lights, 
though  it  was  in  the  day-time,  and  the  great  organ  thun- 
dered forth  a  sacred  piece  from  the  fevorite  opera  of 
Norma,  and  Miss  McClane  and  Parthenia  Forbes  trem- 
bled and  cried,  and  Madame  Baretti  laughed  and  re- 
monstrated in  her  queer  way,  clasping  her  &t  hands,  on 
the  folly  of  weeping  at  weddings,  "  vich  every  one  do 
love  zo  much  to  zee,"  and  Melissa  pinched  Mulgrave, 
and  asked  him  whether  her  lace  point  was  straight  or 
crooked  behind,  and  made  him  fix  it;  and  Hester  How- 
ard, leaning  on  her  husband's  arm,  was  borne  back  to 
the  day  of  her  own  marriage,  and  remembered  the  strange 
transfiguration  that  seemed  to  lift  her  away  from  the 
little  white-washed  church  and  its  surroundings,  and 
wondered  how  Mattie  felt;  and  how,  having  once  loved 
Trevor,  she  could  "decline"  upon  Bellairl 

"Who  is  that  beautiful  woman?"  asked  Miss  Jarvis 
of  Miss  McClane.  "  You  know  all  those  people ;  the 
one  standing  near  the  bride,  I  mean,  dressed  in  lavender- 
colored  silk,  with  white  lace  shawl  and  bonnet  ?  One 
of  the  relations,  I  suppose."  • 

"  That  is  Mrs.  Hester  Howard,  the  sister  of  the  bride. 
Is  she  not  truly  lovely  ?  " 

"She  is  different  from  anything  I  ever  saw  before. 
What  is  she  made  of — wax,  marble  or  alabaster?  and 
where  did  she  get  those  eyes  ?  " 

"  From  a  hyacinth  bed,  I  suppose,  in  full  bloom,"  re- 
plied young  Captain  Dale.  "I  fancy  they  must  smell 
sweet,  they  are  of  such  a  heavenly  purple ! " 

"She  can't  live,  she  is  too  exquisite;   such  people 
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never  do,"  resumed  Miss  Jarvis.  "  Professor  Jau  Jeune ! 
oome  here  this  minute.  You  are  good  at  comparisons; 
what  does  that  woman  look  like  ?  " 

"A  white  phalanse,  with  violet  dots  upon  its  wings; 
era—" 

"You  dreadful  man  I  you  never  lose  sight  of  those 
monsters  you  so  adore.  Why  I  am  wildly  in  love  with 
her  myself,  woman  that  I  am." 

"And  so  is  somebody  else  that  I  wot  of,"  thought  Miss 
McClane,  and  it  pleased  her  well  to  see  how  that  sweet 
&oe  shone  star-like  over  the  multitude  for  his  sake. 

"  I  had  no  idea  that  sister  Hester  was  half  so  pretty, 
until  I  saw  her  in  church  to-day,"  said  Melissa,  pen- 
sively, to  Mulgrave,  as  they  sauntered  from  the  carriage 
up  to  the  house  of  Doctor  Bellair,  set  open  for  the  recep- 
tion of  his  bridal  guests.  "  Dress  does  everything  for 
her.  Now,  I,  you  know,  am  the  same  always ;  the  only 
woman,  Mr.  Clermont  says  (the  celebrated  portrait  pain- 
ter), he  has  seen  in  America  who  could  bear  the  morn- 
ing's sun  without  showing  a  blemish  of  complexion. 
Sister  Hester,  even,  could  not  stand  tiicU  light,  could 
she?" 

"  No ;  I  doubt  if  she  could,"  answered  Mulgrave,  ab- 
sently, sick  to  the  very  heart,  as  he  felt  that  day,  in  the 
face  of  such  comparison  as  he  himself  had  made.  "  Don't 
linger,  Melissa,"  as  she  stopped  to  examine  a  rare  plant ; 
"  we  are  late  at  any  rate ;"  adding,  peevishly,  "  you  move 
so  sluggiBhly." 

And  they  ascended  the  granite  steps  and  entered  the 
wide  square  hall,  paved  with  marble  and  surrounded 
with  orange  trees,  and  went  thence,  admiringly,  into  the 
drawing  and  collation  rooms  by  turn,  furnished  just  as 
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Doctor  Trevor  had  left  them^  for  he  confided  everything 
to  Bellair^  except  a  certain  set  of  Dresden  china  and  his 
crested  plate  and  brocaded  damask  table  of  naperj^  small 
yet  valued  portions  of  his  heritage. 

"  It  was  very  mean  of  him/'  thought  Mattie,  "  not  to 
send  me  the  keys  of  his  linen  and  silver  chests,  when  he 
knew  I  was  to  marry  Bellair.  Thank  goodness,  he'll 
never  get  sister  Hester  now^  that's  one  comfort.  What 
an  ugly  fellow  Bellair  is,  to  be  sure,  in  comparison,"  and 
she  sighed,  "  with  my  Raphael." 

There  came  a  time  when  Mattie  thought  her  Bellair 
almost  handsome,  homely  as  he  appeared  to  her  now; 
but  that  was  so  far  off  in  the  dim  future  that  Mattie 
herself,  before  that  hour,  had  undergone  a  change  almost 
equal  to  metempsychosis.  She  is  fifteen  years  older  to- 
day than  she  was  then,  and  much  improved  by  associa- 
ting intimately  with  a  man  whose  honor  and  patience  and 
attainments  only  equal  his  domestic  affections,  for  he 
still  considered  his  wife  unapproachably  attractive,  and 
is  as  much  the  lover  as  on  his  marriage-day. 

Happy  Mattie !  whose  marriage  lines  have  been  cast 
in  pleasant  places,  as  they  often  are  with  persons  of  your 
type — selfish,  volatile,  and  careless  of  the  feelings  of 
others  I  Nobler  souls  have  most  frequently  sadder  and 
harsher  experiences ;  and  here  comes  in  the  great  law  of 
compensation,  which  we  will  not  stop  to  discuss. 

Very  soon  after  these  wedding  festivities,  the  two 
sober  couples  from  Lynnesborough  returned  in  company 
to  Briarheath,  where  it  was  understood  Melissa  was  to 
continue  to  reside  until  Mr.  Mulgrave  could  wind  up 
his  business,  and  fix  on  a  more  pleasant  residence  than 
Queensbury,  Illinois,  where  Melissa  declared  '^all  the 
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men  talked  through  their  noses  and  carried  silk  pocket- 
handkerchie&y  and  walked  tip-toe  when  in  society,  like 
waiters  at  a  first-class  hotel,  and  where  all  the  women 
dressed  like  dowdies  or  dolls,  and  sqneaked  like  marion- 
ettes, and  where  babies  were  carried  under  cotton  um- 
brellas to  concerts  and  public  speakings." 

Objections  like  these  were,  of  course,  insuperable,  and 
'  Mulgrave  himself  was  glad  of  an  excuse  to  escape  from 
uncongenial  surroundings ;  though  he  had  never  known 
before  exactly  how  to  break  loose  from  the  place  where 
alone  he  was  of  consequence,  and  recognized  as  an 
institution. 

He  had  no  political  aspirations,  and  just  then  would 
have  gone  to  the  end  of  the  world  to  find  a  change  of 
some  kind  and  get  away,  not  only  from  Melissa,  but 
himself  and  his  reflections. 

^^She  could  have  put  me  in  the  penitentiary,'*  he 
thought,  gloomily,  sometimes;  "and  she  knows  it  I 
Thank  heaven  every  trace  of  that  only  felony  of  my  life 
is  obliterated ;  for  whenever  I  have  read  letters  before  of 
other  people's,  I  have  sealed  them  up  again,  and  sent 
them  off  to  their  owners.  One  mvst  do  such  things  some- 
times in  the  way  of  our  business.  I  don't  believe  I'll 
ever  repeat  even  that,  however.  It  seems  to  me  now 
80  smaUt" 

During  Mulgrave's  absence,  Melissa  and  Mr.  Howard 
held  many  pleasing  prayer-meetings,  where  one  could 
count  the  attendants  by  numbering  the  tumed-up  soles 
of  the  feet  on  entering  the  apartment,  and  where  a 
spirit  of  persecution,  rather  than  of  charify,  was  openly 
inculcated. 

One  night,  kneeling  thus,  Howard  caught  himself 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


628     HESTER    HOWABD's    TEHPTATIOIT. 

pntTing  aload,  in  the  enthosiasm  of  the  moment,  that 
his  lotteiy-ticket  might  be  sacoessfbl,  and  that  he  might 
draw  the  great  prize  he  had  ventored  for,  and  this  little 
ontbnrst  (the  most  genuine  thing  he  ever  uttered  in  the 
tabernacle)  was  set  down  as  metaphmcal  by  those  who 
did  not  know  the  truth  I  He  was  supposed,  of  course;, 
to  allude  to  his  own  salvation,  though  in  figurative  ta!tn8. 

Alas !  when  December  came,  it  was  found  necessary 
to  defer  the  drawing  of  that  particular  lottery,  on  which 
Howard  had  staked  his  money  and  his  fiuth,  and  in 
whose  cause  he  had  put  up  the  only  heartfelt  prayer 
that  ever  left  his  lips,  for  six  months  more,  and  again  he 
was  a  prey  to  doubt,  hope,  expectation,  and  irritating 
uncertainty. 

He  could  no  longer  conscientiously  embark  in  the 
purchase  of  lottery-tickets  in  the  face  of  his  religious 
professions,  or  he  would  gladly  have  done  so ;  nor  con- 
cert measures  whereby  to  secure  them  secretly  without 
the  chance  of  being  betrayed,  and  he  was  now  '*  pious 
or  nothing;''  this  he  knew,  and  Mulgrave  had  spoken 
wisely  I 

Therefore  did  he  all  the  more  cherish  the  darling 
dream  of  the  luck  of  his  lottery-numbers,  for  there  was 
something  awful  to  him  in  the  remembrance  of  that 
night  when  Mattie  Lynne's  black  orbs  seemed  to  grow 
into  enormous  jetty  stars  before  him,  and  then  contract 
like  serpent's  eyes,  until  he  believed  in  the  power  of 
witchcraft! 

Better  for  him  had  it  been,  far  better,  that  the 
lottery  drawing  had  been  delayed  indefinitely ;  better  for 
him,  though  not  perhaps  for  others. 

The  man  was  doomed  through  this  passion  of  hb 
decrepitude. 
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CHAPTER   11. 

THE  LUCE  or  LOTTSRIE&— HOWARD'S  HBOIRA— A  CATAB- 
TBOPHE  AND  ITS  CONS£<)UEKCBS. 

^^    I  TESTER,  what  do  yoo  thfek !    That  confounded 

-t-L  lottery  is  pat  off  again^  to  the  first  of  July 
this  time.  The  dureotors  will  make  a  fortune  oot  of  the 
interest  of  their  investment  before  th^  pay  up,  if  they 
ever  do.     I'm  afraid  it's  all  a  deuced  humbug." 

^  I'm  aflnid  so,  toO)  Mr.  Howard." 

^'  No,  you're  not;  you  are  delighted  I  Anydiing  that 
worries  me  aflbrds  you  pleasore,  and  always  did,"  he 
grumbled,  resolutely  standing  wide  on  the  rug  before  the 
fire,  with  his  littdc  to  the  mantle^ece. 

^'  I  wish  you  could  be  set  at  rest,  that  is  all ;  for  I 
have  never  been  sanguine  about  the  result." 

"  You  have  not^  eh  ?  Well,  I  have  I  I  believe  Mattie 
Ijyiine  wad  inspired  to  dream  diat  dream ;  for  she  looked 
like  a  prophetess  I  ueed  to  know  in  Pcuis,  when  she  sat 
glaring  opposite  to  me." 

'^  I'm  sorry  Mattie  enacts  such  ftrces.  She  might  be 
better  employed,"  said  her  sifito-,  calmly. 

''  Better  employed  ?  Yes,  so  might  many  of  us,  yoa 
among  the  rest — acting  plays  finr  instanee,  and  realizing 
golden  gains,  and  seeing  lifo,  instead  of  scribbling  for 
magazines  that  don't  half  pay  you,  and  v^etating  in 
this  old  ghost-haunted  rattle-trap  I  Why,  the  windows 
in  my  room  shake  and  clatter  like  old  Miss  Dean's  fiilae 
teeth  when  she  gets  to  laughing,  and  the  hooks  play 
loose!" 

33 
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No  answer  to  this  tirade^  which,  after  a  doe  pause  for 
a  rejoinder,  was  recommenoed  in  this  wise : 

"  The  truth  is,  Hester,  you've  never  been  the  same 
woman  since  you  left  the  stage.  Doctor  Clarke  noticed 
how  changed  you  were,  and  bow  much  older-looking; 
and  so  did  Mrs.  Carisbrook.  Indeed,  I  am  sure  the 
old  lady  would  be  charmed  to  have  you  reappear/' 

'^  Hush,  Mr.  Howard ;  not  a  word  of  thai  sort," 
interrupted  Hester,  coldly ;  ^'  I  could  never  take  up  that 
life  again,  after — "  (and  she  beaitatod)  ^'it9  fiM«l  oonae- 
qnences  to  you." 

She  had  never  before  alluded  to  his  ^'  escapade,''  nor 
reproached  him  in  any  way  for  his  tvaasgreB^QB;  but 
now  he  saw  that  he  was  impinging  on  forbidden  ground^ 
and  wisely  beat  a  retreat. 

'^  You  are  deuced  hard  on  me,  Hest^/'  be  said,  sul- 
lenly ;  **  always  were,  in  your  quiet  way." 

^^  I  do  not  mean  to  be — I  do  not  think  I  have  been. 
My  study  is  to  make  you  comfortable." 

^'  What  is  comfort  worth,  when  you  abhor  me  in  your 
sight? — and  I  know  it,  and  every  one  knows  it,  even 
Mr.  Mulgrave." 

^^When  shall  I  cease  to  hear  that  man's  name?" 
groaned  Hester,  wearied  out  by  this  sort  of  small  bicker- 
ing, introduced  on  all  possible  occasicms,  and  subsiding 
only  when  she  withdrew,  or  when  the  fit  was  over. 

^^  Why,  I  thought  he  was  your  friend,  your  bene&otor, 
your  sweetheart,  even,  at  one  time,"  sneered  Howard, 
'^  before  your  ^  British  charlatan '  came  along — as  Doctor 
Patterson  calls  the  quack  Trevor — and  that  you  still 
liked  him  well  enough  for  my  peace  and  your  own." 

^'You  are  mistaken;  I  tolerate  him  for  my  sister's 
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sake  alone ;  bis  very  looks  insalt  me,  and  his  presence 
IS  oppressive  in  my  hoose;  nor  shall  he  again,  with  my 
consent,  be  domiciliated  at  Briarheath.  Whatever  he 
has  done  for  me  in  the  way  of  business,  I  have  paid  him 
for,  in  gold ;  and  since  I  discovered  his  motives^  I  fed 
that  I  owe  him  no  gratitude/' 

^'AIl  beoanse  he  is  so  £>nd  of  my  society,  I  suppose, 
and  took  sueh  interest  in  our  reconciliation,  and  even 
in  my  spiritual  welfare.'^ 

^  ^Our  reconoiliatioii  I  I  never  knew  of  that  before; 
but  I  have  suspected  it  of  late — yes,  and  fathomed  as 
well  the  springs  that  actuated  such  feigned  interest. 
This  much  is  certain :  Briarheath  is  my  only  reftige,  and 
I  will  not  be  pursued  to  the  last  fastness  of  my  life,  by 
those  I  loathe,  and  who  have  no  claims  on  me. 

''  From  this  hour,  Mr.  Howard,  you  must,  I  beg,  hold 
your  prayer-meetings  elsewhere.  I  have  been  sufficiently 
reviled  in  my  own  house  by  your  associates,  to  give  me 
reason  for  my  prohibition;  and  interfere  no  more,  I 
entreat,  with  one  of  the  few  pleasures  of  my  life  in  this 
retirement.  I  mud  be  suffered  to  select  the  music  Mr. 
Steinbach  plays — whether  it  be  of  opera  or  oratorio. 
That  department  is  mine.'' 

^^I  thought  you  had  subdued  your  fiendish  temper, 
Hester,  and  were  growing  more  amiable — had  even  « 
hope  that  the  grace  of  Gkxl  was  working  in  your  stony 
and  benighted  heart ;  but  here  you  ai^  again,  clean  off 
the  handle,  and  showing  your  claws  fit>m  their  velvet 
sheaths,  as  in  the  old  times  in  California.  Well,  well, 
if  I  go  forth  again,  you  will  have  no  one  to  blame  for  it 
but  yourself." 

*^  Forgive  me,  if  I  have  offended  you,  Julius/'  she 
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Bakly  alarmed  by  this  threat  '^  I  have  had  joat  as  much 
Besfion  to  be  angry  a  hnodred  times  b^re,  whea  I  com- 
manded  myself  to  calmness;  bat  it  is  my  way— ^e 
kst  drop  nmkm  the  onp,  already  foil,  nm  ov«r;  the 
ksi  straw  laid  upon  the  oamel's  haek  of  my  paiieDee 
breaks  it." 

'^  Welly  let  m  be  friends  if  we  can  be  no  nore,  Hester ; 
yon  are  a  very  good  sort  of  a  little  woman  in  yoar  way/' 
patting  her  on  the  shoulder,  ^'but  full  of  whims  and 
eapnoes.  Sy-th^by,  have  yoii  heard  from  old  oat  Oaris- 
biook  since  sl^  left  Briarheath  2^ 

*^  Don't  speak  of  her  in  that  way^  Mr.  Howard ;  don't^ 
I  faeaeeoh  jpou.  It  is  sometiiing  I  caBooi  bear  any  more. 
She  is  a  perfect  lady." 

'^  It  is  a  title  not  often  goanted  to  aotresBes^"  he  ob- 
aerved,  pointedly ;  ^^  and  I  thkk  you  have  done  wisely 
in  keeping  your  own  little  aeorrt  at  LynnesboEoagh^  on 
that  he^l ;  not  that  it  ever  let  you  down  in  my  opinicm 
the  least  in  the  world,  Hester;  although  the  Uood  of 
Howard  has  not  often  been  so  allied." 

''  You  will  not  kt  me  be  your  friend,"  she  said,  look* 
ing  at  him  sadly  and  fixedly.  '^  You  cannot  surrender 
the  privilege,  that,  from  some  perverted  idea  of  the  nature 
of  our  bond,  you  think  yon  aoqnired  on  our  macriage  day, 
to  taunt  and  torture  me.  Could  you  deport  youcseli* 
difierently  to  ine^  and  resolve  to  hold  one  uniform  course 
of  courtesy  at  least,  I  could  forget  much  that  has  occurped, 
Julius,  and  even  try  and  love  you  again,  fcur  I  am  deso- 
late ;  and  you,  my  husband,  are  all  llmt  remains  to  me." 

And  so  she  left  him,  ^standing  there  in  a  dull  dream, 
staring  after  her  in  perfect  amazement,  and  lat^  chuck- 
ling inwardly  and  soliloquizing— 
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'^  Tfy  and  love  me  I  Well^  that  beats  all  I  ever  heard 
ID  my  life.  I  dida't  know  women  that  led  good  lives 
ever  did  difilerentiy.  I  thought  that  all  females  loved 
their  lords^  even  though  they  took  on  airs  sometiniesy 
and  soDoe  of  thorn  even  the  better  for  a  little  rough  treatp- 
ineut  occasionally.  Now  there  was  Fanny  Dillon^  my 
first  flame  I  she  used  t0  say  that  she  wouldn't  give  one 
copper  cent  for  a  masculine  that  hadn't  a  spice  of  the 
devil  in  him.  Got  enough  of  that,  though,  I  reckon, 
before  she  got  through  with  George  Johnson/'  laughing 
low.     "  Try  and  love  me,  indeed  I " 

And  the  aggrieved  household  martyr  took  refuge  ia 
his  sanctum,  where  his  pipes^  pictures,  and  periodioab 
(most  of  the  last  of  a  fast  and  flashy  character)  consoled 
his  solitude ;  if  truth  be  told,  truly  glad  to  be  rid  of  his 
prayer-meetings^  now  that  the  charm  of  their  noveky 
was  over. 

I  have  related  this  conversation  at  length,  merely  to 
give  my  reader  an  idea  of  the  sort  of  annoyance  Howard 
knew  how  to  inflict;  and  perhaps  as  well  to  prepare  his 
tender  heart  for  the  shock  of  a  separation  flrom  this 
worthy,  lessened  it  may  be,  by  such  representations, 

Mr.  Mulgrave's  absence  was  a  long  one,  and  Melissa's 
residence  with  her  sister  fixed  for  the  present,  and  a  sore 
trial  to  the  latter,  after  the  edict  against  the  prayer-meet* 
ings,  heretofore  held  weekly  in  the  parlors,  had  gone 
forth — meetings  which  by  d^rees  all  the  religious  rabble 
of  Lynnesborough  had  thought  themselves  privil^ed 
to  attend. 

From  this  time  forth  a  sullen  scowl,  supposed  to  be 
thus  caused,  was  stereotyped  on  her  brow,  and  had  it  not 
have  been  for  the  secret  triumph  it  afforded  her  to  have 
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ont-attorneyed  her  husband  by  so  doings  she  wonld  have 
&iii  recalled  the  letter  she  had  sent  so  impulsively^  and 
yet  at  the  same  time  so  cautiously,  to  Doctor  Trevor, 

^^  If  I  ever  get  in  hot  water  about  that  business  I  shall 
know  where  to  throw  the  blame/'  she  reflected ; "  I  never 
thought  of  it  before.  What  if  the  man  should  undertake 
to  answer  it  and  the  letter  &1I  into  Howard's  or  Mul- 
grave's  hands?  Mattie  must  help  me  out  in  that  case; 
help  me  to  fix  the  matter,  where  it  ought  to  be  fixed,  on 
mster  Hester,"  and  she  smiled  bitterly. 

Mulgrave's  indifiereuce  towards  his  wife  was  mani- 
fested too  plainly  now  to  be  mistaken  even  by  Melissa, 
and  for  this,  too,  she  saw  fit  to  thank  Mrs.  Howard, 
"the  universal  charmer,"  as  she  sneeringly  called  her. 

At  last  he  came,  at  the  close  of  the  winter,  during 
which  he  had  seldom  written,  determined,  after  searching 
the  Union  half  over,  to  abide  in  Lynnesborough,  where 
he  promptly  purchased  a  pleasant,  old-fashioned  resi- 
dence for  sale,  cheap,  and  reluctantly  removed  his  bride 
from  the  enchanted  precincts  of  Briarheath. 

"  He  wants  to  be  near  sister  Hester.  That's  why  he 
lingers  in  Lynnesborough,"  surmised  Melissa,  shrewdly. 
"But  there  are  two  sides  to  that  question.  One  comfort 
is  she  hates  him  in  her  sight  lately.  I  see  it  plainly. 
Can  she  suspect  his  complicity  about  her  letter  ?  Have 
I  put  my  husband  in  her  power  by  what  I  have  foolishly 
done?" 

No,  Melissa !  it  was  the  burning  glance  of  Mulgrave, 
revealing  unhallowed  passion,  that  had  caused  the  entire 
revulsion  in  Mrs.  Howard's  feelings  towards  the  man 
she  had  once  tolerated  and  even  thanked  for  his  good 
offices ;  that  eye  which  told  a  story  his  lips  had  never 
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dared  to  breatiiey  and  which  to  a  pure,  proud  woman 
oonveys  a  deadlier  insult  than  words  themselves  could 
frame^  because  more  covert  and  whoUj  unpunishable. 

She  had  readily  forgiven  his  avowal  of  passion^  when 
he  thought  her  at  liberty  to  be  his  wife^  and  the  honora- 
ble manner  in  which  he  had  then  conducted  himself  had 
raised  him  in  her  esteem,  as  we  have  seen ;  but  the  time 
was  over  for  manifestations  of  that  sort,  and  no  glances 
like  these  had  ever  polluted  her  modesty  before,  not  even 
when  she  trod  the  stage  for  all  men  to  behold.  His 
marriage  vriih  Melissa  seemed  to  have  changed  the  char- 
acter of  his  passion  only,  for  Mrs.  Howard — not  to  "have 
elb/oed  it.  It  burned  with  a  lurid  fire  deep  in  his  nature, 
hopeless  as  it  had  become  on  every  side,  for  the  cherished 
idea  that  Howard  might  again  break  through  the  laws 
of  society,  discard  decency,  and  become  a  second  time  an 
outcast — ^that  Trevor  would  never  renew  his  suit,  £istidi- 
ous  as  he  was,  after  the  publicify  that  had  attended  the 
trials  of  Mrs.  Howard's  married  life,  and  that  under  such 
cironmstances  his  chance  would  inevitably  come  some  time 
or  another — was  now  relinquished  as  infinitely  futile  and 
vain.  Even  if  the  two  first  should  come  to  pass,  was  he 
not  bound  forever  to  a  senseless  stone,  who  would  in  her 
very  organization  survive  them  all,  as  toads  do  elephants, 
as  rocks  do  plants  and  trees? 

The  contemplation  of  his  &te  made  him  gloomy  and 
wicked,  and  his  glances  betrayed  the  morbid  fires  that 
consumed  him  whenever  they  fell  on  the  sweet,  pure  face 
thai  he  almost  devoured  with  his  insatiable  eyes. 

Grieved  and  offended,  Mrs.  Howard  had  withdrawn, 
as  much  as  possible,  from  his  society  while  he  remained 
in  her  house,  and  when  he  returned,  after  a  long  absence, 
met  him  coldly,  and  even  repellingly. 
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Mulgravo  well  understood  the  aeoret  otoM  of  her  be- 
havior, never  explaiuedi  but  Melissa  brooded  over, 
pondered  and  resented  it. 

Coldness  had  now  crept  between  the  ekiegBf  sever  more 
to  be  entirely  dispelled,  and  yet  in  her  heart  Melissa 
knew  that  Hester  was  not  to  blame,  and  that  she  had 
been  compelled  to  intrench  herself,  as  she  had  done,  be*- 
hind  the  barriers  of  reserve,  to  escape  from  the  evidences 
of  Mr.  Mulgrave's  morbid  mood.  None  the  less  did 
she  visit  the  sins  of  the  man  she  loved,  after  feminiiie 
fiisbion,  on  the  head  of  the  woman  she  knew  to  be 
unoffending. 

Sophia  Sutton  was  now  almost  at  open  war  with  tiit 
relative  who  had  loaded  her  and  hers  with  benefits,  and 
who  had  never  injured  her  by  word  or  deed,  and  even 
Elder  Sutton,  for  a  long  time  her  avowed  champion,  was 
cold  and  distant  since  he  had  ascertained  her  determined 
opposition  to  having  her  dean  and  quiet  if  simply  fiir^ 
nished  parlors  converted  into  a  noisy  tabernacle,  and  a 
deposit  for  dirt  and  tobacco  juice,  that  it  took  the  s^aida 
a  day  to  remove  and  e&ce,  after  each  night  meeting* 

The  Misses  Dean  and  Mr.  Steinbach  still  clung  to 
their  friend  determinedly  and  devotedly,  and  from  the 
outer  world  there  came  to  her,  at  seasons,  rare  letteES^ 
golden  opinions,  from  her  literary  co-workers,  or  £rom 
grateful  spirits,  who  found  in  what  she  had  written  some 
echo  of  themselves.  Criticisms,  too,  of  her  own  worka 
of  every  order,  just,  eulogistic,  and  malicious,  met  her 
eye  in  print ;  but  among  all  these,  she  missed  what  above 
all  she  had  asked  from  God,  one  congenial  heart,  never 
ahe  felt  to  be  her  own  on  earth. 

Yet,  as  I  have  said,  a  new  sense  of  gratitude  for  tba 
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benefits  of  lier  dttly  li&  was  beginDing  to  repltoe  the; 
vague  cravings  she  had  so  long  indHlgod.  She  wws^ 
kamiBg  the  aeont  of  coDtentment^  which  is  a  cultiva- 
ble  qaalkjr  (as  Napoleon  said  courage  was)>  and  b^innii^ 
to  dnpeose  wkh  the  chimera^  called  happiness,  of  whiek 
we  onlf  kocm  the  existence  and  possibility,  by  the  brief 
glimpses  we  now  and  then  catch  through  life  of  its 
seraphic  edaotenance. 

Throagh  the  very  narrowness  of  her  lot  and  its  fixed 
natnrci  she  was  constrained  to  make  the  meet  of  all  thali 
remained  her,  and  like  the  jnisoner  and  his  '*  piocioK/' 
to  coDOOitrate  her  interest  on  trifles. 

On  a  desert  island  one  wonld  go  into  ecstasies  over  the 
bread  that  once  was  cast  to  the  beggars,  and  covet  tbet 
very  cmmbe  thereof;  and  to  Hester  the  coming  of  a 
pleasant  book,  or  a  letter  from  Mrs.  Carisbrook^  or  her 
own  creation  of  a  little  poem,  or  the  introdaction  of  n 
new  piece  of  music  by  Mr.  St^nbach,  became  each  and 
all  sources  of  delight,  which  to  the  worldling  might  have 
seemed  nnreasonable. 

It  is  difficnit  to  let  our  idols  go ;  bat  when  at  last  they 
are  wrenched  from  our  clinging  embrace,  and  our  arms 
dose  vaguely  over  emptiness,  we  learn,  after  a  time  of 
stunning  anguish,  to  poise  ourselves  and  stand  alone  as 
we  never  dreamed  befc»re  that  we  could  do^  and  grow 
strong  in  and  through  our  very  desolation. 

It  is  those  who  have  suffered,  and  surmounted  suffer- 
ing, that  enjoy  most  keenly  the  delicate  shades  of  life, 
things  whose  true  value  is  lost  on  the  exuberance  of 
happy  inexperienc& 

The  summer  came  at  last,  and  to  Mr.  Howard's  satis^ 
fiu^on,  the  drawing  of  the  lottery  on  whidi  he  had 
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staked  bis  convictions  as  well  as  his  moDej  wasBot  again 
postponed.     It  ocoarred  late  in  July. 

A  wild  barst  of  exnltatlDn  in  the  hall  below  roosed 
Hester  from  her  slumbers  one  fine  Jaly  monring.  She 
looked  ovar  the  balusters  in  her  ni^t  dress^  and  saw 
Mr.  Howard  reading  a  paper^  while  James  SeUers  stood 
respectfully  before  him. 

*'  Faith,  sir,  an'  are  you  shure  it's  the  big  pruse?  How 
many  millions?  I  fbrgits  my  figgers  sometimes^  sir/' 
and  he  scratched  his  head. 

**  No  millions  at  all,  you  rascal ;  only  thousands,  ten 
of 'em,  at  that  There  it  is :  can  you  read,  or  are  you 
only  pretending?  Nos.  1063 — 10,  that's  the  gridiroii 
and  204— Hester— I  say— Hester  I '' 

''Here  I  am,  Mr.  Howard;  what  is  it?  I  thought 
the  house  was  on  fire,  or  that  Deacon  Simmons  had 
arrived.     I  knew  you  expected  him  daily.'* 

"  Deacon  Simmons  be — ^roasted — no  such  thing  I  The 
dreams  are  out,  that's  all ;  and  Julius  Howard,  Esq.,  is 
ten  thousand  dollars  richer  than  he  was  last  night.  What 
do  you  think  now,  eh?  Is  Mattie  Lynne  a  little  witch, 
or  not?" 

"It  is  very  astonishing,  certainly.  Please  send  me 
the  paper  when  you  have  done  with  it  I  shall  need 
the  verification  of  my  own  senses,  fi>r  I  &ar  you  are 
quizzing  me,  Julius." 

*^  Send  little  speckle-fiice  down  fw  it  at  once  then,  you 
unbelieving  Thomas.  Here,  Myry  Clay,  take  this  sheet 
up-stairs,  and  bring  it  back  as  soon  as  Mrs.  Howard  is 
satisfied  of  the  truth.  Fortune  has  treated  me  so  shab- 
bily heretofore  that  she  can't  believe  the  old  dame  is  not 
JXM<  relenting." 
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^I  congratulate  you,**  said  Hester,  over  the  balaster, 
'^  that  18,  as  fiir  as  we  can  see  into  it,  on  your  good  for- 
tune.    Pray  heaven  you  use  il  well ! " 

**  That's  the  way ;  always  croaking.  Qei  ray  trunk 
ready,  gar^ong ;  James,  I  mean.  I  may  pick  up  Pierre 
La  Tour  yet  in  New  York,  and  get  the  rest  of  my  bag- 
gage. In  the  meantime  put  up  everything  I  possess  in 
the  world,  except  that  snuff-colored  suit  I  promised  you ; 
take  that  to  remember  me  by,  and  tell  the  cook  to 
give  me  a  bite  at  once.  I'm  off  on  the  first  train  for 
Spikesville." 

'^  But  you're  coming  back,  sir,  this  time,"  said  James, 
anxiously,  for  the  pres^it  he  was  receiving  seemed  to 
him  to  bear  something  of  the  nature  of  a  parting  pledge 
of  affection,  and  he  had  no  idea  of  forgoing  his  small 
share  of  the  ^^  ten  thousand,"  wj^ich  seemed  to  him  almost 
a  fabulous  amount  of  dollars,  more  realizable,  as  it  was 
to  his  brain,  than  millions. 

"Coming  back?  Who  said  I  was  not?  Tell  Mrs. 
Howard,"  to  Myra  Clay,  who  approached  him  timidly 
with  the  restored  paper,  for  she  stood  in  deadly  fear  of 
him,  and  trembled  at  his  voice,  *^tell  Mrs.  Howard 
I  am  about  to  take  a  journey,  and  ask  her  to  come 
down  as  soon  as  she  can,  and  give  me  a  last  comfortable 
breakfast." 

"  Yes,  sir ; "  and  the  relieved  diild  departed  cheerfully 
on  her  errand.  Strangely  enough,  Mrs.  Howard  wept 
when  she  saw  him  departing  bag  and  baggage,  and  clung 
to  him  affectionately.  All  the  past  surged  ovear  her; 
California,  the  children,  their  youth,  wherein  she  still 
hoped  to  see  him  reform,  and  knew  not  the  deep  corrupt 
tion  of  his  nature,  and  perhaps  there  mingled  with  these 
some  vague  presentiment 
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<^Do  take  care  of  youraeli^  Julius/' eha  said;  ^joa 
know  1m>w  iaiprudeDt  you  are  sometiu^ues,  and  invest 
your  money  judiciously  fbi^your  own  sake.  It  would  be 
so  pleasaot  to  you  to  have  even  a  stoall,  r^ular  ineoaie, 
all  your  own^  Juluuk  I  should  have  enough,  you  know, 
without  wanting  a  cent  of  it.  I  am  quita  disioterested 
in  thus  urging  you  to  caution  and  £>rethought." 

^'  Ok,  I  know  it ;  I  know  it  You  never  had  a  selfish 
bone  ia  your  body^  I  will  say  that  for  you ;  but  there  is 
Jeemes  with  the  rookaway,  and  MoCullom  with  his  cart* 
Lend  a  baud  there,  Kitty  Cline,  to  that  trunk,  help  ta 
heave  her  up ;  here's  my  bag,  gar9ong,  and  now  good- 
by,  Hester ;  if  you  get  lootesome^  send  for  the  SuUousn 
or  for  the  Deans*" 

Thus  parted  two  united  at  the  altar  who  never  met 
again  in  life,  nor  will  ^e  believe  in  death;  for  the 
artificial  tie  that  bound  tliem  on  earth  (like  a  greyb0iin4 
and  a  cur  unmeetly  leashed  together)  has  no  reoognitioa 
beyond  the  portals  of  the  grave. 

It  can  never  be  known  precisely  what  Mr.  Howard's 
intentions  were  on  setting  out,  though  James  Sellers,  to 
his  dying  day,  will  believe  that  he  meant  to  do  just  whi^ 
be  did. 

He  wrote  to  Hester  from  New  York,  that  having 
received  his  money,  all  in  solvent  notes,  with  a  heavy  per- 
centage off,  about  which  he  raged  on  paper,  he  believed 
he  would  take  a  little  trip  to  Canada  before  returning  to 
his  hum^lrttm  life,  partly  to  get  rid  of  certain  creditors 
who  were  already  "  hounding  "  him,  as  he  expressed  it. 

^'  I  shall  get  a  box  dT  British  silks  and  laces,  lawn^ 
and  other  gewgaws  smuggled  over  the  border  by  a  firiend 
of  mine  who  has  promised  to  help  me  to  elude  ouir 
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monstrous  revenue  laws  (a  principle  with  me,  I  confess), 
^od  send  then  to  you  in  a  few  days,  partly  for  Melissa 
aad  Mattie,  Have  my  rooma  in  order  early  in  August; 
give  James  the  anaff-^oloped  «uit  if  be  has  not  already 
iaken  it,  fer  it  is  not  in  my  trunk,  and  make  my  adieuz 
to  ttkj  frieods^^tbe  deacon,  dder^  and  doctor*-aud  assure 
tkem  of  my  continuanee  in  the  wiq^  of  grace/' 

This  was  one  of  the  paragraphs  of  a  somewhat  in- 
(Kiherent  l^ter,  ending  with  the  wojrds,  which  might  or 
oiigbt  not  have  been  ironical : 

^^  With  much  itfection  for  my  poor,  long^ifering  wifi^ 
(d  whom  I  was  never  worthy, 

^^  I  remain  her  devoted  husband, 

^'  Juuua  Howard/* 

^'  Send  no  papers  to  BriarbeatU  to-day,"  said  Mr.  Mul*« 
grave  to  the  postmaster,  a  few  days  after  the  receipt  of 
th,«  letter,,  as  he  was  sorting  out  the  morning's  maiL 
^  Kor  to-morrow  either,  if  this  news  be  repeated,"  and  he 
pointed  out  a  paragraph  containing  startling  intelligence. 

A  train  on  the  northern  road  had,  during  the  night, 
aollided  with  another  and  been  destroyed  by  fire, 
with  every  soul  in  the  sleeping-cars,  men,  women  and 
children. 

A  mass  of  charred  and  blackened  flesh  and  bones  was 
all  that  remained  of  youth,  age,  manhood,  beauty,  in- 
fimcy,  guilt  and  innocence.  Among  these  sufferers  was 
Julius  Howard. 

Very  tenderly  was  this  news  broken  to  Hester  by  the 
man  who  truly  loved  her  in  his  way,  and  his  wife, 
Melissa,  acting  under  his  direction  and  advice.  She 
never  knew  the  worst — ^never  knew  that  the  coffin  that 
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tras  laid   in  the  Lynne  vault  by  those  of  iimr  little 
children,  cx)ntained  onlj  a  oharred  fh^ment  of  obliterated , 
humanity  suid  to  be  her  hosband^s  remains^  recognised 
alone  by  the  pecaliarity  of  watch  and  seal. 

Better  than  any  one  else  had  she  understood  the  in- 
tentions of  her  hnsband  from  the  time  she  received  his 
letter,  and  her  sufiering  was  only  changed  from  anxiety 
to  certainty,  by  the  knowledge  of  his  swlden  and  dread- 
ful demise.  To  be  killed  on  the  cars  in  the  heyday  of 
reckless  expectation  seemed  to  her  very  fearful ;  but  she 
knew  no  more  than  this.  The  coffin  bad  been  hermeti- 
cally closed,  her  friends  told  her,  and  must  remain  so. 
The  exigencies  of  the  season  demanded  this,  and  she 
could  not  be  permitted  to  see  her  husband's  face  again. 

It  was  a  pious  fraud,  but  well  thought  of,  perhaps ;  for 
the  horror  of  her  own  imagination  must  have  pursued  her 
else  to  frenzy,  so  Mu  Igrave  feared — he  who  had  planned  the 
deception  successfully,  and  managed  to  carry  it  through. 

It  was  never  known  what  disposition  Mr.  Howard 
had  made  of  his  money;  but  it  was  supposed  he 
carried  it  about  him  in  a  belt  or  wallet,  which  was 
destroyed  or  stolen.  Strangely  enough,  the  day  on  which 
he  was  killed  was  the  24th  of  July,  thus  confirming  the 
significance  of  the  other  figures,  which,  even  to  the  broil- 
ing fish,  seemed  mysteriously  to  portend  his  fate. 

And  now  life  truly  dragged  to  Hester  Howard.  She 
would  not  permit  herself  to  have  a  thought  beyond  that 
wretched  ending  of  an  unworthy  existence  which  still 
had  been  so  closely  linked  with  hers,  tliat  loyalty  itself 
in  the  end  of  all  was  almost  as  powerful  in  her  heart 
as  affection. 

She  would  not,  must  not;  think  of  Doctor  Trevor  at 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


HE8TEB     HOWABl>^S     TEMPTATION.     643 

soch  a  time,  in  any  other  relation  than  that  he  now 
occupied ;  and  she  made  Mattie^  who  alladed  carelessly 
to  certain  poasibilities,  promise  her  solemnly,  that  neither 
from  herself  nor  from  Doctor  Bellair,  should  any  intima- 
tion of  her  widowhood  reach  his  ear. 

"  I  think  yon  are  per£ectly  right,  sister  Hester ;  per- 
fectly right,  after  the  manner  in  which  he  has  behaved 
to  you,  to  cut  him  off.  I  know  that  Doctor  Bellair  will 
be  guided  entirely  by  your  wish.  He  has  the  highest 
pegard  for  female  delicaqr." 

^^  Of  coarse  he  hafl»  deair  Mattiej  and  I  earnestly  hope 
your  husband  will  be  reticent  about  my  affairs ;  but  what 
has  Doctor  Trevor  done  ?'' 

*^Oh,  neglected  you  shamefully.  I  know  he  gpt  your 
long  letter.    Did  be  ever  answer  it?'' 

''  He  never  received  it,  Mattie,"  with  her  ^es  dilated 
now,  her  nostrils  quivering,  her  hands  closely  clasped. 
'^  What,  what  makes  you  think  he  did?" 

"  Well,  if  you  must  know,  I  saw  a  letter  lately,  in 
which  he  referred  to  some  things  it  contained,  to  Doctor 
Bellair,  marked  'confidential.'  I  had  occasion  to  go 
in  his  secretary  (he  is  careless  about  his  keys),  and  the 
mysterious  word  ^private'  catching  my  eye  excited  my 
curiosity,  so  I  read  it." 

"  That  was  very  dishonorable,  Mattie." 

''Well,  that  is  not  the  point  just  now.  You  can 
preach  another  time.  The  gist  of  the  matter  is,  that  I 
understood  him  to  assert  some  circumstanees  attending 
your  life  in  California  (respecting  things  Doctor  Bellair 
had  heard),  as  related  by  yourself  in  a  long,  confidential 
letter,  in  which  you  had  given  him  many  details,  both 
as  friend  and  physician.    He  referred  to  his  expectation 
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of  reoeiving  such  a  lettar  from  yoa  when  we  w&re  cm  our 
joarney ;  so  I  know  it  was  die  same/^ 

*^  Mattie^  70a  bewilder  me.  I  feel  that  the  verjr  pil- 
fan  of  ereation  ape  shakeB^  if  he  k  iUge.'' 

^^How  fitlse,  sister  Hester?  only  thoagfadefls  and  in* 
confiostent^  that  is  all ;  I  always  knew  him  frivoloos." 

'^  You  most  not  say  sach  things  of  a  man  like  him. 
fie  is  purity,  dignity,  truth  itself;  e^r  if  he  is  not,  these 
qoalities  themselves  are  ftisehoods.'' 

^^  I  might  leave  you  to  the  enjoyment  of  yonr  ddn^ 
dons,  sister  Hester,  if  it  weM  not  best  ibr  70a  to  know 
the  truth.  He  has  gane  back  to  England  to  bo  manrisd. 
There,  it  is  out'' 

^  ^' IM  be  write  thfa  also  to  DootoP  Bellair,  dear  Mattie  ? 
He  will  send  us  his  oaids,  probably,^'  with  a  sad,  strange 
smile,  after  a  weary  pause. 

^  Yes,  we  expect  them  by  the  next  packet  He  will 
do  very  well,  people  say,  as  to  rank  and  beauty  and  all 
tfmt;  only,  orily,  the  lady  is  a  little  4«azy.'' 

^  Pure  benevolence,  no  doubt,''  said  Mrs*  Howard, 
calmly ;  '^  he  finds  that  he  can  make  her  life  tolerable 
by  his  peculiar  gift,  perhaps,  and  90  sacrifices  his  inelina^ 
tion.    There  never  liv»d  a  nobler  man  than  h&'' 

'*  You  are  incorrigible,  sister  Hester.  Well,  may  be 
so;  but  I  am  yet  to  see  the  man  capable  of  marrying  for 
pure  benevolence.  Just  as  I  believe,  with  Bosalind,  *  that 
men  have  died  and  worms  have  eaten  them,  but  not  for 
love/  By-the-by,  did  you  ever  act  Bosalind  when  you 
were  Mre.  Myrtis  Lynne?** 

"  Never,  Mattie,"  and  she  looked  surprised.  "  I  could 
never  bear  to  assume  male  attire." 

''That  phase  of  your  Hfe  was  the  pouit  at  issu^  I  be- 
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Heve,  between  Trevor  and  Bellair ;  and  thus  yonr  letter 
was  referred  to  for  authority.  It  was  so  queer  he  never 
answered  it" 

Mattie  had  left  behind  her  bitter  food  for  reflection^ 
when  she  went  gayly  back  to  Ilium  with  her  enamoured 
husband,  who  gave  the  demanded  promise  not  to  signify, 
unless  questioned  about  it,  Mrs.  Howard's  widowed  con- 
dition to  Doctor  Trevor,  as  it  was  a  point  with  that  lady 
about  which  she  was  tenacious,  ^'and  you  know  what  was 
once  said,"  added  Mattie.  ^^  You  can't  think  how  it  annoys 
sister  Hester,  even  to  hear  that  matter  alluded  to  now." 

"Why  I  thought  she  liked  him,  and  even  contem- 
plated a  divorce;  didn't  you  tell  me  so?" 

"  I  don't  remember.  I  only  know  she  can't  bear  to 
hear  his  name  mentioned  now.  Something  about  a  letter 
has  provoked  her." 

"  Indeed  ?    Perhaps  I  could  set  that  straight." 

'*  Well,  you  had  better  not  try ;  that  is,  if  you  wish  to 
retain  her  good  will,  I  assure  you,  for  there  are  subjects 
she  is  unreasonable  about,  and  this  is  one.  Sister  Hester 
will  never  marry.  She  will  become  a  lay  sister,  I  think^ 
in  the  Protestant  (not  Catholic)  church.  I  see  religion 
^  seething  in  her  brain.'     I  know  her  so  perfectly." 

"  I  have  just  had  a  letter,  by-the-by,  forwarded  to  me 
from  Trevor "  (they  were  on  their  way  home  when  this 
conversation  took  place).  You  can  read  it,  Mattie,  and  see 
what  he  says.  I  wish  I  had  thought  of  giving  it  to  you 
to  show  your  sister ;  it  might  have  allayed  her  prejudice." 

And  Mattie  read :  • 

"  My  dear  Bellair  : 

"  On  the  point  of  leaving  England,  whither  I  came  to 
34 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


646     HE8TEB    HOWABD'S    TEliPTATIOK. 

see  my  &ther  die,  and  to  receive  fi*om  his  hands  a  charge 
more  painful  than  any  I  have  ever  had  thrust  on  me  or 
undertaken — that  of  a  young  girl  and  her  property  (for 
he,  with  my  consent,  bequeathed  to  her  all  he  possessed), 
a  child  whose  almost  angelic  beauty  recalls  to  mind  for- 
cibly the  face  of  her  &ther,  my  deadliest  enemy. 

'*  I  have  placed  her  in  safe  and  conscientious  hands, 
invested  her  property  in  bonds  bearing  good  interest,  and 
I  shall  now  leave  her,  I  trust,  forever,  as  well  as  the 
shores  of  England,  made  repulsive  to  me  by  the  bitterest 
associations  possible  to  man. 

^'  I  am  again  a  wanderer,  as  I  have  givea  up  my  resi- 
dence at  Symar,  and  shall  plunge  deeper  still- into  '  the 
shining  Orient'  before  we  meet  again,  if  indeed  that 
time  ever  comes  at  all. 

"  Write  to  me  at  Damascus,  to  the  care  of  our  consul 
there,  Robert  Sibley,  Esq.,  an  old  friend  of  mine,  by-the- 
way,  in  California,  where  he  occupied  the  same  position 
at  one  time  he  does  now  here,  and  if  your  lett^  strikes 
me,  I  shall  respond.  But  I  may  be  'off  and  away' 
before  it  gets  there ;  in  which  case,  it  will  pursue  m^ 
probably,  around  the  globe,  and  after  all  I  may  not 
receive  it  ever. 

'*  When  I  find  rest  again  for  the  soles  of  my  feet,  I 
shall  remind  you  of  my  existence;  in  the  meantime  do 
not  quite  forget  your  friend, 

^'MOKDAUNT  TrEVOB.'' 

"  P.  S. — ^Tell  me  of  your  wife  and  of  her  family,  when 
you  write ;  of  Mrs.  Howaod,  especially.'' 

''Talk  of  a  woman's  postscript,"  murmured  Mattie. 
"  He  has  condensed  his  whole  heart  in  those  last  three 
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words/^  and  returning  the  letter  without  comment^  she 
affected  to  go  to  sleep  on  her  husband's  shoulder. 

"I  wonder  who  the  ward  is,  or  whaty  to  whom  he 
makes  such  mysterious  and  pleasant  reference!  Sister 
Hester  knows,  I  dare  say.  I  have  a  great  mind  to  let 
him  send  her  the  letter,  if  only  to  get  an  explanation  in 
return. 

"  But  no ;  I  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind.  It  is  much 
better  for  her  to  believe,  what  I  was  fully  confident  of 
myself  until  the  last  few  moments,  that  he  went  to  Eng- 
land to  be  married.  I  suppose  when  he  has  completed 
the  tour  of  the  globe, '  taken  a  savage  mate,'  and  ^herded 
with  niurrow  foreheads'  to  his  heart's  content,  he  will 
come  rambling  back  this  way  again,  houseless  and  money- 
less, to  marry  sister  Hester.  I  can  imagine  him  with  his 
hair  long  and  gray,  and  his  skin,  like  parchment,  drawn 
above  his  bones.  The  pilgrim  quack  advancing  with  a 
^  withered  palm-branch  in  his  hand.' " 


CHAPTER   III. 


hulgbavb's  malady  culminates— claibvoyance— the 
wakdebeb's  betubn— the  widow's  welcome. 

SIX  weary  months  had  come  and  gone  since  the  oc- 
currence of  the  frightfiil  catastrophe  which  had 
destroyed  Mr.  Howard  and  his  treasure  together,  and 
left  Hester  to  utter  solitude,  for  after  the  first  violence  of 
her  grief  was  over,  the  friends  she  had  offended  before  so 
unwittingly  subsided  again  into  injured  silence. 
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They  bad  gathered  about  her  for  a  time  on  ODiversal 
principles  of  interest  in  the  recently  bereaved ;  but  with 
her  first  excitement  &ded  theirs^  and  she  was  again 
forsaken  by  her  kindred. 

One  winter's  afternoon^  as  she  sat  by  her  libraiy  fire, 
trying  to  fix  her  attention  on  a  book  just  sent  to  her  by 
its  author,  yet  starting  ever  and  anon  nervously  at  the 
wild  blasts  that  raged  in  paroxysms  against  the  windows, 
she  was  suddenly  aware  of  Mr.  Mulgrave's  unexpected 
presence. 

"  He  must  have  come  in  by  the  side  door/'  she  thought^ 
'^  for  I  should  have  heard  the  bell  had  he  entered  through 
the  vestibule,  and  how  quietly  he  stole  into  the  room  I 
I  never  knew  myself  so  absent  before.  What  can  he 
want  ?  "  and  an  unexplained  shudder  went  through  her 
frame,  as  he  advanced  creepingly  towards  her. 

^' Sit  down,  Mr.  Mulgrave,"  she  said ;  ^^you  have  fiiced 
a  bitter  wind  this  afternoon.  I  could  scarcely  stand 
against  it  on  the  portico  a  moment  since.  Something 
impelled  me  to  go  out  and  meet  it^  though,  in  all  its 
violence." 

"Yes,  the  wind  is  cold,''  he  said,  mournfully,  " but 
not  so  cold,  Hester,  as  a  heart  estranged.  It  is  time  all 
this  misunderstanding  should  have  an  end,''  and  he  cast 
his  cloak  aside  and  stood  before  her  pale  and  wild.  "  I 
have  come  to  make  you  a  fair  proposition,  and  a  final  one, 
my  dear,  for  I  know  you  love  me  as  much  as  I  love  you. 
I  have  been  persuaded  of  it  fi)r  some  time,  and  as  the  only 
obstacle  is  removed  that  divided  us,"  seating  himself 
gently  as  he  spoke, "  why  may  we  not  be  happy  in  our  own 
way  and  go  to  Europe  together?  I  know  a  place  on  the 
Rhine/'  he  whispered,  drawing  his  chair  dose  to  hers, 
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'*  where  we  could  live  concealed  so  happily  all  our  days^ 
a  lovely  home  covered  with  vines  and  flowers.  I  have 
written  to  my  agent  there  to  purchase  it  for  our  bridal 
bower,  dear  Hester/' 

And  he  placed  his  hand  on  the  back  of  her  chair  and 
glared  into  her  face  with  his  lurid,  fiery  eyes, 

^'  Of  course  we  will  give  Melissa  the  slip  and  all  the 
folks  at  Sliding  Stone,''  and  he  suddenly  clasped  her 
wrist  with  a  vice-like  grasp  that  held  her  in  her  chair 
like  the  dutch  of  fete,  speaking  hoarsely. 

"  Say,  when  can  you  be  ready  ?  I  came  to  see  whether 
you  could  go  at  once.  We  have  no  time  to  lose,  situated 
as  we  are.  Trevor  is  after  me,  you  know,  about  that 
letter  of  yours,  and  I  don't  care  to  have  the  matter  ex- 
posed or  sift;ed,  principally  on  his  account,  of  course,  not 
mine.  We  can't  depend  any  longer  on  Melissa's  secrecy, 
dear  love,  for  I  suppose  she  considers  herself  my  wife 
and  will  feel  aggrieved.  Isn't  it  an  absurd  situation  fi)r 
a  man  like  me  to  be  placed  in?"  laughing  low. 

^'Absurd,  indeed,"  said  Hester,  as  manfully  as  she, 
could,  for  she  understood  matters  now,  and  knew  that 
the  madman  who  had  her  in  his  power  must  be  humored. 
She  sat  perfectly  still,  almost  spell-bound  as  well  as 
coerced  to  quiet,  but  with  her  disengaged  hand  managed 
gradually  to  reach  the  bell-spring  by  the  mantle-jamb, 
while  she  suddenly  diverted  his  attention. 

"  Look  how  it  snows ! "  she  said,  "  and,  Mr.  Mul- 
grave !  what  is  that  strange  bird  at  the  window?  look ! " 
Without  relinquishing  his  hold  he  turned  his  head 
mechanically  to  see ;  and  she,  while  he  did  so,  pressed 
several  times  in  succession  the  bell  which  rang  in  a  dis- 
tant pantry. 
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It  seemed  to  her  hours  before  the  slow,  sure  foot  of 
James  Sellers  was  heard  approaching,  unheeded  by  Mul- 
grave,  however,  who  again  preferred  his  strange  and 
dreadful  suit 

"You  had  better  take  all  your  valuables,  dear;  the 
rest  we  will  leave  to  the  Philistines ;  and  I  will  surround 
you  with  every  luxury.  Hester,  my  Hester,  none  ever 
loved,  adored  you  as  I  have  done.  I  have  sometimes 
feared  my  brain  would  burst  thinking  of  you  and  your 
beauty ;  and  lying  at  night  by  that  loathly,  white,  fishy 
woman,  who  compelled  me  to  marry  her,''  whispering 
again  frightfully,  **  for  fear  of  exposure,  you  know, 
my  love,  about  that  letter,  and  then  you  would  have 
despised  me ;  but  now — ^but  now — ^'  and  he  strove  to 
clasp  her  in  his  arms.  In  the  brief  but  to  her  surpass- 
ingly dreadful  struggle  that  ensued,  James  Sellers 
entered,  followed  by  Myra  Clay,  who  had  come  oppor- 
tunely with  a  paper-cutter  for  which  she  had  been  some 
time  searching  up-stairs. 

"  Hold  him,  James  Sellers.  Oh,  God !  he  is  mad,  he 
is  mad  1  Myra,  fly  for  Doctor  Patterson :  tell  him  to  come 
instantly.  Send  Mr.  McCollum  here  as  you  pass,  and 
call  Kitty  Cline.  Don't  leave  him  one  minute,  James, 
until  they  all  come,"  and  flying  to  her  own  chamber  she 
locked  the  door,  and  cast  herself  half  fainting  on  her 
bed. 

"Weeks  of  brain-fever  ensued  for  the  offender,  and  then 
Mulgrave  slowly  recovered,  clear  of  head  and  deflj  of 
hand  as  ever,  and  entirely  cured  of  that  wild  passion  that 
had  nearly  wrecked  his  being.  For  a  long  time  Mrs. 
Howard  shunned  him  as  one  would  do  a  dog  that  had 
shown  symptoms  of  hydrophobia ;  but  his  mental  atmoe- 
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phere  was  really  cleared  by  that  culmiDation  of  misplaoed 
and  diseased  affection^  and  she  consented  at  last  to  see^ 
for  the  first  time^  Melissa  and  her  husband  together, 
-when  their  boy  was  bom. 

She  gathered  enough,  however,  from  that  distressing 
interview  to  lead  her  to  surmise  the  truth  or  something 
approaching  to  it,  about  her  illnstarred  letter ;  but  Doc- 
tor Trevor  never  knew,  nor  did  Mrs.  Howard  herself, 
by  what  mysterious  agency  the  long-delayed  package  was 
at  last  sent  to  its  rightful  own«p. 

The  climate  of  New  Orleans  had  proved  pernicious  to 
Sydney  Lynne,  and  it  was  a  fortunate  thing  for  his  half- 
sister  that  he  threw  up  his  employment  there  about  that 
time  and  came  back  to  Lynnesborough  to  seek  some 
other  channel  of  employment.  He  was  a  fine  and  manly 
youth,  more  like  Hester  than  any  of  her  fether's  chil- 
dren, and  she  took  him  speedily  to  her  confidence  and 
affection. 

He  found  the  occupation  he  desired  to  obtain  in 
Lynnesborough  and  lived  at  Briarheath  by  invitation  of 
its  mistress,  at  once  diminishing  his  expenses  and  afford- 
ing her  the  protection  she  now  felt  necessary  to  her  peace 
of  mind  and  safety  even. 

His  evenings  were  passed  with  his  sister  in  her  library, 
where  she  did  all  in  her  power  to  develop  his  tastes  and 
direct  his  intellect,  and  finding  him  gifted  and  ambitious, 
she  urged  him  to  abandon  the  meagre  business  from 
which  he  scarcely  realized  a  livelihood,  and  study  law, 
while  he  could  do  so  under  her  roof  and  in  Mulgrave's 
office. 

She  found  her  brother  a  rough  diamond,  and  shaped 
him  into  a  many-sided  brilliant  by  her  encouragement 
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and  exertions  for  his  improveroent^  and  she  has  the  satis- 
&ction  now  of  knowing  that  her  woman's  hand  and 
heart  formed  one  of  the  forensic  ornaments  of  his  native 
State. 

Doctor  Bellair  was  not  the  only  correspondent  Trevor 
possessed  in  Ilium.  Through  this  gentleman  a  few 
grateful  patients  occasionally  communicated  with  one 
thej  deemed  their  bene&ctor;  and  among  these  was 
Miss  McClane. 

She  had  written  to  hiq^f  Mrs.  Howard's  striking  ap- 
pearance at  Mattie's  wedding  (for  it  was  understood  that 
this  was  the  subject  he  preferred  to  any  other ;  and  his 
love  for  Hester  had  been  confided  to  his  friend  when  he 
had  hoped  to  make  her  his  wife),  and  now  she  wrote 
again  to  tell  him  that  the  woman  he  had  despaired  of 
possessing  was  free  at  last. 

The  letter  followed  him  to  Tartary,  and  was  a  year  in 
making  its  transit.  So  that  the  lines  reached  him  in 
August  that  had  been  written  the  summer  before.  He 
lost  no  time  in  commencing  his  homeward  journey,  and 
arrived  at  Paris  in  the  autumn  to  meet  letters  there  from 
Bellair  and  Mattie,  neither  of  whom  made  any  allusion 
to  their  sister's  widowed  condition. 

"  She  may  be  married  again  by  this  time,"  he  reflected. 
"  She  has  gone,  no  doubt,  forth  from  her  retirement — 
needful  only  while  her  husband  lived — ^and  must  be  the 
cynosure  of  all  eyes  wherever  she  appears.  None  the  less 
shall  I  undertake  the  voyage  that  is  to  confirm  my  hap- 
piness or  make  me  a  wanderer  on  the  face  of  the  earth 
again ;  for  already  I  fear  I  have  lost  her." 

He  had  engaged  places  in  the  diligence  for  himself 
and  Caspar  and  little  John,  when  he  was  stricken  down 
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90  saddenlj  bj  infiammatoiy  fever,  contracted  during 
his  late  journey,  that  he  lay  helplessly  in  Paris  until 
spring,  faithfully  cared  for  by  Mile*  Therese  Coquelioot, 
who  was  fortunately  residing  in  that  city  with  her  rela- 
tives on  the  bounty  of  Doctor  Trevor,  and  fed  and  min- 
istered to  like  a  little  child,  by  his  attendants,  on  account 
of  his  disabled  hands. 

He  could  not  hold  a  pen  nor  shape  a  word  to  Hester 
himself,  and  his  rare  reserve  made  him  unwilling  to 
commit  this  sacred  task  to  any  other.  Day  by  day  he 
hoped  to  improve  sufficiently  to  be  enabled  to  guide  his 
own  spoon  or  fork  to  his  mouth,  or  lift  his  handkerchief 
to  vripe  his  clammy  brow;  but  all  in  vain.  He  could 
stand,  and  even  walk,  while  still  his  hands  were  in- 
curably stiff  and  lame  and  intolerably  painful. 

In  April  he  received  another  letter  from  Miss  McClane 
wliich  roused  him  to  agony,  and  determined  him,  in  spite 
of  his  crippled  condition,  to  rally  to  the  struggle  which 
now  lay  before  him ;  for  it  was  rumored  in  Ilium  by 
this  time,  that  its  congressional  representative,  a  man  of 
splendid  talents  and  appearance,  not  over  five-and-forty 
years  of  age,  immensely  rich,  and  respected  by  high  and 
low  for  his  moral  worth,  had  made  an  ofifer  of  his  hand 
to  Mrs.  Howard. 

**She  was  entertaining  the  proposition  very  seriously,'^ 
Mattie  had  told  her,  for  Mrs.  Howard  was  then  on  a 
visit  to  the  Bellairs,  "  and  but  for  her  insanity  about 
Doctor  Trevor,  I  believe  she  would  not  hesitate  to  close 
the  matter  at  once."  These  were  the  words  of  her 
sister,  said  truthful  Miss  McClane  in  the  beginning  of 
her  letter. 

There  was  a  postscript  written  a  few  days  later,  in 
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which  occurred  simply  these  words,  '^  I  fear  you  are  too 
late;"  and  these,  more  than  aught  else  in  the  epistle, 
brought  Doctor  Trevor  to  his  sudden  i^esolution. 

"We  set  off  to-morrow,  Caspar,''  said  his  master  to 
this  tried  companion  of  his  wanderings, "even  if  70U 
have  to  lead  me  like  a  child.  I  have  business  in  the 
tTnited  States  that  can  no  longer  be  delayed ;  and  you 
and  little  John  must  get  me  through  as  best  you  may, 
fer  I  shall  establish  Mile.  Coquelicot  where  she  is." 

"Shall  I  pack  the  trunks  this  evening,  sir?" 

"  Yes,  at  once.  Take  out  twenty  gold  pieces  for  my 
doctor's  fee  (r^ular  physicians  do  not  attend  quacks  for 
nothing,  as  they  do  one  another),  twenty  more  for  Mile. 
Coquelicot  to  b^n  house-keying  with,  and  enough 
wherewith  to  settle  our  hotel  bills.  Then  we  shall  be 
at  liberty  to  go." 

And  this  was  all  that  heralded  the  sudden  dq)arture 
of  the  invalid,  who  found  himself  on  board  of  an  Amer- 
ican vessel  bound  for  New  York  two  days  later. 

Whether  the  mild  sea  air  wrought  a  &vorable  effect 
on  his  neuralgic  hands,  or  whether  the  disease  had  cul- 
minated and  yielded  in  the  course  of  nature,  before  vigor 
of  constitution  and  energy  of  mind,  cannot  well  be  de- 
termined ;  but  certain  it  is,  that  after  the  first  five  days 
out.  Doctor  Trevor  was  able  once  more  to  sit  at  the  table 
and  help  himself  like  a  Christian. 

'^  I  am  so  glad  your  poor  hands  are  better,"  said  a 
mild  voice  near  him  one  day,  as  he  hung  over  the  bul- 
warks watching  with  strange  fascination  the  amethystine 
whirls  and  white  foams  of  the  waves  succeeding  one 
another  endlessly,  as  do  the  generations  of  mankind 
on  earth. 
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He  turned  to  see  the  mild  blue  ejes  of  a  delicate-look- 
ing young  creature  who,  clinging  to  her  Other's  arm 
— a  stalwart  man  of  fifty — had  stopped  to  say  a  few 
courteous  words  to  one  who  had  singularly  attracted  and 
interested  her,  in  her  peculiar  spontaneous  manner. 

"Thank  you,"  he  said,  "your  congratulations  are 
very  pleasant  to  me,  for  I  see  they  are  heartfelt." 

"Oh I  yes;  I  have  been  such  a  sufferer  myself,  as 
papa  knows.  He  has  taken  me  everywhere  for  relief, 
and  I  have  never  found  it  yet." 

"  Your  trouble  is  a  nervous  one,  my  gentle  girl,  I  see 
by  the  very  expression  of  your  fece  and  eyes.  You  must 
be  patient,  hopeful  and  serene ;  and  all  will  yet  go  well." 

"She  is  a  somnambulist,"  said  her  fitther,  hastily, 
"  and  has  been  a  little  overtaxed  lately  in  her  vocation. 
I  am  taking  her  to  America  for  change  of  scene.  Her 
peculiar  gift,  that  of  clairvoyance,  excited  the  attention 
of  the  first  savants  in  Europe  " 

"Oh,  it  isn't  a  gift  of  mine  at  all,  papa,  you  know; 
but  your  own  power  that  commands  me,  for  you  must 
remember  how  you  influenced  Emma,  who  had  never 
dreamed  of  such  a  thing  as  being  a  medium,  and  now 
she  is  as  nervous  as  I  am." 

"I  have  heard  that  the  exercise  of  this  receptive 
faculty  was  very  pernicious  to  health,"  said  Doctor  Tre- 
vor, "  have  never  indeed  but  once — "  and  he  hesitated. 

"Tried  to  elicit  it?"  continued  the  dark-browed 
fiither ;  "  that  is  what  yon  would  say.  Did  you  fail  then, 
sir,  or  succeed,  let  me  ask  ?  " 

"  I  succeeded ;  but  regretted  the  attempt." 

"Yet  we  are  told  by  Scripture,"  pursued  the  man, 
"  not  to  hide  our  light  under  a  bushel.    What  is  the  use 
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of  possessing  such  a  capacity  if  it  is  DOt  to  be  demon- 
strated for  the  benefit  of  others  ?  Treasures  have  been 
£>und,  secrets  dragged  to  light  involving  the  rights  of 
many ;  heritages  determined^  poems  suggested,  problems 
and  enigmas  solved,  all  through  the  agency  of  this  little 
trembling  girl,  who  is  afraid  of  her  own  shadow/' 

''And  health  sacrificed  as  well,  I  fear,  in  the  mighty 
drainage  of  nervous  fluid  and  of  vital  strength  requisite 
to  these  ends.  I  am  a  physician  myself,  and  I  counsel 
you  to  forbear." 

"And  I,  sir,  am  a  magnetic  agent,  or  nothing — ruined 
in  fortune,  and  with  no  other  chance  of  speedily  realiz- 
ing wealth,  save  by  such  means  as  I  possess  within  my- 
self. It  was  by  the  merest  chance  I  discovered  the 
&culty  in  myself,  and  the  temperament  of  my  daughter 
fiivored  its  development.  She  will,  of  course^  be  the 
principal  beneficiary .'* 

''  I  think  if  I  could  rest  a  little  while,  I  should  be 
much  brighter,  papa,  and  more  profound  than  you  have 
found  me  lately.  Sometimes  he  cannot  get  me  to  go  to 
sleep  at  all,"  she  said,  smiling  up  in  Doctor  Trevor's 
face,  fiiintly ;  ''and  then  the  experiment  fails,  you  know." 

"  In  a  few  days  more  you  shall  have  a  sample  of  this 
fiimily  faculty  of  ours,"  observed  the  stolid-looking  man, 
who  owned  this  drooping  lily.  "Before  we  leave  the 
ship,  I  intend  that  Lucy  shall  exhibit  her  wonderful 
power  as  a  clairvoyante  for  the  satisfaction  of  all  on 
board,  hoping  in  this  way  to  put  forth  a  sort  of  adver- 
tisement in  advance  of  our  's^nces.'  I  assure  you,  sir, 
there  is  not  the  least  charlatanry  about  anything  we  do, 
and  as  (from  the  su^^stion  you  dropped  a  while  ago)  I 
believe  you  to  be  also,  to  some  degree,  magnetic,  you 
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can  better,  than  most  others,  understand  and  believe  my 
assertion/' 

"  I  can ;  yet  I  should  be  sorry  to  see  your  daughter 
further  experimented  on  in  her  firagile  condition.  Let 
her  rest,  I  beg,  for  the  present" 

"  She  has  her  bread  to  make,''  said  the  man,  dryly. 
*'  I  cannot  give  it  to  her  in  any  other  way  just  now,  nor 
is  she  strong  enough  to  go  to  service,  nor  wise  enough  to 
teach  nor  act;  for  owing  to  her  peculiar  condition  of 
health,  she  had  little  schooling.  This  is  all  that  she 
can  do." 

^^Come,  father ;  we  are  tiring  this  gentleman  who  is  so 
kind  as  to  pity  poor  little  me,"  and  she  clasped  her 
hands  about  her  Other's  arm,  and  hanging  childishly 
upon  him,  drew  him  away. 

"I  do  not  think  he  means  to  be  unkind  to  her," 
mused  Doctor  Trevor;  "nevertheless,  he  is  murdering 
his  own  child.  Those  blue  eyes  will  haunt  him  pain- 
fully some  day  when  it  is  '  too  late.'  Alas !  that  sentence 
condenses  all  the  bitterness  of  life  1 " 

It  was  announced  a  few  days  before  the  ship  reached 
the  harbor  that  Mr.  and  Miss  Gardiner  would  give  a 
"  s^nce,"  open  to  all  passengers,  and  that  some  astonish- 
ing revelations  would  then  be  made  through  the  means 
of  magnetism  and  "  clairvoyance." 

It  was  not  without  deep  interest  and  curiosity  blended 
that  Doctor  Trevor  found  himself  one  of  a  decorous  and 
excited  crowd  assembled  and  seated  at  the  appointed 
hour,  in  the  long  cabin  of  the  steamer  "Siren,"  and 
having  drawn  as  near  as  possible  to  the  circle — ^left  clear 
for  the  Gardiners — he  anxiously  awaited  the  performance. 

"  You  resist  me,  Lucy,"  said  her  father,  hoarsely,  and 
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in  low  tones^  to  the  still  sleepless  girl^  after  half  an  hour 
had  passed  in  ineffectual  efforts  on  his  part  to  produce 
the  requisite  mesmeric  tranc9. 

^  You  would  not  have  me  pretend^  would  you,  dear 
fitther  ?  '^  she  murmured,  in  repij ;  *'  and  I  cannot  help 
it     I  continue  to  be  wide  awake  I '' 

"  There  is  so  much  at  stake ;  remember,  Lucy,  your 
mother,  and  the  rest,  so  poor,  so  poor  I "  and  the  man 
groaned. 

"  I  do— I  do ;  but  I  am  powerless,''  and  she  clasped 
her  hands,  piteously.  "Father,  remember,  I  warned 
you  I  it  was  that  champagne  last  night  I  I — I  heard  the 
cork  fly  in  your  stateroom.  I  knew  then  you  would 
&ill" 

The  hands  of  Mr.  Gardiner — and  large  and  strong 
ones  they  were — fell  powerless  on  his  knee. 

'*  I  might  as  well  give  it  up,"  he  muttered,  with  a  fitce 
of  agony ;  for  now  there  were  symptoms  apparent  in  th^ 
crowd  of  dissatis&ction  and  derision  both;  low  murmurs, 
hacking  coughs,  loud  clearings  of  the  throat  were  audibly 
from  all  sides,  and  some  blasphemous  wag  called  out, 
"  How  long,  oh  Lord !  how  long  ?  " 

"  Directly,  gentlemen  and  ladies,  I  hope  and  believe," 
said  Mr.  Gardiner,  in  rejoinder  to  this  sally,  wiping  the 
sweat-drops  from  his  swarthy  brow ;  while  Lucy  sighed. 

"I  am  assisting  you,"  breathed  a  low  voice  besidq 
him;  "continue  your  passes  even  if  not  efficacious. 
Mine  shall  not  fail,  and  she  will  slumber  soon." 

No  one  in  the  crowd  remarked  the  fixed  and  dream-r 
like  aspect  of  the  man  who  sat  very  nearly  behind  Lucy 
Grardiner,  occasionally  lowering  and  lifting  his  right 
hand,  as  though  to  balance  himself  on  his  chair,  as  the  ship 
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lurched,  but  in  reality  weaving  a  mightj  charm.  In  a 
few  moments  more  his  spell  began  to  work,  and  the 
white-fringed  lids  of  Lucy  Grardiner  drooped  low  over 
the  large,  blue  eyes,  so  fully  opened  a  few  moments  be- 
fore, and  it  was  evident  to  the  most  sceptical  that  she 
slept  as  profoundly  as  if  under  the  influence  of  an  opiate. 

"  Let  me  ask  her  a  few  questions  before  any  one  else," 
said  Doctor  Trevor  to  her  fiither,  speaking  low.  "I 
have  a  scientific  interest  in  this  matter,  and  I  wish  fully 
to  test  the  reality  of  this  clairvoyance,  which  yet  I  repre- 
hend as  so  &tal  to  a  fragile  thing  like  this." 

"Your  questions,"  said  her  father,  "must  of  course  be 
communicated  through  me,  and  I  will  put  yours,  if  you 
will  tell  me  what  you  wish  to  ask  in  communication  with 
her  prophetic  faculty." 

"  Not  so,"  murmured  Trevor.  "  It  is  I  who,  from  the 
nature  of  events  to-day,  have  sole  possession  of  the  clair- 
voyante  &culty  of  your  daughter,  and  I  will  fling  forth 
the  £ilcon  from  my  own  wrist,  in  my  own  way.  After- 
wards you  may  whistle  it,  and  see  if  you  can  bring  it  to 
perch  on  yours."  Then  lifting  his  voice,  he  said,  calmly, 
so  that  all  could  hear,  ^/  Describe  to  me  the  library  at 
Briarheath,  at  this  moment,  and  tell  me  of  its  inmates. 
What  and  whom  do  you  behold?"  and  he  raised  and 
lowered  his  hand. 

"A  pleasant  room,  larg6  and  light,  well  furnished; 
with  book-cases,  globes,  sofas«  a  table  and  a  piano.  There 
is  a  bay  window." 

"All  libraries  are  like  that,"  said  a  voice ;  "  be  more 
specific." 

"  Stop,  if  you  please,"  and  Doctor  Trevor  lifted  his 
hand  impressively;  "  there  must  be  no  interruption.  Gk) 
on,  MiBS  Grardiner.    What  else  do  you  perceive?" 
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''An  old  man  at  the  piano ;  he  looks  like  a  foreigner; 
he  wears  green  glasses ;  he  seems  to  be  playing,  tor  his 
fingers  move,  bnt  I  cannot  hear  him.  He  has  a  rose  in 
his  button-hole.  Oh !  and  such  a  funnj  little  freckle- 
&ce  girl  comes  now  with  a  glass  of  water/'  and  she 
laughed,  a  sweet  young  girlish  laugh. 

"And  is  that  all?" 

'^No ;  the  door  opens  now,  and  a  lady  enters,  but  still 
the  old  man  plays  on.  She  has  a  letter  in  her  hand. 
She  sits  by  the  fire  and  reads  it ;  it  is  an  open  coal  fire, 
burning  brightly,  though  the  window  is  thrown  up  and 
the  curtains  are  put  aside — the  heavy  crimson  curtains." 

"Describe  that  lady." 

"  I  cannot,  for  her  &oe  is  in  shadow ;  but  she  seemed 
to  me  very  beautiful  as  she  came  in.  She  wears  black 
clothing,  cr6pe  and  bombazine.  Now  she  gets  up  and 
goes  to  a  writing  desk  and  draws  a  chair  before  it  and  sits 
down.    I  see,  she  has  opened  it ;  she  is  writing  a  letter." 

"What  are  the  first  words?"  he  asked,  incautiously. 

"  The  writing  is  hard  to  read.  I  can  scarcely  make 
them  out.  Yes ;  now  I  follow  her,  though  she  writes 
fiist,"  and  she  seemed  to  read  slowly  the  commencement 
of  the  page,  hesitating  as  a  child  would  do  between  the 
words. 

"  The — proposal — with — which — ^you — ^honor — me — 
my — dear — Judge  Warburton — deserves — ^I — know — 
the — ^further— consideration — ^you — suggest." 

"Hold!"  interrupted  Doctor  Trevor,  "no  more  of 
that,  if  you  please.  We  have  no  wish,  no  right,  to  pen- 
etrate the  secrets  of  this  or  of  any  lady's  correspondence. 
It  is  enough.  I  have  proved  the  truth  of  your  clairvoy- 
ance," he  remarked ;  gravely  adding,  as  he  rose,  "  I  make 
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way  now  for  others/'  and  he  laid  his  hand  lightly,  yet 
significantly,  on  the  shoulder  of  Mr.  Grardiner,  ^'expound ; 
I  give  you  power/'  were  the  words  he  spoke  in  a  voice 
that  reached  no  other  ear,  and  reseated  himself,  but  at  a 
■  distance  now  from  the  charmed  circle. 

Nor  did  the  apt  and  apposite  replies  of  the  sleeping 
girl  thereafter  &il  once  to  satisfy  the  most  sceptical  per- 
son present  of  her  possession  of  a  wondrous  &culty, 
which,  whether  we  consider  it  as  a  direct  gift  of  Provi- 
dence, or  as  a  sixth  sense,  the  growth  of  the  enlarged  in- 
tellect of  the  age,  is  equally  marvellous  and  mysterious. 

During  the  remainder  of  the  voyage  Doctor  Trevor 
was  much  occupied  with  Mr.  Gardiner  and  his  daughter, 
both  of  whom  he  tested  fully,  and  found  to  be  ordinary 
persons;  the  man  self-poised  and  persistent,  and  in- 
clined to  indolent  and  sensuous  habits,  yet  strong  and 
well  organized  physically;  the  girl  sensitive,  gentle 
and  ignorant,  with  a  great  deal  of  child-like  na^vet^  and 
unreserve  of  nature,  yet  modest  and  pure-minded. 

He  pondered  long  on  the  problem  of  this  almost  mi- 
raculous &culty,  as  it  still  seems  to  men,  and  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  in  the  course  of  events  the  dews  to  its 
subtle  labjrrinth  would  be  discovered,  to  rest  as  certainly 
in  natural  philosophy  (not  spiritual  gifls  at  all)  as  does 
the  Voltaic  battery,  ojr  the  electric  telegraph.  '^  It  will 
be  a  common  detective  agency,"  he  mused,  ^^  in  those 
future  ages  when  the  secrets  of  nature  shall  all  be  laid 
bare  (as  one  after  one  of  them  is  now  in  process  of  un- 
folding), and  laws  will  be  passed  to  restrict  it  to  l^iti- 
mate  ends,  even  as  people  are  now  obliged  to  build  the 
windows  of  their  houses  so  as  not  to  oyerlpok  the  privacy 
of  their  neighbors. 
35 
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**  It  18  a  morbid  feculty  at  best/'  he  thoaght ;  "the  hot- 
house growth  of  over-6traiDed  and  excitable  nerveB,  and 
as  snchy  awaj  with  it,  in  every  case.  The  power  I  wield 
has  seldom  been  desecrated  to  such  uses ;  diall  never  be 
again/' 

It  was  evening,  a  chilly  one  in  the  end  of  April,  when 
Doctor  Trevor  opened  the  iron  gate  of  Briarheath  and 
entered  the  still  barren-looking  grounds  where  the  crocos 
and  the  yellow  daffodil  and  a  few  hardy  hyacinths  alone 
proclaimed  the  tread  of  spring  upon  the  sward. 

One  window  below  stairs  alone  was  open,  and  that  he 
knew  belonged  to  the  library;  but  the  closed  shutters 
everywhere  else  gave  a  sombre  and  repulsive  look  to  the 
gray  building,  square,  massive,  and  inelegant  in  its  style 
of  architecture. 

'^  She  is  absent,  I  suppose,  at  Ilium  agam,  probably, 
and  the  Misses  Dean,  no  doubt,  are  keeping  house  at 
Briarheath,  and  will  greet  me  like  two  gorgons  when  I 
enter ;  which  heaven  forfend.  Oh,  Hester  I  what  if  indeed 
I  prove  to  be  too  late  I  That  letter,  even  in  its  beginning, 
if  correctly  rendered,  admitted  so  much  distracting  doubt. 
She  would  write  just  in  that  style,  I  know,  whether  to 
refuse  or  accept  an  offer  of  marriage,  at  the  first,  and  I 
have  seemed  so  dilatory.^' 

These  were  his  thoughts  as  he  ascended  the  granite 
steps  that  led  to  the  portico  of^Briarheath  and  rang  its 
portal  bell,  the  sound  of  which  came  back  to  his  ear 
funereally. 

After  a  slight  delay  the  door  was  opened  by  a  slender 
and  handsome  young  man,  in  whose  face  shone  the  violet 
eyes  of  Hester  Howard ;  her  brother,  he  knew  at  a  glance, 
who,  extending  his  hand  to  him,  greeted  him  as  "Judge 
Warburton,"  cordially. 
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"  I  thooght  you  would  be  comiug  this  way  before  long, 
Bir/'  added  Sydney  Lynne,  as  he  pointed  the  way  to  the 
library.  *^  She  is  there ;  I  will  suffer  you  to  announce 
yourself 

"But  I  am  not  Judge  Warburton/'  said  Trevor, 
speaking  in  a  low  and  husky  tone,  "only  a  stranger 
from  over  the  seas,  desirous  to  see  Mrs.  Howard  for  a 
few  moments  privately.'^ 

"Enter,  I  b^,  in  that  case,  unattended,"  said  the 
young  man,  throwing  open  the  door  of  the  library;  then 
passing  down  the  hall  swiftly,  he  was  lost  to  sight  before 
Trevor  crossed  its  threshold. 

Hester  was  sitting  wrapped  in  reverie  in  front  of  the 
glimmering  fire,  as  he,  who  at  that  moment  filled  her 
thoughts,  crossed  the  apartment,  and  stood  for  a  moment 
unperceived  behind  the  gothic  chair,  against  the  back  of 
which  her  head  was  cast,  with  all  its  wealth  of  hair, 
while  one  hand  was  pressed  above  her  dreaming  eyes, 
wearied  with  watching,  waiting,  straining  in  the  dark 
for  a  light  that  came  not,  that  might  never  come. 

She  heard  the  hurried  breathing  at  her  ear;  starting, 
she  rose,  and  pushing  aside  the  chair  confronted  the  new- 
comer, whose  face  was  lost  in  shadow  as  he  stood. 

Then  suddenly  recognizing  him  as  he  breathed  her 
name,  she  uttered  a  faint  cry,  and  stretched  her  hands  to 
meet  his  fervent  grasp,  and  standing  thus,  while  he,  too, 
continued  mute,  she  gazed  upon  him  long  and  silently. 

"  You  are  come  at  last,"  she  said.  "  I  knew  yoii 
would.  That  is — if— but  Mordaunt,  I  have  feared  you 
dead!" 

"And  acted  on  the  thought,"  he  murmured.  "  Is  it 
so  ?    Hester,  speak  to  me  at  once,  and  let  me  know  the 
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worst  that  can  befall  me !  Am  I  in  time^  or  have  I 
come  too  late  ?  " 

And  his  voice  sank  to  a  whisper  in  speaking  these  last 
words,  and  his  head  drooped  upon  his  heaving  breast. 

She  did  not  answer  him;  she  could  not  then,  for 
emotion  silenced  her ;  but  she  looked  into  his  face  with 
eyes  that  spoke  as  plainly  as  words  could  have  done,  and 
in  the  next  moment  he  had  drawn  her  to  his  heart. 

"  Did  you  think,''  she  said,  when  the  wild  sobbing  to 
which  she  had  given  way  was  over,  and  she  lay  passively 
upon  his  breast,  still  standing  on  the  spot  where  first 
they  met,  '^did  you  think  that  I  had  kindled  my 
watch-fire  on  the  steep  to  put  it  out  I)efore  the  morning, 
and  leave  the  ship  in  darkness?  Or  did  you  dream  that 
to  a  soul  like  mine  substitution  was  possible  in  love  ?  " 

^'Hester,  I  should  have  known  you  better  than  to 
have  sufiered  one  fear  to  unman  me  of  your  perfect 
truth,  your  patient  trust;  but  such  stories  have  been 
rife—" 

*^  I  know/'  she  interrupted  him ;  "  and  now  sit  there,  for 
I  have  erred  in  courtesy  already  in  keeping  my  dear  and 
honored  guest  standing  so  long,"  and  she  gently  disen- 
gaged herself  from  his  embrace,  and  smiling,  forced  him 
into  the  chair  she  had  occupied,  while  she  drew  a  foot- 
stool to  his  very  feet,  and  there  reclining,  told  him  all 
he  asked  to  know. 

When  she  had  concluded  her  relation,  he  said,  eagerly, 
"  But  even  your  young  brother  was  evidently  expecting 
'  Judge  Warburton,'  for  he  addressed  me  by  his  name, 
and  welcomed  me  as  an  awaited  guest." 

^'I  have  made  bitn  no  explanations,"  she  rejoined, 
"and  he  knows  of  a  recent  letter  from  Judge  Warburton, 
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and  its  character,  not  from  myself,  bnt  from  Mattie.  I 
fear,  indeed,  that  it  was  through  her  mistaken  encourage- 
ment and  zeal  that  this  gentleman  renewed  his  suit  to 
me,  which  I  told  him  from  the  beginning  was  entirely 
hopeless,  and  I  was  sorry  to  have  to  repeat  the  same 
painful  assurance." 

^^I  would  like  much  to  know  the  framing  of  that 
letter,  ^or  a  reason  that  I  shall  tell  you  presently — ^yours 
I  mean,  and  from  no  idle  curiosity,  rest  well  assured ;  not 
alone  its  contents,  but  the  form  of  its  first  phrase.'' 

She  rose  at  once  to  seek  the  copy  she  had  kept,  simply 
because  a  blot  had  &llen  on  the  original  just  as  she  had 
concluded  it,  not  that  she  had  cared  to  duplicate  it 
otherwise, 

^^  The  fiict  was,  Mordaunt,"  she  said,  as  she  gave  it 
to  his  hand,  ^^Mr.  Steinbach  came  down  with  such  a 
thundering  chord  just  as  I  was  signing  my  name,  that 
my  hand  swerved  as  a  horse  does  at  a  shadow,  and  this 
blotch  was  the  consequence.  Of  course  it  would  have 
been  a  want  of  self-respect  to  send  a  blotted  page,  as  well 
as  a  breach  of  ceremony  with  regard  to  one  I  desired  to 
treat  with  the  greatest  courtesy.  Besides,  you  know  he 
might  have  thought  it  a  jet-black  tear  of  r^ret,''  and 
she  laughed  at  her  own  folly. 

The  letter  b^an  in  the  very  words  that  the  clairvoy- 

ante  had  revealed  to  him.    And  then  Hester  heard  the 

» 
story. 

"Seel"  he  said;  "for  fear  of  forgetting  them,  I 
wrote  down  at  once  in  my  memorandum-book  the  ex- 
pressions Miss  Gardiner  transferred  to  my  ear  with 
difficulty  from  your  page ;  for  the  poor  little  thing  read 
writing  with  an  effort,  by  her   own   acknowledgment. 
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No,  do  not  refuse  me  this  satisfaction.  I  want  to  afford 
you  the  last  proof  of  the  wonderful  truth  of  a  much 
disputed  faculty." 

"  Yet  she  fidtered  on  the  threshold,  as  it  seems ;  she  did 
not  follow  me  fiu:.'' 

"  No,  for  I  checked  her,  and  should  have  done  so,  on 
consideration,  before  she  uttered  three  words,  had  not  in- 
terest held  me  spell-bound.  As  it  was,  my  curiosity  was 
never  gratified,  for  the  expression  employed  only  served 
to  perplex  me  and  to  drive  me  like  a  blast  before  it  to 
Briarheath." 

"  Where  no  blast  shall  vex  you  more,'*  and  she  rose 
and  stood  before  him  in  her  sweet  and  majestic  beauty. 
"  Trevor,  I  am  truly  your  Esther  now,  forever." 

The  long  conference  in  the  library  lasted  until  supper 
was  served,  and  Myra  Clay  came  as  usual  to  announce  it. 
She  started  as  she  saw  her  mistress  standing  before  the 
fire,  while  her  head  reposed  on  the  shoulders  of  a  man 
whose  arm  encircled  her  waist 

Mrs.  Howard  had  not  rung  for  lights,  as  she  ordinarily 
did  long  before  this  hour;  but  the  bituminous  flame 
of  the  smouldering  fire  springing  suddenly  to  life  now 
partially  illumined  the  apartment,  and  revealed  the 
attitude  of  its  inmates,  before  which  Myra  retreated 
aghast. 

It  was  understood  in  the  household  before  the  evening 
was  over,  however,  that  Doctor  Trevor  had  returned, 
and  for  what  end ;  for  as  she  entered  the  dining-room, 
leaning  on  his  arm,  in  the  presence  of  Myra  Clay  and 
Kitty  Cline,  where  Sydney  Lynne  sat  patiently  awaiting 
the  coming  of  his  sister  and  her  guest,  she  said  to  him 
in  tones  almost  exultant  in  their  joy — 
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"This,  Sydney,  is  your  brother — ^eet  each  other" 

Years  have  passed  since,  in  the  library  of  the  house  in 
which  her  life  awoke  and  where  she  had  suffered  so 
deeply,  Hester  Howard  was  married,  with  few  witnesses, 
by  the  same  grand  ceremony  that  had  united  her  to  her 
first  husband,  to  Mordannt  Trevor;  years  that  have 
scarcely  known  a  shadow,  save  that  which  the  sorrows 
of  others  have  cast  upon  the  path  of  two  devoted  spirits 
so  closely  linked  that  we  might  deem,  fix)m  even  one 
such  rare  instance,  Plato's  belief  to  be  the  true  one, 
though  in  this  tangle  of  cross-questions  that  men  call 
life  the  divided  nature  does  not  always  reunite. 

They  went  abroad  immediately  after  their  marriage, 
Hester  and  Mordaunt,  and  saw  the  &ce  of  Europe  hand 
in  hand ;  then,  in  obedience  to  an  old  all^iance  of  his 
nature,  Trevor  selected  Italy  for  their  abiding  place. 
They  dwell  in  Florence,  surrounded  by  all  beautiful 
things,  flowers,  pictures,  statues,  books,  and  in  reach  of 
those  great  galleries  that  fill  every  requisition  of  their 
taste  for  art  and  make  it  theirs  to  enjoy  the  past  as  well 
as  present 

They  live  for  each  other,  not  for  society ;  not  idly,  but 
co-workers  in  literature  and  art.  Trevor  had  long  been 
a  devout  member  of  the  Church  of  England,  and  the 
wife  and  husband  kneel  at  the  same  altar. 

The  struggles  of  doubt  and  rebellion  are  laid  to  rest, 
that  involved  so  long  the  soul  of  Hester  Lynne  in  dan- 
gerous darkness.  She  strives  not,  but  submits ;  she  ques- 
tions not,  but  believes ;  and  has  learned  to  see  in  every- 
thing the  inscrutable  wisdom  of  (Jod. 

Children  ]iave  sprung  around  the  knees  of  Hester 
Trevor  with  &ce8  that  artists  pause  to  marvel  at^  and 
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forms  of  grace  and  beauty  such  as  the  Greeks  themselves 
have  never  surpassed  even  in  their  indications  of  the 
ideal. 

The  beauty  of  the  parents  has  met  in  marvellous  per- 
fection in  those  seraph  aspects,  and  the  sound  of  their 
joyous  voices  and  glancing  feet  makes  music  in  the 
marble  halls  of  the  "Palazzo  Trevori/'  their  lovely 
Florentine  home. 

They  will  never  return  to  Briarheath,  the  pair  who 
have  found  at  last  a  congenial  atmosphere  in  a  foreign 
land ;  and  there  is  sage  talk  among  the  elders  of  Lynnes- 
borough  of  purchasing  that  property  for  a  theological 
seminary. 

It  is  a  valuable  estate  now,  for  the  town,  dormant  so 
long,  was  revived  by  the  tramp  of  war  and  has  grown 
out  to  the  edge  of  its  fields  and  woodlands,  and  Briar- 
heath  is  no  longer  situated  in  a  suburb ;  yet  Hester  still 
clings  to  the  homestead  of  her  father. 

Mulgrave  prospers  and  is  happy,  with  his  uncongenial 
but  devoted  wife,  at  last,  since  children  have  come  to 
link  their  interests  indissolubly,  children  cross  and  crafty 
like  their  parents,  yet  charming  in  the  eyes  of  those 
whose  qualities  and  aspects  have  found  through  them 
transmission. 

Sophy  Sutton  still  snarls  at  Sliding  Stone,  but  her 
husband,  through  his  meek  persistence  in  living  there^ 
thrives  at  last,  and  is  building  a  modest  mansion,  the 
furniture  for  which  will  be  sent  him  by  Mrs.  Trevor 
when  it  is  completed. 

Bellair  and  Mattie  are  in  full  tide  of  success  in  their 
"  eye  infirmary,"  and  as  wife  and  mother  our  little  imp 
of  intrigue  and  impertinence  possesses  few  superiors ;  and 
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Sydney  Lyune,  married  and  still  at  Briarbeath^  represents 
the  family  name  with  honor  and  distinction. 

Hester  Trevor  has  now  but  one  enemy  to  contend  with^ 
the  proneness  of  her  spirit  to  idolatry^  where  a  more 
moderate  afieetion  woald  better  ensure  her  permanent 


Yet  is  she  blessed  even  in  yielding  to  this  sweetest, 
last,  and  most  of  all  others  to  be  feared^  temptation. 


THE     END. 
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Bellehood  and  Bondage, 1  76 

The  Old  Countess, 1  75 

Lord  Hope's  Choice, 1  75 

The  Reigning  Belle, 1  75 

A  Noble  Woman, 1  75 

Pnlaeei  and  Prisons, 1  75 

Married  in  Haste, 1  75 

Wives  and  Widows, 1  75 

Ruby  Gray's  Strategy, 1  75 

Doubly  False, 1  75 


The  Soldiers'  Orphans, $1  76 

Silent  Struggles, 1  76 

The  Rejected  Wife,... 1  76 

The  Wife's  Secret, 1  76 

Mary  Derwent, 1  76 

Fashion  and  Famine, 1  76 

The  Curse  of  Gold, 1  76 

Mabel's  Mistake, 1  75 

The  Old  Homestead, 1  75 

The  Heiress, 1  75 

The  Gold  Brick, 1  75 


Above  are  each  in  cloth,  or  each  one  is  in  paper  cover,  at  $1.50  each. 

HBS.  C.  A.  WABFIEUD'S  WOBKS. 

A  Double  Wedding;  or,  How  She  was  Won,  morocco  olotb, $1  76 

The  Household  of  Bonverie;  or,  The  Elixir  of  Gold,  morocco  cloth,  1  76 


*  Abofe  Booki  win  be  sent,  postage  paid,  on  receipt  of  Betail  Price, 
by  T.  B.  PetcTicn  *  Brcthcrs,  Philadcljhf»j^  ^OogJe 


8   T.  B.  PETEB80H  &  BBOTHEBS'  PUBLICAnOWS. 
HBS.  CABOLIHE  LEE  HENTZ'S  WOBKS. 

Oreem  and  Ootd  Bditinn,     OampUU   in  twelve  volume*^  in  green   tnorooeo  doth, 
price  $1.75  each;  or  $21.00  a  $etf  each  9et  Uput  upina  meat  box. 

Brnef I  Linwood, $1  75   Lore  aft«r  Marriage, $1  75 

The  Planter's  Northern  Bride,..  1  75   Boline;  or  Magnolia  Vale, 1  75 

Coartahip  and  Marriage, 1  75   The  Lost  Daughter, 1  75 

Rena;or,  the  Snow  Bird, 1  75   The  Banished  Son, 1  75 

MaroQi  Warland, 1  75   Helen  and  Arthur, 1  75 

Linda;  or,  the  Toung  Pilot  of  the  Belle  Creole, 1  75 

Bohert  Qraham;  the  Sequel  to  <<  Linda;  or  Pilot  of  Belle  Cnule,"...  1  75 
AboTe  are  each  in  oloth,  or  each  one  is  in  paper  cover,  at  $1.50  each. 

BEST  COOK  BOOKS  PUBLISHES. 

J9oerf  him$Aeq>er  should  po*$ttt  at  least  one  qf  the.  foUmcing  Cuok  Books,  as  theg 

vMdd  sane  the  price  iff  il  in  a  vKek's  oooktng. 
The  Queen  of  the  Kitchen.     Containing  1007  Old  Maryland 

Family  Receipts  for  Cooking, Cloth, 

Mifi  Leslie's  New  Cookery  Book, Cloth, 

Mrs.  Hale's  New  Cook  Book,. Cloth, 

Petersons'  New  Cook  Book, Cloth, 

Widdifield's  New  Cook  Book, Cloth, 

Mrs.  Goodfellow's  Cookery  as  it  Should  Be, Cloth, 

The  National  Cook  Book.    By  a  Practical  Housewife, Cluth, 

The  Toung  Wife's  Cook  Book» Cloth, 

Misa  Leslie's  New  Receipts  for  Cooking, Cloth, 

Mrs.  Hale's  ReceipU  for  the  Million, .' Cloth, 

The  FamilT  Save- All.   By  author  of  «  National  Cook  Book,"  Cloth, 
Franoatelli's  Modem  Cook.    With  the  most  approved  methods  of 
French,  English,  German,  and  Italian  Cookery.     With  Sixty-two 
Illiiatrationi.    One  volume  of  dOO  pages,  bound  in  morocco  cloth,  5  00 

JAMES  A.  MAITLAND'S  WOBKS. 

ComfUds  in  totem  large  duodecimo  volumes,  bound  in  doth,  gilt  fnxde,  priet  $1.75 
sach  ;  or  $12.26  a  s<  each  set  is  put  upina  neat  bom. 

The  Watchman, $1  75  i  Diary  of  an  Old  Doctor, $1  75 

The  Wanderer,... 1  75    SarUroe, 1  75 

The  Lawyer's  Story, 1  75  I  The  Three  Cousins, 1  75 

The  Old  Patroon  ;  or  the  Great  Van  Broek  Property, 1  75 

Above  are  each  in  cloth,  or  each  one  is  in  paper  cover,  at  $1.50  each, 

T.  ASOIPHXrS  TROLLOPE'S  WOBKS. 

CimpUU  in  seem  larg«  duodecimo  volume*,  bowul  in  doth,  gilt  back,  price  $1.75 
each;  or  $12.25  a  set,  each  set  is  put  up  in  a  neat  boa. 

The  Sealed  Packet, $1  75 1  Dream  Numbers, $1  75 

Garstang  Grange, 1  75 1  Beppo,  the  Conscript, 1  75 

Leonora  Casaloni,...  1  75  |  Gemma, 1  75  |  Marietta, 1  75 

Above  are  each  in  cloth,  or  each  one  is  in  paper  cover,  at  $1.50  each. 

FBEOBIKA  BKEHEB'S  WOBKS. 

Gmpitti  in  tin  large  duodecimo  volumes,  bound  in  doth,  gUt  back,  price  $1.75  each  ; 
or  $10.60  a  set,  each  set  is  put  up  in  a  neeU  box. 

Father  and  Daughter, $1  75  ]  The  Neighbors, $1  75^ 

The  Four  Sisterti, 1  75  I  The  Home, 1  75 

Above  are  each  in  cloth,  or  each  one  is  in  paper  cover,  at  $1.50  each. 
Life  in  the  Old  World.    In  two  volumes,  cloth,  price, 8  50 


^75 

1  75 

'  AboTa  Books  win  bo  sent,  pottagopoid,  onreoo^t  of  Botail  Prioi» 
by  T.  B.  Potonoaft  Brothori,  PbiUdolphia,  Pa. 
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HISS  ELIZA  A.  DUPUT'S  WOSKS. 

OmuMe  in  thirUen  large  duodtrim§  volumet,  bound  in  mcrocco  <ioih^  gUt  (odfc,  price 
$1.76  each;  or  $22.76  a  $et,  each  set  it  put  up  in  a  neat  box. 


The  Ditoarded  Wife, $1  75 

The  Clandestine  Marriage, 1  75 

The  Hidden  Sin, 1  75 

The  Dethroned  HeireM, 1  75 

The  Gipsy's  Warning, 1  75 

All  For  Love, 1  75 


Why  Did  He  Marry  Her? $1  76 

Who  Shall  he  Victor? 1  75 

The  Mysterious  Guest, 1  75 

Was  He  Guilty? 1  75 

The  CanceUed  Will, 1  75 

The  Planter's  Daughter, 1  75 


Michael  Rudolph;  or,  the  Bravest  of  the  Brave, 1  75 

Above  are  each  in  cloth,  or  each  one  is  in  paper  cover,  at  $1.60  each. 

EMEBSOH  BENNETT'S  WOBES. 

ComplUe  in  $even  larg*  duodeeimn  volumes^  hnund  in  do*h^  gill  hack^  price  $1.76 
eucA  ;  vr  $12.25  a  set,  taeh  set  is  put  t^ina  neat  box. 

The  Border  Ruver, $1  75  I  Bride  of  the  Wilderness, $1  76 

Clara  MoreUnd,. 1  75   Ellen  Norbury, I  76 

The  Orphan's  Trials, 1  75 '  Kate  Clarendon, 1  75 

Viola;  or  Adventures  in  the  Far  South-West, 1  75 

Above  are  each  in  cloth,  or  each  one  is  in  paper  cover,  at  $1.50  each. 
The  Heiress  of  Bellefonte, 75  |  The  Pioneer's  Daughter, 76 

DOESTICKS'  WOEKS. 

Omipfffff  in  four  large  duodectmn  volumes,  bourid  in  doth,  giU  badk^  pries  $1.76 
eoM  ;  or  $7.00  a  set,  each  set  is  put  up  in  a  neat  box, 

Doesticks*  Letters, ,....$1  75  (  The  Elephant  Club, $1  76 

Plu-Ri-Bus-Tah, 1  75  |  Witches  of  New  York, «.  1  76 

Above  are  each  in  cloth,  or  each  one  is  in  paper  cover,  at  $1.60  each. 

GREEN'S  WOBXS  ON  OAMBLINO. 

Orwipfffff  in  four  large  duodecimo  volumes,  bound  in  doth,  gilt  bade,  price  $1.76 
caehf  or  $7.00  a  set,  each  set  is  put  up  in  a  neat  bom. 

Gambling  Ezposed,» $1  75  i  Reformed  Gambler, $1  76 

The  Gambler's  Life,. 1  75  |  Secret  Bnnd  of  Brothers, 1  76 

Above  are  each  in  cloth,  or  each  one  is  in  pap«r  cover,  at  $1.60  each. 

DOWS  PATENT  SEBMONS. 

Okutplttt  in  four  large  ditodedmo  volumes,  bound  in  doth,  gCt  back,  price  $1.60 
each ;  or  $tf.UO  a  set,  each  set  is  put  t^  in  a  neal  box. 


Dew's  Patent  SermooH,  Ist 
Series,  cloth,.^ $1  60 

Dow's  Patent  Sermons,  3d 
Series,  cloth 1  50 


Dow's  Patent  Sermons,  3d 
Series,  cloth, $1  60 

Dow's  Patent  Sermons,  4th 
Series,  cloth, 1  60 


Above  are  each  in  cloth,  or  each  one  is  in  paper  cover,  at  $1.00  eaeh. 

WILEIE  COLLIHS*  BEST  WOEKS. 

Basil;  or,  The  Cro-sxed  Path..$l  50  |  The  Dead  Secret.     12mo $1  60 

Above  are  each  in  one  large  duodecimo  volume,  bound  in  cloth. 


The  Dead  Secret,  8vo 50 

Basil;  or,  the  Crossed  Path, 75 

Hide  and  Seek,... 75 

After  Dark, 75 


The  Queen's  Revenge, „ 76 

Miss  or  Mrs? M) 

Mad  Monkton, 60 

Sighu  a-Foot, 60 


The  Stolen  Mask, 25  |  The  Yellow  Mask,...  35  |  Sister  Ruse,...  26 

The  above  books  sre  each  issued  in  paper  cover,  in  octavo  form. 

FRANK  FOREES^EB'S  SPOBTINO  BOOK. 

Frank  Forrester's  Sportinsf  Scenes  and  Chamcters.     By  Henry  Wil- 
liam Herbert.    With  Illustrations  by  Darley.    Two  vols.,  cioth,..44  0$ 

tf^  Above  Booln  wiU  bo  sent,  postage  paid,  on  receipt  of  Retail  Priee, 
by  T.  B.  Peterson  k  Brothers,  Philadelphia,  Pa.,  , 
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THE  HOUSEHOLD  OF  BOUVERIE; 

OB, 

THE  ELIXIB  OF  GOU). 
BY    MRS.    C.    A.    WARFIEUD. 

Aotlior  of  ** Baiter  How«rd*a  Tamptadoo/'  **A  Donbla  Wadding;  or.  How 
8ha  Waa  Woo,**  ate 

▲TTTHOB'B  NBW,  OOMFLBTB  AND  UITIFOBIC  VDTTlOlf. 

Complete  in  One  Large  Jhtodeeimo  Volume  of  800  pageo, 
Bonnd  in  Morooeo  doth,  FttU  CHU  Buck,   BHoe$l,7S. 


THB  HOUSEHOLD  OF  BOUVEBIB. 
''THX  HOUSEHOLD  OF  BOUT  BRIE;  oK,  THE  ELIXIR  OF  GOLD,**  bj  Mn. 
C.  A.  Warfteld,  being  the  first  Tolame  of  the  AtUhoir'i  New  Edition  qf  Mrs,  WarJMttt 
CfiebnUed  Warkt^  is  publiahed  this  day.  It  is  complete  in  one  large  duodecimo  rolnma 
of  Bight  Hundred  pages,  containing  the  whole  of  the  two  Tolumea  as  originally 
pnblished,  both  tolumos  being  now  complete  in  one,  and  sold  at  the  low  price  of  $1.76 
for  the  complete  work,  in  place  of  $2.00  as  formerly. 

^nom  MktrioH  Borland,  author  of  "Alone,**  ^'Bidden  Path,**  ete. 
**  As  to  Mn.  Warfleld's  wonderfhl  book,  the  *  Household  of  Bouverie,*  I  hara  read  It 
twice— the  second  time  more  carefully  than  the  first— and  I  use  the  term  *  T^oadeiftil,* 
because  it  best  expresses  the  feeling  uppermost  in  my  mind,  both  while  reading  and 
blinking  it  orer.  As  a  piece  of  imaginatiTe  writing,  I  hare  seen  nothing  to  equal  it 
■inoa  the  days  of  Edgar  A.  Poe,  and  I  doubt  whether  he  could  hare  sustained  himself 
and  the  reader  through  a  book  of  half  the  sise  of  the  *  Household  of  Bourerie.*  I  was 
UteimUy  hurried  ^trough  it  by  my  Intense  sympathy,  my  devouring  curiosity— it  was 
more  than  interest  I  read  OTerywhere — between  the  courses  of  the  hotel-table,  on 
tiia  boat,  in  the  can— nntil  I  had  swallowed  the  last  line.  This  is  no  common  occar> 
ranoa  with  a  veteran  romance  reader  like  myself.** 

From  Ooorgt  JEUpUy^i  Stoiew  <if  **The  Bousehold  f^  Bowerit**  in  BarperU  MagatbM, 
*"The  Household  of  Bonverie*  betrays  everywhere  a  daring  boldnen  of  conception; 
singular  fertility  ot  illustration,  and  a  combined  beauty  and  %igor  of  exprevlon,  which 
it  would  be  difficult  to  match  in  any  recent  works  uf  fiction.  In  these  days,  when  che 
most  mUk*and-watery  platitudes  are  ao  often  welcomed  as  sibylline  inspimtions,  it  is 
somewhat  refreshing  to  m^t  with  a  femnlo  novel-writer  who  displays  the  unmlstakabla 
lire  of  genius,  however  terrific  iti  brightnrsii.'* 


JV-'The  Anthor*s  New  Edition  of  **7Vif  Bomefiold  of  BotnerU**  Is  fbradebjan 
Bookaellers;  or  copies  of  it  will  be  sent  at  once  to  any  one,  to  any  place,  postage  pcv- 
paid,on  remitting  the  price  of  the  work,  $1.75,  in  a  letter,  to  the  PubliBbers, 
T.  B.  PETERSON  A  BROTHERS, 

806  CnurNVT  Stbikt.  PniLADKtpRtA,  Pa. 
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A  nw  BOfK,  BT  fo  adhob  op  •'m  wmmamDw  wunaar 

A  DOUBLEItEDDING; 

OB,  ' 

AS  mmBJD   TSTBW  WOBX 

BY  MRS.  C.  A.  WARFIELD. 

Author  of  **Tlie  Hoasdiold  of  BoaToio.'* 

CompUie  in  One  Zarge  lh»odeelM%o  FoImwm.    Bonnd  in  Moroece 
dotiby  JiWI  GiU  Back.   Price  $1.7S. 


A  DOHBLB  WSDDINO:   OB,  HOW  SHS  WAS  WON. 

**  The  Houwhold  of  BoaTorie  **  haa  heea  pcoooanced  by  ftll  the  beet  wrlten  and 
cridci  in  the  country  to  be  one  of  the  beet  and  most  remarkable  worka  erer  written, 
and  we  predict  for  Mrs.  Warfleld*8  new  book,  «*  A  DOUBLS  WEDDING;  on,  HOW 
8HB  WAS  WON,"  as  great  a  popularity  as  its  predecesMr,  and  a  sale  equal  to  any 
work  of  the  kind  that  haa  been  published  in  tlM  last  twenty  years. 

HBSTBB  HOWABD'B  TBMFTATIONB. 
T.  B.  PRSR80N  A  BBOTHIRS,  Philadelphia,  hare  concluded  an  arrangement 
with  MRS.  0.  A.  WABFIXLD,  the  well-known  Southern  writer,  and  auth<ir  of 
«*THB  HOUSEHOLD  OF  BOUYERDC,**  by  whidi  they  hare  become  the  ftitun 
publishen  of  all  her  works,  and  they  bave  this  day  published  an  Entire  New 
Work  fh>m  her  pen,  under  tiie  tiUeof  **  HESTER  HOWARD'S  TEMPTATION,** 
which  she  has  been  engaged  in  writing  and  preparing  for  the  press  for  the  last 
eighteen  months.  This  work  has  been  pronounced  by  critios  who  have  read  it 
In  manuscript,  to  be  superior  to  her  celebrated  work,  **The  Hoosehold  of 
Bourerie.**  It  will  be  issued  in  one  large  duodecimo  Tolume,  in  uniform  style  and 
dse  with  "A  Double  Wedding;  or.  How  She  Was  Won,**  and  with  **The  Household 
of  Booverie,**  etc,  and  be  bound  in  omwoooo  doth,  gilt  side  and  back,  price  $1.76. 

AUTHOB'S  BDITION  OF  MBS.  WABFII!I.D'S  BOOKS. 
T.  B.  PETERSON  *  BROTHERS  hare  in  press,  and  will  issue  at  once,  tkn  Avthor^i 
New  and  Ben»ed  EdUion  of  mU  of  Mrs,  WatfieUPi  oelebraied  Works.  Bach  book  will 
be  complete  in  one  large  duodecimo  rolume,  and  be  printed  on  the  finest  white 
paper,  and  bound  in  morocco  clotti,  gilt  back  and  side,  and  pnbliahed  at  the  low  price 
of  $1.76  a  Tolnme,  in  place  of  $2.00  a  rolume,  as  formeriy. 

THB  HOUSICHOLI)   OF   BOX7V3BBI1I. 

The  first  rolume  of  the  Author* s  New  Edition  qf  Mrs.  WarfUkTs'  Works  Is  pabUshad 
this  day^  being  *«THS  HOUSEHOLD  OF  BOUYERIB;  on,  THE  ELIXIB  OF 
GOLD.**  It  is  complete  in  one  large  duodecimo  rolume  of  Eight  Hundred  pagei^ 
containing  the  whole  of  the  two  rdumes  as  originally  published,  both  rolumes  being 
now  complete  in  one,  and  sold  at  the  low  price  of  $1.75  for  the  complete  wotk. 


41^  Abore  books  are  Ibr  sale  by  all  Books4>ners.  Copies  of  either  one,  or  all  of 
the  abore  books,  will  be  sent  at  once  to  any  one,  to  Miy  place,  postaga  iwei^ald,  on 
lamitting  their  price  to  the  Publishers, 

T.  R  PETERSON  St  BROTHERS,^  j 

30C  ChK«T!»IT  StHFPT,  PMIL.iDELniTA^Ill^ 


A  KEW  BMK,  BT  THB  AUTHOR  Qf  **THB  HOUSEHOLD  OP  BOUTSBU." 

Hester  Howards  Temptation. 

A  SOUL'S    STORY. 
BY  MRS.  C.  A.  WARFIELD. 

Aotfaor  of  **Th«  Hontehold  of  Bouveria;  or.  The  SUxir  of  Gold,**  **A  Double 
Wedding;  or,  How  She  Wu  Woo,**  eUx 

Compiete  in  One  Large  DuodeeimM  Votume.    Bound  in  Merooeo 
dothp  J^tt  GiU  Baek,    Briee  $1,76. 

HSSTEB  HOWABD'8  TSMFTATIOIT. 
T.  B.  FSTER80N  A  BROTHERS,  Phlhtdelpbin,  hftviug  concluded  an  amngement 
^th  MBS.  0.  A.  WABFIELD,  the  veil-known  Sonthem  writer,  and  author  of 
"THB  HOUSEHOLD  OF  BOUVERIB,*'  they  have  become  the  Itatore  pabllehen 
of  all  her  wortu,  and  they  take  great  plearare  in  aononndng  to  the  irabllc  that  they 
hare  pnbllshed  thla  day  an  EnUn  New  Work  tma  her  pen,  under  the  title  of 
**  HESTER  HOWARD*S  TEMPTATION,**  which  she  has  been  engaged  in  writing 
and  preparing  for  the  pren  for  the  last  eighteen  months.  Thle  work  haa  been  pto- 
nonnced  by  critics,  and  all  others  who  have  read  it,  to  be  superior  to  her  celebrated 
work,  **The  Household  of  Bouverie.**  It  is  issued  in  one  laige  duodecimo  volume, 
in  unilbrm  style  and  Rise  with  '*The  Household  of  BouTerie,**  and  **A  Double 
Wedding;  or,  How  She  Was  Won,**  eta,  and  Is  bound  in  morocco  doth,  gilt  side 
and  back,  price  $1.75. 

A  DOUBLB  WSDDINa:  OB,  HOW  BHB  WAS  WON. 

A  DOUBLE  WEDDING;  OB,  HOW  SHE  WAS  WON.  An  Entire  New  Work,  by 
Mrs.  0.  A.  Warfteld,!  ai 'hor  of  **The  Household  of  BouTerie,**  and  noTer  before 
published,  is  issued  this  day,  complete  in  one  laige  duodecimo  volume,  bound  in 
morocco  cloth,  gilt  back  and  side,  price  $1.75. 

AUTHOB'S  BDITION  OF  MBS.  WABFIBIiD'S  BOOKS. 

T.  B.  PETERSON  A  BROTH  BRS,  beside  publishing  in  future  aU  tiie  new  works 
written  by  Mrs.  C.  A.  Warfleld,  bare  in  press,  and  will  Issue  at  once,  J%e  Aulhor'i  New 
end  BevOed  McttUm  qf  aU  nf  Mn,  WarJUUTi  former  Work*.  Bach  book  in  tills 
edition  will  be  complete  in  one  large  duodedmo  volume,  in  uniform  style  with 
**  Hester  HowanI*s  Temptation,**  and  '*A  Double  Wedding,**  and  will  be  printed  on  the 
finest  white' paper,  and  bound  in  morocco  clotii,  gilt  back  and  side,  and  be  published  aft 
the  low  price  of  fl.75  a  volume,  in  place  of  $2.00  a  volume,  as  they  formerly  were. 

THE  HOUSSHOIiD  OF  BOXTVBSBIB. 
THE  HOUSEHOLD  OF  BOUVBRIB;  om,  THB  ELIXIR  OF  GOLD,  is  tiie  flret 
volume  of  the  Authm't  Nno  BdUicn  q/  Mrt,  WarfieUPs  Wcrkt.  It  is  puMlshed  tlils 
day,  complete  in  one  large  duodedmo  volume  of  Eight  Hundred  pages,  containing  the 
whole  of  the  two  volumes  as  originally  ianied,  both  volumes  being  now  complete  in 
one,  and  sold  at  the  low  price  of  $1.75  for  the  complete  work. 


49*  Above  books  are  for  sale  by  all  Booksellers.  Copies  of  either  one,  or  all  of 
the  above  books,  will  be  sent  at  once  to  any  one,  to  any  place,  postage  pre-paid,  oa 
remitting  their  price  in  a  letter  to  the  Publishers, 

T.  B.  PETERSON  &  BROTHERS, 
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